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INTRODUCTIOI!^^. 


Sacred  song  is  a  divine  gift.  It  is  God  our 
Maker  who  giveth  songs  both  in  the  night  and 
in  the  day ;  and  melodious  strains  have  ever  pro- 
claimed his  glory  and  his  grace. 

The   first  recorded   instance    of  singing  by 
the    people  of  God,   celebrated  the  overthrow 
of   Pharaoh  and    his    host  in  the    Red    Sea; 
but  the   manner  in  which  that  song  was  sung 
^ives    evidence    that   among    the  children    of 
Israel  praise  was  no  strange  exercise.     The  Is- 
raelites were  not  novices  in  sacred  worship,  nor 
were  iustrumeiits  of  music  lacking  on  that  occa- 
sion.    The  monuments  of  Egypt  show  that  in- 
strumental music  was  known  in  that  ancient 
laud ;  and  in  the  still  earlier  account  of  the  de- 
scendants of  Cain,  we  find  that  instruments  of 
music  occupied  a  prominent  position,  being  per- 
haps a  perversion  of  some  still  earlier  institution 
of  worship.     For  the  existence  of  sacred  music 
can  be  traced  beyond  the  bounds  of  human  ex- 
perience, to  that  hour  when  God  laid  the  founda- 
tions of  the  earth,  "when  th^    morning  stars 
iXQv  together,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted 
ioTJay."     The  Scriptures  perpetually  represent 
tile  hosts  of  heaven  as   uniting   in  joyous  and 
majesiic  song;  and  the  advent  of  the  Son  of  God 
to  OUT  world  brought    myriad   hosts   of  shin- 
ia?  ones  to  sing  above  his  manger-cradle  their 
a^^hems  of  celestial  praise. 

The  worship  in  which  our  Saviour  joined  dur- 
ing his  earthly  sojourn,  was  largely  the  worship 
of  song.     The  last  act  of  his  ministry  was  to 
sing  a  hymn  with  his  disciplas;   and  his  eternal 
triumph  will  be  celebrated  by  anthems  of  praise 
rising  from  every  creature  in    heaven  and  on 
earth  and  under  the  earth,  when  "in the  midst 
of  the  church  "  He  shall  lead  the  strain  of  adora- 
tion, and  give  praise  and  glory  unto  God. 

An  exercise  which  thus  antedate  .  all  human 
history,  and  which  shall  be  perpetuated  when 
heaven  and  earth  shall  have  passed  away,  is  not 
a  matter  of  slight  concern  t3  mortals,  whose 
songs,  though  mingled  with  sighs  and  tears,  are 
not  only  reminiscences  of  celestial  anthems  that 
have  floated  down  from  worlds  of  li^ht  and  joy, 
but  also  preludes  to  that  higher  and  nolier  serv- 
ice when  saints  redeemed  shall  sing  the  song  of 
Moses  and  the  Lamb.  ^ 

Christians  are   especially  a  singing    people. 
Eighteen  hundred  years  ago,  Pliny,  the  Itouian 
governor  of   Bithynia,    wrote  to  the  Emperor 
Trajan,  that  the  Christians  "  were  wont  to  meet 
together  on  a  stated  day,  before  it  was  light,  and 
sing  among  themselves   alternately  a  hymn  to 
Christ  as  God;  "  and  still  earlier  than  that,  the 
apostle  declared,  "  I  will  sing  with  the  spirit  and 
with  the    understanding  also,"   and    exhorted 
his  brethren  to  unite  in  **  psalms  and  hymns 
and  spiritual  songs,"  singing  with  grace  in  their 
hearts  to  the  Lord.     And  throus^h  all  the  sub- 
sequent ages  of  storm  and  sorrow,  persecution 
and  trial,  conflict  and  victory,  the  voice  of  rejoic- 
ing has  been  in  the  tabernacles  of  the  righteous, 


and  the  new  song  haa  arisen  from  the  lips  of 
those  whoni  Christ  has  redeemed  by  his  bloud. 

It  is  not  a  light  matter  to  undertake  to  pre- 
pare praises  for  the  Most  High,'  and  thus  guide 
the  worship  of  the  people  of  the  Lord ;  and  there 
should  be  good  reasons  to  justify  manuals  of 
son^  now  in  existence.  The  reasons  may  best 
be  inferred  from  certain  general  observations 
concerning  the  exercise  of 

PRAI8B  IN  CHRISTIAN  WORSHIP. 

True  Christian  praise  rests  upon  the  firm  foun- 
dation of  genuine  conversion  to  God.  The  feet 
must  be  on  the  Kock  before  the  new  song  is  put 
in  the  mouth.  The  hesitating  heart  can  only 
utter  hesitating  and  half-hearted  songs.  But 
when  unbelief  is  vanquished,  and  doubt  gives 
place  to  confidence,  and  |phen  faith  embraces  a 
living  Christ,  and  hails  him,  crying,  **  My  Lord 
and  my  God!  "  then  the  believer  can  sing  in  lofty 
strains,  *'  We  praise  thee,  O  God,  we  acknowl- 
edge thee  to  be  the  Lord.  All  the  earth  doth 
worship  Thee,  the  Father  everlasting." 

The  songs  of  God's  people  from  the  earliest 
ages  have  usually  been  occasional.  The  song 
of  the  Israelites  on  the  banks  of  the  Red  Sea; 
the  Psalms  of  David  in  trial  and  in  triumph; 
the  sighs  of  the  Jewish  exiles  by  the  rivers  of 
Babylon,  and  the  songs  of  the  ransomed  captives 
as  they  returned  and  came  to  Zion ;  were  sug- 
gested by  their  surroundings  and  their  experi- 
ences. Thus  the  changeful  fortunes  of  the 
church*  have  ever  inspired  prayer  and  praise 
among  the  people  of  God,  and  again  and  again 
has  been  heard  the  joyous  cry,  **0h,  sing  unto 
the  Lord  a  new  song." 

The  progress  of  divine  light  and  truth  in  the 
world  has  ever  been  marked  by  fresh  outbursts 
of  praise;  and  wherever  souls  have  been  re- 
deemed from  darkness,  ignorance,  and  sin,  they 
have  not  ceased  to  sing  and  give  thanks  unto 
God,  translating  as  well  as  they  might  into 
their  own  dialects  the  sacred  strains  which 
Israel's  Psalmist  sang;  and  also  expressing  in 
their  own  words  the  joyous  emotions  which 
spring  up  in  the  hearts  of  the  redeemed  of  the 
Lord. 

Hence  in  all  languages  where  the  name  of 
Christ  is  known,  men  have  prepared  praises  lor 
the  Most  High,  and  new  hymns  and  songs 
are  perpetually  rising  in  honor  of  his  name. 
These  it  is  true  are  often  of  unequal  merit,  and 
inadequate  to  the  theme,  but  He  who  out  of  the 
mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  hath  perfected 
praise,  graciously  deigns  to  accept  the  humble 
strain  of  many  a  lowly  disciple,  which,  while 
giving  honor  to  the  Most  High,  also  cheers  the 
hearts  of  ^hose  who  love  and  serve  him. 

Mercies  that  are  new  every  morning  demand 
perpetual  songs  of  praise;  and  the  renewing  of 
the  soul  by  divine  grace  ever  awakens  "thanks- 
giving and  the  voice  of  melody."  He  who 
brings  man  up  from  the  horrible  pit,  puts  a 
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new  song  into  his  mouth,  even  praise  unto  our 
God.  Pardon  brinjajs  gladtiess,  and  gladness 
l)reaks  forth  in  sonuj.  So  the  Psalmist  prays, 
"  Deliver  me  from  blood-guiltiness  O  God,  thou 
God  of  my  salvation,  and  my  tongue  shall  sing 
aloud  of  thy  righteousness." 

Thus  from  age  to  age  the  tide  of  song  rolls 
on,  fed  by  the  countless  springs  that  break 
forth  in  desert  sands;  and  thus  new  hymns  are 
sent  forth,  and  new  collections  are  formed,  each 
of  which  should  furnish  in  its  own  character  a 
reason  or  excuse  for  its  existence.  What  then 
has  been 

THE   OBJECT    OF   THIS  COMPILATION? 

In  preparing  this  manual  of  sacred  song,  the 
compiler  has  endeavored.  First,  to  collect  from 
the  ample  treasures  of  ancient  and  modern 
hymnology,  a  sufficient  number  of  well-known 
standard  hymns  and  tunes,  to  supply  the  ordi- 
nary needs  of  those  ewaged  in  domestic,  social, 
or  public  worship,  whether  it  be  used  alone  or 
witn  other  collections. 

Second,  he  has  endeavored  to  seek  out  and 
gather  from  original  sources,  other  hymns  and 
itunes  of  standard  authors,  which  from  various 
causes  have  fallen  into  disuse,  and  are  less 
familiar,  though  perhaps  not  less  meritorious, 
than  others,  and,  which  by  careful  abridgment 
and  revision  it  is  hoped  may  be  rescued  from 
oblivion  and  again  made  useful  in  the  Churches 
of  Christ. 

Third,  to  these  he  has  added  a  choice  selection 
of  more  recent  hymns  of  varied  or  unknown 
authorship,  many  of  which  have  not  heretofore 
appeared  in  manuals  of  praise,  and  s«me  of 
which,  being  abridged,  amended,  and  arranged, 
are  now  first  fitted  to  be  used  in  the  service  and 
worship  of  the  house  of  prayer. 

Fourth,  with  these  are  included  a  number  of 
original  hymns  and  tunes,  which  are  sent  forth 
with  some  sense  of  the  responsibility  incurred 
either  in  publishing  or  withholding  them. 
Hymns  from  the  same  source,  previously  printed, 
have  been  caught  up,  republished  in  various 
collections,  and  widely  sung.  The  reception  of 
those  contained  in  this  collection  cannot  be  fore- 
seen. But  while  many  remain  unpublished,  it 
has  seemed  proper  to  issue  these,  especially  as 
through  the  compactness  of  its  mechanical  ar- 
rangement, the  book,  though  containing  some 
five  hundred  hymns  not  to  be  found  in  other 
collections,  still  remains  portable  in  form  and 
moderate  in  price.  The  unfamiliar  hymns  by 
well-known  and  standard  authors  neeA  neither 
apology  nor  recommendation ;  and  if  among  the 
new  hymns  there  shall  one  be  discovered  which 
the  Church  of  God  *'  will  not  willingly  let  die," 
it  will  be  a  justification  for  the  existence  of  this 
volume,  and  an  occasion  of  devout  thanksgiving 
to  Him  who  is  both  the  source  and  the  object  of 
the  songs  of  his  people. 

Which  one  among  all  these  new  hymns  may 
thus  prove  useful  and  acceptable,  canr.ot  now  be 
decided.  Perhaps  few  persons  have  been  better 
judges  of  the  value  of  hymns  than  John  and 


Charles  Wesley,  whose  thirteen  volumes  of 
sacred  poetry  attest  both  their  industry  and 
ability.  But  in  the  standard  hymn-book  com- 
piled by  John  Wesley  in  1779,  we  look  in  vain 
for  such  hymns  as  *' Jesus  lover  of  my  soul,*' 
"  Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me,"  and  "All  hail  the 
power  of  Jesus'  name."  These  hymns  were 
then  all  in  existence,  but  while  hundreds  of 
compositions  thought  worthy  of  insertion  in  that 
book  are  disused  and  forgotten,  these  three  re« 
jected  hymns  are  now  perhaps  the  most  widely 
known  of  any  in  the  English  language.  The 
judgment  of  any  individual  weighs  little  in 
directing  the  worship  and  praise  oi'  the  Church 
of  Christ.  Hence  under  a  due  sense  of  responsi- 
bility, it  has  seemed  right  to  send  forth  these 
new  hymns,  committing  them  to  the  providence 
of  God  and  the  consideration  of  his  Church. 

No  mortal  can  measure  the  power  and  influ- 
ence of  a  single  hymn  upon  the  hearts  and 
lives  of  mankind.  It  were  worth  a  life-time  of 
labor  to  have  written  one  hymn  that  should  live 
in  millions  of  hearts,  and  be  sung  by  millions 
of  voices  from  generation  to  generation.  Such 
hymns  have  been  written,  some  of  them  by  un- 
known authors.  But  though  the  world  forget 
the  singer  they  will  not  soon  forget  the  song. 

For  the  purposes  of  public  worship,  poetic 
compositions  frequently  require  both 

REVISION    AND    ABRIDGMENT. 

This  is  frequently  done  by  tiie  authors  them- 
selves, or  with  their  express  sanction.  Every 
extensive  collection  has  nymns  that  have  been 
improved  by  judicious  revision,  without  which 
multitudes  of  valued  compositions  must  have 
dropped  out  of  use.  Some  of  these  alterar 
tions  remedy  rhythmic  irregularities,  or  faults 
of  metre;  others  correct  manifest  errors,  and 
bring  hymns  into  closer  correspondence  with 
that  "word  of  Christ,"  which  should  dwell  in 
us  richly,  as  a  preparation  for  speaking  to  our- 
selves "in  psalms  and  hymns  and  spiritual 
songs."  Hymns  also  written  for  special  and 
local  occasions  are  by  alight  revision  adapted  to 
wider  and  more  permanent  usefulness. 

Needless  alterations  are  objectionable,  espec- 
ially in  familiar  hymns ;  yet  l)r.  Watts  in  the 
preface  te  his  hymns  distinctly  says,  "  When  an 
unpleasing  word  is  found,  he  that  leads  the  wor- 
ship may  substitute  a  better,  for  blessed  be  God, 
we  are  not  confined  to  the  words  of  any  man  in 
our  public  assemblies."  And  John  Wesley, 
though  he  objected  to  the  alterations  made  by 
certain  ignorant  and  incompetent  compilers, 
did  not  object  to  improvements  in  hymns,  for  he 
himself  repeatedly  altered  the  hymns  of  others, 
including  those  of  Dr  Watts  and  of  his  own 
father;  and  some  of  his  improvements  have 
been  generally  accepted  by  succeeding  editors. 
No  competent  critic  would  advise  a  return  to 
some  of  the  discarded  forms  of  old  hymns,  and 
some  who  earnestly  object  to  alterations  in 
hymns,  are  really  objecting  to  the  original  forms, 
which  have  been  restored,  in  place  of  the  altera- 
tions to  which  they  had  accustomed  themselves. 
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HYlfNS  AND   MUSIC. 

Articulate  sounds  express  thought;  musical 
sounds  express  emotion.  The  thoughts  embod- 
ied in  sacred  poetry  may  be  comprehended  at  a 
glance  by  appreciative  readers,  but  musical 
notes  are  silent  to  most  ears,  until  the  voice 
takes  them  up  and  translates  them  and  the  emo- 
tions they  represent.  Hence,  sacred  song,  com- 
bining both  words  and  music,  represents  and 
convevs  Christian  thought  and  Christian  feeling ; 
thougnt  being  conveyed  by  the  distinct  enuncia- 
tion of  the  written  words,  while  emotion  is 
expressed  by  the  utterance  of  musical  tones. 
If  there  be  no  emotion,  there  need  be  no  sing- 
ing. If  there  is  no  melody  in  the  heart,  why 
should  there  be  music  on  the  tongue? 

No  person  can  correctly  enunciate  sentences 
which  he  does  not  clearly  understand ;  no  one 
can  read  intelligibly  and  forcibly  in  an  unknown 
tongue;  no  writer  can  express  thoughts  which 
h»  does  not  comprehend;  and  so  it  is  impossi- 
ble for  singers  to  express  feelings  and  emotions 
to  which  they  are  strangers.  And  if  sacred 
music  be  the  expression  of  Christian  thought 
and  Christian  feeling,  then  only  Christians 
can  really  make  such  music.  What  had  rev- 
elers of  Babylon  to  do  with  singing  the  Lord's 
songs?  What  part  have  they  whose  hearts 
and  affections  are  of  the  earth  earthy,  in 
the  music  which  floats  downward  from  the 
upper  skies? 

It  is  not  claimed  that  devout  poesy  or  devo- 
tional music  can  never  rise  except  from  the 
hearts  of  true  Christians.  Many  whose  lives 
are  far  from  the  Christian  ideal,  yet  are  not 
utterly  devoid  of  worthy  and  holy  aspirations. 
£ven  a  Saul  was  once  among  the  prophets;  a 
Balaam,  uttering  exalted  strains  or  sacred 
poetry,  could  say,  **  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the 
righteous,  and  let  my  last  end  be  like  his; ''  and 
other  men,  whose  lives  have  by  no  means  been 
patterns  of  Christian  obedience,  have  some- 
times sent  forth  strains  of  song  worthy  of  de- 
vout and  faithful  hearts;  being  for  tne  time 
iliiuninated  by  that  ''  Light  which  lighteth  every 
man  that  cometh  into  the  world."  There  is  a 
spirit  in  man,  and  the  inspiration  of  the  Al- 
mighty giveth  him  understanding:  and  many  a 
soul  not  yet  liberated  from  the  thralldom  of 
sin,  when  prompted  by  the  Divine  Spirit,  has 
uttered  passionate  longings  for  deliverance 
from  bondage,  and  yearnings  for  the  glorious 
liberty  of  the  sons  of  God.  But,  as  a  rule,  it 
may  be  safely  said  that  they  only  can  truly  sing 
God's  praise  who  sing  with  grace  in  their  hearts. 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  mad,  but  an  unde- 
vout  worshiper  is  an  impossibility.  The  vulture 
cannot  warble  like  the  lark,  nor  the  owl  pour 
forth  the  song  of  the  nightingale.  No  one  can 
truly  sing  unto  God  who  does  not  adore  the 
Most  High.  No  mere  artistic  training  of  voice 
or  touch  can  compass  the  divine  secret  of  praise. 
The  man  whose  neart  is  hard,  and  whose  spirit 
is  in  rebellion  against  Grod,  cannot  truly  sing 
the  hallowed  songs  of  those  whose  hearts  have 


been  touched  and  melted  and  cleansed  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  To  the  wicked  God 
saith,  "What  hast  thou  to  do  to  declare  my 
statutes,  or  that  thou  shouldest  take  my  cov- 
enant in  thy  mouth?  Seeing  thou  hatest  in- 
struction, and  castest  my  words  behind  thee.'' 
Psalm  1. 16,  17. 

THE   ESSENTIAL    ELEMENTS   OF   MUSIC. 

Various  elements  enter  into  sacred  music. 
First,  there  is  melody,  a  succession  of  musical 
sounds  rising  and  falling,  thus  avoiding  the 
dullness  of  monotone,  and  expressing  the  vari- 
ous feelings  of  the  human  neart;  each  emo- 
tion having  its  own  especial  tone,  or  shade  of 
tone,  easily  recognized,  though  sometimes  not 
so  easily  recorded  or  imitated.  Second,  there 
is  motion,  rhythm,  or  the  periodical  recurrence 
of  accents,  which  divide  the  strain  of  music 
into  short  and  equal  portions,  or  measures,  cor- 
responding in  their  recurrence  to  the  vital  action 
of  the  human  body.  This  element  of  time  or 
motion  is  inherent  in  man's  physical  and  mental 
constitution:  the  beating  of  tne  heart,  the  process 
of  breathing,  the  swinging  of  the  arms,  the 
measured  tread,  being  some  of  the  various  forms 
in  which  rhythm  naturally  expresses  itself;  the 
expression  varying  with  varying  emotions ;  grief 
expressing  itself  slowly,  and  joy  more  rapidly, 
in  exact  accordance  with  the  involuntary  action 
of  the  human  heart  when  elated  or  quickened 
bv  joy,  or  depressed  by  grief  and  anxiety. 
This  explains  why  aged  persons,  whose  hearts 
throb  slowlv,  prefer  slow  and  solid  strains  of 
music,  while  young  people,  with  bounding 
pulses  and  vigorous  health,  prefer  a  livelier  ana 
quicker  succession  of  musical  notes . 

As  this  connection  of  time  with  melody  has 
its  foundation  in  the  human  constitution,  and 
in  the  very  sources  of  human  life,  it  is  impossi- 
ble that  all  should  be  equally  pleased  wiui  the 
same  music;  the  joyous  emotions  of  the  young 
and  vigorous,  the  sedate  and  stately  movements 
of  the  mature  and  strong,  and  the  more  depress- 
ing emotions  of  the  reeble  and  melancholy, 
being  expressed  hy  music  appropriate  to  the 
character  and  condition  of  each,  thus  causing  a 
demand  for  music  of  varied  character,  and  re- 

auiring  the  exercise  of  consummate  skill  to  find 
le  golden  mean,  where  varying  tastes  may 
compromise  and  harmonize,  under  the  influence 
of  that  "grace  whereby  we  mav  serve  God  ac- 
ceptably, with  reverence  and  with  godly  fear." 

Another  element  of  music  is  harmony^  which 
is  based  upon  the  fact  that  certain  sounds,  differ- 
ing in  pitch,  when  heard  simultaneously,  yield 
pleasure  to  the  susceptible  or  cultivated  ear.  If 
a  musical  tone  C  be  produced  by  a  string  which 
vibrates  264  times  each  second,  a  shorter  string, 
producing  twice  as  many  vibrations  in  a  sec- 
ond, i.  e.  528,  will  give  the  same  note  an 
octave  higher.  Upon  this  foundation  fact  rests 
the  whole  theory  of  harmony ;  and  it  is  proved 
by  mathematical  calculation  and  experience, 
that  tones  having  such  an  arithmetical  relation 
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to  each  other  that  many  of  their  vibrations 
occur  simultaneously,  harmonize,  or  sound  pleas- 
antly ;  while  sounds  so  related  that  their  vibra- 
tions rarely  coincide  in  time,  produce  unpleasant 
or  discordant  sounds. 

Thus  besides  melody  and  rhythm,  the  addition 
of  harmony  affords  exquisite  delight  to  the  cul- 
tivated ear.  All  these  elements  pertain  to  music 
in  itself  considered. 

But  in  addition  to  these,  thought,  intelli- 
gence, and  emotion  are  embodied  in  the  words 
of  the  hymns  which  are  sung.  And  these 
elements^  melody,  rhythm,  harmony,  thought 
and  sensibility,  when  appropriately  combined  in 
sincerity  and  truth  in  the  worship  of  Almighty 
God,   are   acceptable  to  him  as  a  sacrifice  of 

E raise.  And  sAl  these  elements  unite  to  affect 
oth  the  intellect  and  the  emotions  of  others, 
influencing  men  both  in  mind  and  in  bodv, 
sometimes  awakening  intense  feeling,  and  thrill- 
ing the  whole  being  with  rapture  or  with  pain. 

Musical  sounds  can,  in  a  general  way,  oe  re- 
corded in  musical  characters ;  but  the  record  is 
but  partial  and  imperfect.  The  notes  are  mere 
skeletons  of  the  melodies  and  harmonies  which 
they  represent.  There  are  not  only  differences 
in  pitch  and  tone,  but  there  are  differences  in 
the  quality  and  shade  of  sounds,  which  written 
notes  do  not  convev.  Hence  the  sa^e  tune  may 
be  sung  with  mechanical  correctness  according 
to  the  written  notes,  by  two  different  persons, 
while  the  impression  produced  by  it  in  the  two 
cases  may  vary  widely. 

No  ear  is  so  dull  that  it  fails  to  detect  the  emo- 
tions and  characteristics  expressed  by  the  differ- 
ent tones  of  the  human  voice.  Joy,  grief,  love, 
hate,  anger,  scorn, — every  emotion,  has  its  ap- 
propriate expression,  even  if  no  articulate  sound 
can  be  distinguished.  There  are  voices  which 
have  tears  in  their  tones,  and  which  thrill  and 
melt  the  hearts  of  those  that  hear  them.  There 
are  voices  which  utter  strains  of  celestial  glad- 
ness, and  there  are  voices  which  are  cold  and 
dull  and  empty  as  the  wind  that  blows.  Hence 
before  a  hymn  or  tune  can  be  sung  as  it  should 
be,  and  throw  its  spell  over  the  hearts  and  souls 
of  the  listeners,  the  Spirit  of  God  must  breathe 
through  soul  and  body,  so  that  the  singing  shall 
not  be  merely  finished  acting,  but  the  natural 
expression  of  honest  conviction  and  heartfelt 
emotion  and  sympathy. 

No  one  style  of  music  can  be  accepted  for 
religious  worship  to  the  exclusion  of  all  oth- 
ers. Differing  circumstances  require  differing 
songs  and  tunes.  Nature  is  full  of  melody, 
but  all  music  is  not  the  same.  There  is  music 
ill  the  boom  of  swelling  surges  and  in  the 
murmur  of  rippling  brooks;  in  the  rolling  thun- 
der and  in  the  gentle  zephyr;  in  the  roar  of 
the  tornado  and  in  the  warbling  of  the  birds 
that  sing  among  the  branches.  And  so,  true 
.'uid  acceptable  worship  may  arise  from  great 
congregations  and  from  little  flocks ;  from  lordly 
palaces  and  lowly  cots ;  and  the  music  must  be 
suited  to  the  circumstances  and  the  occasion. 
Large  assemblies  ordinarily  sing  more  slowly 


than  small  congregations;  and  the  massive 
harmonies  which  roll  grandly  through  the  dim 
aisles  and  reverberating  arches  of  the  cathedral, 
may  not  always  be  adapted  to  the  use  of  the 
thousands  of  chapels,  cottages,  and  kitchens, 
from  whence  arise  the  voice  of  prayer  and 
the  sonj;^  of  praise.  Hence  individual  tastes 
and  critical  canons  must  vield  to  the  logic  of 
experience  and  the  control  of  circumstances; 
and  by  such  standards  must  all  hymns  and 
music  be  judged. 

No  person  can  judge  of  the  quality  of  a  hymn 
until  he  has  read  it,  comprehended  its  meaning, 
and  felt  its  power.  So  no  person  can  judge  of 
the  quality  of  a  tune  until  he  has  sung  it,  or 
has  heard  it  sung  as  it  should  be  sung.  True 
hymns  reach  the  intellect,  and  enter  into  the 
depths  of  human  thought.  True  music  charins 
the  ear,  and  awakens  the  emotions  of  the  soul. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  construct  an  automaton 
which  would  utter  the  wail  of  distressed  infancy, 
or  breathe  the  soft  whispers  of  sympathy  and 
affection ;  still  less  could  such  a  machine  sound 
forth  the  songs  of  penitence  which  rise  from 
broken  hearts,  or  the  hymns  of  hope  which  voice 
the  emotions  of  the  expectant  church.  There 
is  a  subtile  q^uality  in  true  music  which  utterly 
eludes  the  skill  of  mere  mechanical  performers ; 
and  tunes  which  spring  from  the  heart's  deepest 
recesses  may  be  condemned  and  rejected  by  per- 
sons who  have  never  heard  them,  or  who, 
though  they  may  have  tried  to  sing  and  perform 
them  mechanically,  have  no  just  comprehension 
of  the  ideas  and  emotions  which  they  embody. 
Says  the  eminent  musician  Czerny,  in  his  Let- 
ters to  a  Pupil : 

"Many  pupils  run  into  the  error  of  attempt- 
ing to  decide  the  merits  of  a  composition  before 
they  are  able  to  play  it ;  from  this  it  happens 
that  many  excellent  pieces  are  contemptible  to 
them,  while  the  fault  lies  in  their  playing  them 
in  a  shambling,  incorrect,  and  unconnected 
manner.  In  this  manner  you  must  consequently 
often  have  lost  that  exquisite  enjoyment  which 
the  ingenious  and  elaborate  works  of  the  great 
masters  offer  to  you." 

INSTRUMENTS   AND    VOICES. 

Any  discussion  of  the  general  (juestion  of 
instrumental  music  would  be  foreign  to  our 
present  purpose ;  but  a  few  facts  are  worthy  of 
our  notice. 

Any  person  of  musical  taste  who  will  listen 
to  the  pure,  sweet  voices  of  natural  singers, 
singing  a  hymn  with  which  they  are  thoroughly 
and  sympathetically  familiar,  to  a  tune  which  at 
the  same  time  is  being  played  on  a  keyed  instru- 
ment, can  perceive  that  the  clear  and  thrilling 
vocal  tones  do  not  blend  with  the  coarser  sounds 
of  the  musical  instrument.  An  instrument 
might  be  so  tuned  as  to  play  with  absolute  cor- 
rectness tunes  in  a  single  key,  but  it  is  utterly 
impossible  with  the  twelve  kei^s  in  an  instrument 
to  imitate  the  seventy-two  distinct  tones  produced 
in  the  same  octave  by  the  human  voice,  sing- 
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ing  in  the  various  keys  employed  in  modern 
music*  Hence  most  instrumental  music  but  ap- 
proxi  mates  the  true  standard.  An  ordinary 
keyed  instrument  may  be  far  more  correct  in  tone 
than  ill-trained  and  discordant  voices,  but  the 
standard  of  musical  excellence  is  the  pure  human 
voice,  unspoiled  and  unperverted,  in  its  natural- 
ness and  strength,  and  susceptible  of  the  won- 
derfully varied  modulations  needful  to  express 
every  emotion  of  the  human  heart. 

Hence,  while  a  tune  may  be  full  of  power 
and  sweetness  when  sung  by  one  whose  heart  is 
in  tender  sympathy  with  the  strain,  and  who  is 
thoroughly  familiar  with  the  melody,  the  same 
tune,  if  sung  carelessly,  or  played  upon  a  keyed 
instrument,  may  lose  all  its  delicacy  and  pathos, 
and  its  notes  may  fall  in  leaden  dullness  upon 
the  unsympathizing  ear.  Besides,  while  some 
tunes  depend  upon  their  melodies  for  their 
beauty,  others  are  far  more  effective  in  their 
harmonies,  and  until  all  the  parts  are  sung,  and 
sung  correctly,  and  sympathetically,  and  neard 
in  the  same  manner,  no  one  can  pronounce  defi- 
nitely concerning  the  merits  or  demerits  of  such 
music. 

MINOR   TUNES. 

Those  who  find  their  highest  ideal  of  music 
in  the  interblending  of  the  imperfect  and  some- 
what inharmonious  notes  of  keyed  instruments, 
which  sometimes  drown  concord,  discord,  and 
sense,  in  the  jarring  thunder  of  their  accompa- 
niment, may  not  appreciate  tunes  which  require 
for  their  proper  expressioi)  a  melodv  and  pathos 
foreign  to  such  instruments,  and  also  to  voices 
which  are  habitually  trained  to  sing  in  unison 
with  them.  But  there  are  singers  whose  hearts 
have  been  broken  and  made  contrite  before  the 
I>or.l ;  who  have  known  afflictions,  and  sorrows, 
and  tears;  whose  paths  lie  amid  conflicts  and 
temptations;  who  can  sing  and  appreciate  such 
tua?s.  Their  hearts,  attuned  to  the  harmonies 
of  the  universe,  drink  in  those  minor  strains 
which  float  in  the  songs  of  birds,  the  sighs  of 
breezes,  the  sobs  of  brooks,  and  the  moaning  of 
the  billows;  and  which  everywhere  in  nature 
seem  like  snatches  of  that  wondrous  undertone 
which    *'the   whole   creation  groaneth   and 
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travaileth  together  until  now."  Such  persons, 
having  the  first-fruits  of  the  Spirit,  and  groan- 
ing within  themselves,  waiting  for  the  adoption, 
to  wit  the  redemption  of  the  body;  while  sing- 
ing of  joys  and  sorrows,  of  mercy  and  judgment, 
of  pardon  offered  and  sins  forgiven,  will  fmd  use 
for  many  a  strain  which,  though  despised  and 
rejected  by  the  worldly  and  careless,  will  most 
appropriately  express  the  feelings  of  the  follow- 
ers of  Him  who  was  a  man  of  sorrows  and  ac- 
quainted with  grief.  Such  music  also  seems 
especially  adapted  to  the  solemn  yet  joyful  wor- 
ship of  Almighty  God.  There  is  an  abundance 
of  light  and  airy  music  for  the  light-hearted, 
light-headed,  and  light-footed;  but  said  an  emi- 

*For  information  on  this  subject  consult  Atheism 
and  Ariihmelie,  by  H.  L.  Hastiugs,  pp.  37-d5 


nent musical  critic,  "We  know  not  how  it  is, 
but  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  frivolous  tune 
in  a  minor  key."  If  this  be  so,  perhaps  the  in- 
troduction and  use  of  some  of  those  tunes  may 
serve  to  displace  others  which  savor  more  of  friv- 
olitv  than  of  devotion. 

There  is  a  wondrous  power  in  divine  truth 
when  embodied  in  sacred  song  and  poured  with 
the  burning  pathos  of  appropriate  music  into 
human  ears  and  human  hearts.  Such  an  instru- 
mentality should  be  carefully  guarded  against 
lightness  and  triviality,  and  should  be  kept  for 
the  Master's  use,  and  for  the  service  of  Him  in 
whose  presence  the  morning  stars  sang  together, 
and  before  whom  seraphim  with  veiled  faces 
chant  their  songs  of  ceaseless  praise. 

THE  MUSIC   IN  THIS  HTMNAL 

comes  from  many  nations  and  from  distant  lands, 
and  different  ages,  but  a  large  proportion  of  it 
is  distinctly  American. 

The  latter  half  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
with  its  revolutions  and  convulsions, — the  birth 
pangs  of  a  new  era, — ^was  marked  in  America  by 
an  outburst  of  sacred  song ;  and  numerous  vol- 
umes of  music,  original  and  selected,  were  is- 
sued from  the  press,  and  had  wide  circulation. 
Following  the  custom  of  English  composers 
many  tunes  were  in  those  days  written  in  the 
fuging  style;  and  as  no  one  person  could  sing 
them  alone,  they  were  thus  unfitted  for  popular 
and  permanent  use.  But  though  defective  in 
arrangement  and  harmony,  through  the  lack  of 
musical  science,  some  of  those  tunes  had  melo- 
dies of  singular  power  and  beauty.  A  multitude 
of  these  compositions  have  been  consigned  to 
the  lumber  rooms  of  a  past  generation,  and 
have  been  crowded  out  of  use  by  other  tunes, 
which  though  technically  more  correct,  often 
embody  less  of  the  spirit  of  true  music.  Some 
of  the  ancient  tunes,  however,  notwithstanding 
their  defects,  have  held  their  ground,  entwining 
about  the  hearts  of  the  people,  refusing  to  be 
forgotten,  and  living  enshrined  in  devout  and 
earnest  souls.  Such  tunes,  sung  from  the  heart, 
reach  the  heart;  they  do  not  die ;  they  live;  tliey 
do  not  wear  out;  they  wear  in.     Thpy  linger  in 


the  memory,  and  are  sung  by  the  workman  in 
his  shop,  the  ploughman  in  the  field,  and  the 
housewife  in  the  kitchen  and  by  the  cradle. 
The  young  disciple  learns  them  in  the  glow  of 
his  hrst  love.  The  aged  pilgrim  rejoices  in 
them  when  trembling  on  the  verge  of  life. 
They  comfort  the  living,  encourage  the  dying, 
and  console  the  mourners  as  they  weep  above 
the  dead. 

But  time  works  changes,  and  the  voices  that 
quavered  and  rung  through  the  fuges  and  minors 
of  a  century  ago  are  silent.  We  shall  hear 
them  no  more  until  they  sing  beside  the  river  of 
the  water  of  life.  Many  of  their  tunes  have 
died  with  them,  but  it  has  been  thought  well  to 
preserve  and  revive  a  few  of  those  strains  which 
were  the  comfort  of  the  saints  of  God  in 
years  gone  by,  so  rearranging  them  that  their 
Vli 
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objectionable  features  may  be  elimmated,  while 
the  unchanged  melodies  may  still  do  service  in  the 
house  of  prayer  and  praise.  Some  of  these  old 
minor  tunes  may  not  oe  acceptable  to  those  who 
sing  mechanically  and  artistically,  who  "ren- 
der "  words  which  nobody  can  understand,  and 
who  ''execute^'  tunes  which  touch  no  hearts. 
Persons  who  haye  neyer  been  heart-broken  with 
contrition  for  sin,  and  have  never  sung  the  new 
song  which  is  put  in  the  mouths  of  those  whose 
feet  are  on  the  Rock,  will  not  be  attracted  by 
such  music.  But  those  who  have  heard  these 
tunes  in  their  sweetness  and  power  in  the  years 
gone  by,  will  sympathize  with  the  a^ed  matron 
who,  listening  to  some  of  the  strains  she  had 
heard  and  sung  for  almost  fourscore  years,  ex- 
claimed, "  Do  not  let  those  old  tunes  die! " 

NOTES  OP  BXPKESSION. 

In  this  hymnal  no  notes  of  expression  are 
appended  either  to  hymns  or  tunes.    There  can 
be  no  proper  expression  till  there  is  something 
to  express,  and  any  expression  not  founded  in 
reality  seems  inappropriate  to  the  sincere  wor- 
ship of  God.     Wherever  there  is  song   there 
wm  be  expression,  whether  it  be  the  expression 
>f  devotion  or  of  indifference,  of  ignorance  or 
nspiration.    Hence  all  such  matters  are  left  to 
ihe  study  and  intelligence  of  those  who  conduct 
uad  engage  in  the  service  of  sacred  song.    If 
the  heart  be  filled  with  sincere  devotion,  it  will 
be  easy  to  learn  the  lesson  of  praise ;  without 
this  there  may  be  trills   and  carols,  harmony 
and  rhythm,  melody  and  motion ;  but  all  will  be 
empty,  void  and  vain,  unless  we  are  touched  by 
the  kindlings  of  an  inner  fire,  and  can  "sing 
with  the  spirit  and  with  the  understanding  also." 
Without  this  even  the  words  which  have  been 
inspired  by  the  Holy  Ghost  will  be  tame  and 

Sowerless  when  uttered  by  profane  and  careless 
ps.  No  form  of  words  can  insure  genuine 
devotion.  No  marks  of  expression  can  show 
how  to  make  an  empty  formality  seem  a  living 
reality.  Worldly  songs  may  be  the  fittest  ex- 
pression of  the  emotions  of  worldly  singers,  for 
where  there  are  no  worshipers,  why  should  there 
be  even  the  semblance  of  worship  ? 

In  singing  hymns  which  express  the  feelings 
and  condition  of  the  singer,  we  are  to  guard 
against  all  insincerity  ana  untruth.  Though  a 
hymn  may  sometimes  be  properly  sung  as  ex- 
pressing the  emotions  and  voicing  the  thoughts 
of  another,  yet  the  thoughts  and  emotions 
should  be  those  with  which  we  have  sympathy, 
and  concerning  which  we  have  experience. 
Songs  which  declare  the  praise  and  glory  of 
God  are  always  true,  if  our  hearts  are  loyal  to 
Him.  Everything  that  has  breath,  above,  be- 
neath, and  around,  is  called  upon  to  praise  the 
Lord.  To  Him  every  knee  shall  bow  and  every 
tongue  confess,  and  we  need  not  hesitate  to 
join  in  such  praise ;  but  to  sing  hymns  express- 
ive' of  experiences  of  which  we  know  notning, 
and  of  thoughts  and  feelings  which  are  foreign 
to  our  lives  and  our  hearts,  is  not  consistent 
with  simplicity  and  godly  sincerity.    "  Praise  is 


comely  for  the  upright,"  and  it  is  only  when 
God  opens  our  lips,  that  our  mouths  can  truly 
show  forth  his  praise . 

Said  the  Psalmist,  "I  will  sing  of  mercy  and 
judgment,  unto  thee,  O  Lord,  will  I  sins." 
However  much  the  singing  of  the  present  day 
may  make  mention  of  mercy,  most  of  it  has 
little  reference  to  that  "eternal  judgment," 
which  is  one  of  the  "principles  of  use  doctrine 
of  Christ."  The  Holy  Spirit  convinces  tiie 
world  "  of  sin,  of  righteousness,  and  of  judg- 
ment." And  if  we  would  have  that  Spirit 
attend  our  songs,  those  songs  must  conform  to 
the  Scriptural  pattern.  When  the  time  now 
occupied  with  music  that  is  too  often  light  and 
frivolous,  or  formal  and  artistic,  shall  be  de- 
voted to  devout  worship,  penitent  supplication, 
and  solemn  song,  we  may  near  less  of  the  dead- 
ness  and  decay  that  too  often  prevails  in  our 
time,  and  may  hope  to  see  more  genuine,  solid, 
and  permanent  revivals  of  the  work  of  the 
Lord,  and  find  more  use  for  hymns  that  are 
Scriptural  and  solemn,  and  less  occasion  for 
tiie  lighter  and  more  evanescent  strains  which 
so  often  usurp  the  place  of  other  more  desirable 
hymns. 

Said  an  eminent  instructor  to  a  noted  singer, 
"If  I  could  make  you  suffer  for  two  years,  you 
would  be  the  best  contralto  in  the  world."  Said 
the  great  reformer,  "  Sorrow  hath  pressed  many 
sweet  songs  out  of  me."  The  Son  of  God,  the 
Christian's  great  exampler,  was  made  perfect 
through  suffering;  and  so  long  as  his  people 
continue  with  him  in  his  temptations,  so  long 
will  strains  of  joy  and  sorrow,  prayer  and 
praise,  express  the  mingled  emotions  of  their 
hearts.  And  so  long  as  true  believers  confess 
themselves  to  be  pilgrims  and  strangers  on  the 
earth;  so  long  as  the  whole  creation  groaneth 
and  travaileth  in  pain  together  until  now;  so 
long  as  we  who  have  the  first  fruits  of  the 
Spirit,  groan  within  ourselves,  waiting  for  the 
adoption;  to  wit,  the  redemption  of  the  body ;  so 
long  will  songs  which  voice  the  emotions  of 
those  who  are  "  sorrowful  yet  always  rejoicing," 
have  a  place  in  the  worship  of  the  Lord  and  in 
the  hearts  of  his  saints. 

Some  of  the  hymns  contained  within  these 
pages  have  been  written  in  the  midst  of  aflS  lo- 
tion, imprisonment  and  exile;  in  sickness,  in- 
firmity and  pain;  in  hunger,  cold  and  naked- 
ness; and  surrounded  by  tumults,  persecutions 
and  distresses.  Some  of  them  have  been  sung 
by  saints  whose  lips  have  kissed  the  martyr's 
stake  and  chain,  ana  whose  hands  have  shriveled 
in  the  f&got  fires.  Some  have  been  sung  in 
hours  of  awful  peril,  when  every  earthly  hope 
had  failed,  and  nothing  but  God  remained. 
Such  hymns,  that  have  been  born  out  of  the 
throbbing  heart  of  the  Church  of  God,  and  have 
been  wafted  upward  by  the  dying  breath  of 
martyred  saints,  may  not  attract  those  world- 
lings who  utter  solemn  words  with  thoughtless 
tongues,  but  they  will  be  prized  by  that  church 
whose  leader  was  "a  man  of  sorrows,"  and 
whose  highest  glorying  is  in  their  Saviour's  cross. 
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WORLDLY  AKD  BECTTLAR  MUSIC 

cannot  adequately  express  the  depths  of  Chris- 
tian thoneht,  and  the.  emotions  of  the  renewed 
heart.  Yet  it  does  not  seem  needful  to  utterly 
r^ct  from  Christian  service  all  music  of  secu- 
lar origin.  There  are  doubtless  many  melodies 
which  should  be  excluded  from  the  house  of 
prayer.  Some  of  them  have  profane  and  evil 
associations,  from  which  they  have  not  been 
purged.  Others  are  light  and  frivolous,  ex- 
pressing and  exciting  feelings  and  sentiments 
not  in  narmony  with  the  spirit  of  the  gospel, 
and  moving  the  feet  rather  than  the  heart. 
Others,  whatever  their  origin  may  have  been, 
have  long  bs^o  made  their  way  into  use  and  use- 
fulness in  the  Church  of  Christ.  So  the  secular 
music  of  one  generation  sometimes  becomes  the 
sacred  music  of  the  next,  and  while  the  lips  of 
the  worshipers  have  been  purged,  the  strains 
Uiey  once  sung  have  also  been  purified  and  enno- 
bled b^  the  power  of  divine  grace.  Nor  need 
we  hesitate  to  claim  the  choicest  productions  of 
human  genius,  and  bring  them  as  an  offering  to 
Him  of  whom,  and  for  whom,  and  by  whom,  are 
all  things.  The  earth  is  the  Lord's  and  the 
fullness  thereof,  and  they  who  are  fed  by  his 
hand  and  protected  by  his  providence  may  well 
pay  some  homage  to  their  Maker.  In  whoseso- 
ever hands  the  gifts  of  Providence  or  of  genius 
may  remain,  they  are  still  the  Lord's,  and  may 
be  fitly  devoted  to  his  service.  So  the  taberna- 
cle in  the  wilderness  was  adorned  by  Egyptian 
gold;  the  spoils  of  the  conquered  heathen  beau- 
tified the  temple  in  Jerusalem ;  and  before  the 
feet  of  Him  who  subdues  all  things  to  him- 
self, the  kings  of  Sheba  and  Seba  may  lay  their 
offerings,  and  the  daughter  of  Tyre  may  also  be 
there  with  a  gift.  And  so  even  the  strain 
which  once  lingered  on  the  lips  of  the  chief  of 
sinners  may  yet  be  so  consecrated  and  hallowed 
and  ennobled,  that  it  may  become  ^'a  Psalm 
for  the  chief  musician,"  in  the  temple  of  the 
Holy  One  of  Israel. 

The  dignity  and  sincerity  of  true  worship 
excludes  all  lightness  and  frivolity.  Yet  dig- 
nity must  not  degenerate  into  mere  formality 
and  frigidity.  The  ideal  Christian  is  not 
an  embodiment  of  unimpassioned  propriety. 
His  life  is  rich  in  varied  emotions,  and  is 
marked  by  trials  severe  and  joys  sublime. 
Grief  and  gladness  alternate  in  his  experience, 
like  lights  and  shades  upon  a  landscape.  Though 
sorrowful  he  is  always  rejoicing. 

ABUNDANCE   AND    VARIETY 

are  affi>rded  to  both  readers  and  singers  by 
the  numerous  hymns  contained  in  this  volume. 
No  one  person  may  relish  everything  pro- 
vided, but  the  table  is  so  spread  that  there  need 
be  neither  scantiness  nor  monotony.  And  thus 
a  few  excellent  and  much-used  hymns  may  be 
rescued  from  the  contempt  that  is  likely  to 
result  from  too  great  familiarity. 
Good  hymns  and  times  often  fall  into  disuse 


by  constant  repetition.  They  become  too  famil- 
iar, are  sung  mechanically^  and  are  then  cast 
aside  to  make  room  for  something  new.  A 
larger  variety  of  hymns,  sun^  to  difierent  tunes 
at  difierent  times,  may  relieve  monotony  and 
minister  to  devotion  and  spiritual  profit.  And 
the  employment  of  a  wioer  range  of  sacred 
hymns  may  open  to  many  minds  fresh  views  of 
truth,  and  lead  the  well-instructed  scribe  to 
bring  forth  out  of  the  sacred  treasure-house 
"  things  new  and  old." 

It  is  by  no  means  intended  or  desired  to 
confine  choirs  or  singers  to  the  use  of  the  tunes 
printed  in  connection  with  the  hymns  in  this 
Hymnal,  nor  even  to  the  tunes  contained  in 
this  book.*  Tastes  will  differ,  and  adaptations, 
however  carefully  made,  may  be  susceptible  of 
improvement  under  differing  circumstances. 
The  suggestions  of  alternate  tunes  upon  the 
pages  Will  often  be  found  useful ;  for  it  is  too 
much  to  expect  a  leader  of  the  singing  always 
to  select,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  a  fitting 
tune  for  any  hymn  that  may  be  announced. 
The  aim  has  been  to  furnish  an  ample  supply  of 
hymns,  with  the  tunes  so  adapted  that  under 
ordinary  circumstances  any  of  the  hymns  can 
be  sung,  leaving  singers  entirely  free  to  select 
more  fitting  music  from  this  or  other  books  at 
their  pleasure. 

The  prevailing  custom  of  using  two  books; 
one  oJQScial,  stately,  classic,  and  somewhat  cum- 
brou8,    froii  whi^  a  few' person,  sing  artirti- 
cally  on    Sundays;    another    less    pretentious, 
brighter,  and  more  animated,  out  of  which  the 
people  more  generally  sing  in  the  social  services, 
IS  not  without  disadvantages.     Many  worshiping 
assemblies  can  have  but  one  book,  and  this  is 
likely  to  be  of  the  cheaper  and  lighter  character. 
A   man   noted    for  his  connection    with    such 
books  is  reported  to  have  said  that  he  did  not 
need  more    than  three  good  tunes  to  sell  a 
book.    Books  prepared  on   this  principle   are 
necessarily  ephemeral,    notwithstanding    thei: 
acknowledged  excellencies.     The  tendency  oftei 
is  to  pass  over  hymns  marked  by  sense,  solidity 
and  solemnity,  and  take  something  new  whicl 
may  lack  these  qualities,  making  use  of  tune; 
which  are  as   appropriate   for  the  dance  hal 
as  for  the  house  of  prayer,   and  as  welcomi 
in  the  theater  as  in  the  gospel  meeting.     Thes« 
are  supposed  to  attract  the  people ;  but  do  they 
save  them  when  they  are  attracted?  especially 
if  they  be  joined  with  hymns  which  express  no 
penitence  for  sin,  no  prayer  for  pardon,  no  joy 
m   God,    and  no  experience  of  his  grace;  and 
which  are  evidently  the  work  of  persons  who 
are  ^'unskillful  in  the  word  of  rignteousness." 

*  It  is  not  our  purpose  that  these  precise  notes  be 
sung  in  all  the  churches.  Let  each  church  keep  its 
own  notes  according  to  its  book  and  use.  For  I 
myself  do  not  listen  with  pleasure  in  cases  where 
the  notes  of  a  hymn  have  been  changed,  and  it  is 
sung  to  us  in  a  different  way  from  what  I  have  been 
listed  to  from  youth. — LuTHXs's  Pre/ace  to  the 
Funeral  Hymns. 
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It  is  DO  light  thing  for  a  large  assembly  to 
learii  a  hymn  or  tune.  It  is  the  work  of  months. 
Many  of  the  tunes  in  common  use  were  never 
half  learned.  They  do  not  bury  themselves  in 
the  heart,  and  linger  in  the  memorv.  Some  of 
them  are  not  learned  because  they  are  not 
vro^ih  learning.  Young  people  readily  catch  up 
thb  new  songs  contained  in  a  new  book.  The 
older  people  do  not  learn  them  as  easily,  and 
the  book  is  cast  aside  before  they  are  mas- 
tered. The  hymns  and  music  most  familiar  to 
older  people  are  left  out  of  the  book,  and  of 
course  cannot  be  used.  The  singing  of  the 
choir  is  frequently  too  wonderful  for  common 
people.  It  is  high,  they  cannot  attain  to  it. 
Consequently  the  singing  is  broken  in  two  in 
the  middle,  the  old  people  clinging  to  a  few  of 
the  vanishing  hymns  and  tunes  which  have 
come  down  from  other  days,   and  the   young 

{)ursuing  the  endless  chase  after  novelties  in  the 
ast  new  book.  New  hymns  must  be  con- 
stantly provided,  because  those  last  introduced 
are  out  of  date,  worn  out,  or  so  destitute  of 
poetry  and  power  that  no  one  wishes  to  hear 
them  longer.  And  when  new  books  are  used 
the  old  hymns  are  discarded,  though  the  young 
men  and  maidens  may  keep  pace  with  the 
new  issues,  the  old  men  and  children  are  often 
deprived  of  the  privilege  of  song.  Many  of 
the  new  tunes  consist  of  rattling  choruses,  and 
fuges  more  or  less  intricate,  which  can  only  be 
sung  properly  by  trained  artists,  and  as  no  one 
can  sing  them  alone^  they  are  useless  for  private 
worship  and  personal  devotion,  and  so  can  only 
be  usea  under  the  most  favorable  circumstances 
and  conditions. 

One  object  in  the  preparation  of  Songs  of 
Pilgrimage  has  been  to  bridge  over  this  cnasm 
between  the  young  and  old,  and  if  possible  re- 
unite them  in  the  worship  of  God,  by  furnish- 
ing them  a  book  which  may  provide  a  sufficiency 
of  hymns  and  tunes  both  old  and  new,  to  meet 
the  wants  of  the  two  classes  mentioned,  giving 
us  something  of  the  life  and  brightness  or  new 
hymns  so  acceptable  to  the  young,  combined 
with  the  solidity  and  stability  of  those  undying 
strains  which  are  more  pleasing  to  maturer  minds ; 
— ^the  whole  being  intended  to  minister  to  true 
devotion  and  spiritual  and  intelligent  worship. 
The  best  effects  in  singing  are  not  attained  by 
a  constant  succession  of  new  tunes.  If  the 
time  spent  in  half  learning  new  tunes  which 
prove  practically  worthless,  were  employed  in 
learning  old  tunes  which  have  been  neglected, 
crowded  out,  or  carelessly  and  heartlessly  sung, 
our  music  would  be  better,  and  our  worship 
none  the  less  acceptable.  For  purposes  of  wor- 
ship, hymns  and  tunes  are  of  little  yalue  until 
they  are  thoroughly  familiar.  So  long  as  sing- 
ing is  a  performance  requiring  careful  attention 
and  conscious  effort,  we  miss  the  best  results. 
The  leader  of  a  noted  band  of  vocalists  never 
would  allow  them  to  use  either  books  or  instru- 
ments in  their  rehearsals  or  public  exhibitions. 
They  must  master  both  words  and  music,  and 
then,  with  nothing  else  to  take  their  attention, 


they  could  modulate  their  yoices,   and  blend 
them  in  strains  of  purest  harmony. 

SINGING    IN   AN   UNKNOWN   TONGUE. 

I 

Among  all  the  gifts  with  which  the  primitive 
church  was  endowed,  the  gift  of  singing  in  an 
unknown  tongue  is  never  once  mentioned. 
Christians  were  to  covet  to  prophesy,  and  forbid 
not  to  speak  with  tongues;  yet  it  was  expressly 
ordered  that  if  no  interpreter  were  present,  he 
who  had  the  power  to  speak  with  tongues  was 
to  "  keep  silence  in  the  church."  This  injunc- 
tion seems  to  be  entirely  neglected  by  those 
who  sing  in  unknown  tongues  at  the  present 
day,  and  consequently  whether  they  sing  with 
the  spirit  or  not,  their  **  understanding  is  un- 
fruitful;" and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  some  of 
them  are  as  ignorant  as  to  what  they  are  sing- 
ing about,  as  their  hearers  are  of  what  they  are 
silking. 

Ii  in  the  church  an  apostle  would  rather  speak 
five  words  with  his  understanding,  that  he 
might  teach  others,  "than  ten  thousand  words 
in  an  unknown  tongue,"  which  "no  manunder- 
standeth,"  we  can  easily  estimate  how  valuable 
singing  "  with  the  spirit "  and  "  with  the  under- 
standing also  "  must  be,  as  compared  with  that 
which  conveys  no  sense  whatever  to  those  that 
hear.  The  prophet  Amos  predicted  a  day  when 
"the  songs  of  the  temple  shall  be  bowlings;  " 
but  this  does  not  imply  that  such  inarticulate 
noises  should  now  interrupt  and  distract  the 
worshipers  of  the  Lord,  nor  are  such  exercises  an 
appropriate  substitute  for  the  service  of  Chris- 
tian praise  in  the  assembly  of  the  saints  of  God. 

The  sensitiveness  of  singers  to  criticism  is 
well  known,  but  it  is  not  an  indication  of  su- 
perior wisdom  to  hate  instruction  and  despise 
reproof.  And  the  ability  to  suggest  improve- 
ments in  singing  is  by  no  means  limited  to 
the  professional  singers  or  musical  instructors. 
The  man  with  defective  hearing,  who  listens  to 
a  humdrum  of  confusing  voices,  among  which 
he  strives  in  vain  to  distinguish  one  articulate 
or  intelligent  sound,  might  easily  instruct  many 
a  choir  as  to  the  importance  of  singing  with 
distinctness  of  utterance;  and  many  a  refined 
woman  or  intelligent  man  who  is  not  specially 
skilled  in  musical  matters,  or  whose  voice  with 
advancing  years  has  lost  something  of  the  mel- 
ody of  youth,  could,  by  the  exercise  of  common 
s^nse,  or  a  knowledge  of  the  principles  of  read- 
ing and  pronunciation,  offer  suggestions  which 
would  greatly  improve  the  singing  of  many  a 
choir  and  congregation.  And  if  such  su«rtres- 
tions  were  sought  rather  than  repelled, 'they 
would  doubtless  be  given  in  a  spirit  of  hearty 
and  sympathetic  friendliness,  and  would  be  at- 
tended with  the  best  results. 

UNITY   IN   CHRISTIAN   PRAISE. 

This  Hymnal  is  prepared  for  the  use  of  the 
Churches  of  Christ,— for  "all  that  in  every 
place  call  upon  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord,  both  their's  and  ours."  For,  however 
Christians  may  differ  concerning  doctrines  and 
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methods  and  measures,  in  true  worship  they  are 
substantially  agreed.  Godly  men  have  often 
occupied  themselves  in  unbrotherly  disputations, 
and  have  diverged  greatly  in  their  views  of 
things  seen  and  unseen ;  but  in  prayer,  in  wor- 
ship, in  true  devotion  and  in  sacred  song,  there 
has  ever  been  a  measure  of  that  substantial 
unity    which    our  Saviour    desired,    when    he 

grayed  that  his  disciples  might  all  be  one.  For 
owever  imperfectly  Christians  may  be  taught 
of  men  concerning  truth  and  duty,  they  are 
"taught  of  God  to  love  one  another;*'  and  the 
instincts  of  the  redeemed  and  renewed  soul  are 
more  potent  and  more  constant  in  their  influ- 
eneev  than  any  human  instructions.  Widely  as 
Wesley  and  "Toplady  may  have  differed  in  the- 
ory and  in  thought,  their  faith  had  one  founda- 
tion, and  the  followers  of  Wesley  sing 
"  Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me," 

as  heartily  as  the  friends  of  Toplady  who  wrote 
the  hymn;  while  the  friends  of  Toplady  sing 
"Jesus  lover  of  my  soul," 

as  devoutly  as  did  its  author,  Charles  Wesley, 
or  any  of  his  associates. 

The  people  of  God,  inspired  by  the  Spirit  of 
their  Master,  yearn  for  the  unity  for  which 
their  Saviour  prayed ;  and  the  sheep  of  the  one 
flock,  bleating  on  either  side  of  the  fences 
which  divide  them,  look  up  to  their  exalted 
Head,  and  anticipate  with  joy  the  time  when 
"  there  shall  be  one  fold  "  as  there  is  now  one 
"Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep."  And  when 
the  tide  of  holy  song  rises  from  the  assembled 
saints  of  God,  no  ear  can  detect  the  differences 
which  sometimes  arise  between  the  members  of 
the  one  family,  the  followers  of  the  one  Loiyl. 
Hence  we  have  ground  to  hope  that  unity  in 
praise  may  lead  to  unity  in  prayer  and  in  labor, 
m  hope  and  in  love,  "till  we  all  come  in  the 
unity  of  the  faith,  and  the  knowledge  of  the 
Son  of  God,  unto  a  perfect  man,  unto  the  meas- 
ure of  the  stature  of  the  fullness  of  Christ." 

Among  the  gray  hills  of  New  Hampshire 
there  stands  a  stone  fence  which,  starting  from 
the  highway  and  reaching  up  the  mountain  side, 
marks  the  boundary  between  two  adjacent  farms, 
the  owners  of  which  now  rest  together  in  the 
dust.  Years  ago  they  were  at  variance,  and 
sought  to  live  as  strangers.  Perhaps  with  the 
intention  of  avoiding  future  complications,  the 
children  of  each  family  were  warned  by  their 
parents  not  to  go  upon  their  neighbor's  grounds. 
But,  busy  as  Satan  is,  he  had  not  succeeded  in 
fomenting  strife  between  those  cliildren.  Though 
the  necessities  of  their  position  required  them 
to  maintain  the  family  order,  and  respect  the 
parental  feud,  yet  the  childten  had  no  more 
neart  in  it  than  true  Christians  have  in  perpet- 
uating the  buried  strifes  of  their  ancestors  in 
former  years;  and  as  neighbors  were  remote, 
and  companions  few,  the  children  yearned  for 
the  fellowship  of  their  playmates  and  friends. 

In  each  of  these  families  was  a  little  girl,  and 
on  Sunday,  as  places  of  worship  were  distant 


and  opportunities  were  few,  these  girls  were 
frequently  left  at  home,  and  were  accustomed 
to  meet  each  other  on  the  Lord's  day.  Neither 
of  them  dared  to  disregard  the  parental  inter- 
dict, and  pass  over  to  their  neighoor's  grounds, 
but  they  would  come  and  stand  on  each  side 
of  this  dividing  stone  fence,  and  sing  the  hymn- 
book  through,  and  then  go  home.  So  Sunday 
after  Sunday  those  little  girls  sang  their  songs 
of  praise,  separated  by  the  stone  wall,  but  united 
in  neart,  and  singing  from  one  hymn-book,  and 
making  melody  unto  the  Lord. 

Time  passed,  and  disease  entered  one  of 
those  dwellings,  and  one  of  those  children  was 
laid  upon  a  sick  bed.  This  changed  the  aspect 
of  affairs,  for  these  people,  though  not  friends, 
were  not  heathen,  nor  were  they  indifferent  to 
the  distresses  of  suffering  humanity.  And  so 
the  neighbor's  daughter  found  her  way  into  the 
sick  room  of  her  young  companion,  and  minis- 
tered to  her  needs,  watching  by  her  dying  bed, 
and  wiping  the  death-dews  from  her  brow,  com- 
forting her  amid  the  shadows  of  the  dark  valley, 
and  finally  assisting  in  robing  her  for  the  tomb. 
And  in  the  grave  of  that  dead  daughter  the  old 
enmity  was  buried  and  forgotten,  and  those 
who  had  been  friends  at  first  became  friends 
again  at  last. 

Oh,  that  the  dear  children  of  our  common 
Lord,  who  have  been  separated  by  strifes  which 
they  did  not  originate,  and  causes  which  they 
cannot  control,  may,  through  the  unity  which  is 
found  in  sacred  song,  be  brought  closer  to  each 
other,  until  at  last,  around  the  broken  body  of 
Him  who  died  for  them,  they  may  lose  the  mem- 
ory of  past  estrangements,  and  prove  themselves 
children  of  one  family,  followers  of  one  leader, 
members  of  his  body,  of  his  flesh,  and  of  his 
bones ;  and  so  tune  both  their  hearts  and  their 
voices,  that  they  may  even  in  this  life  "  with 
one  mind  and  one  mouth  glorify  God,  even  the 
Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ;"  that  when 
the  discords  of  this  jarring  earth  shall  end,  they 
may  with  one  accord  unite  to  sing  a  new  song, 
saying,  "Blessing  and  honor  and  glory  and 
power  be  unto  Him  thatsitteth  upon  the  throne, 
and  unto  the  Lamb  forever  and  ever." 

It  is  in  this  hope  that  this  book,  the  fruit  of 
many  years  of  patient  yet  pleasant  toil,  is  now 
committed  to  the  care  of  the  Lord  and  of  his 
Church,  with  the  prayer  that  these  hymns  and 
tunes,  some  of  which  have  already  been  instru- 
mental in  leading  souls  to  Christ  in  years  gone 
by,  may  still  be  made  messengers  of  blessing  to 
lost  and  dying  men,  and  a  means  of  salvation  to 
many  weary  hearts,  and  so  bring  glory  and 
honor  to  Him  who  hath  bought  us  with  his  own 

blood. 

H.  L.  HASTINGS. 
Scriptural  Tract  Repository. 
Boston.  Mar.  1, 1888. 
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We  have  left  all  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  12m5 
To  every  man  his  Laborers  ot  Christ,  arise  b04 
I  say  unto  all,  wat  It  may  be  at  the  even  .  526 
Coming  in  clouds  See  at  last  the  signs  por  1430 
Take  ye  heed,  wat  The  Saviour  bids  us  .  333 
This  is  my  body  My  God,  and  is  thy  ta  .  1090 
Hail,  King  of  the  Hall,  thou  once  despise  1307 
And  they  crucified  Prostrate,  with  eyes  of  916 
Lookingon  afar  off  Lord  Jesus,  when  we  .  134 
The  first  day  of  th  Again  the  Lord  of  life  .  456 
Into  all  the  world  Ye  Christian  heralds  .  298 
Ye  servants  of  the  Lord  617 
O  ye  who  feel  for  others  1240 
Sound,  sound  the  truth  1184 
Proclaim,  saith  Christ .    399 


Preach  the  gospel 
And  is  baptized 


LUKE. 

Behold,  I  bring  yo  Shepherds,  rejoice  I  lift 
Glad  was  the  message  . 

The  heavenly  host  Calm  on  the  listening  . 
Hark!  what  mean  .  . 
As  the  world  around  . 
Hark !  hark !  the  notes 
How  sweet  was  the  .    . 

Glory  to  Giod  in  th  Sing  we  the  song  to  an 
While  shepherds  watch 

On  earth  peace       Mortals,  awake,  with  . 

Let  us  now  go         Come  hither,  ye  faithful 

Crying  in  the  wild  In  desert  wastes  an .    . 

I  am  well  pleased  Salem's  briKiit  King     . 

The  broken-hearte  Come,  ye  disconsolate . 

The  gracious  word  O  Cimst,  what  gracious 

Into  a  mountain  to  How  sweet  the  meltiuK 

In  prayer  to  God    "  All  night  in  prayer  " 

Be  as  his  master      Lord,  we  t>elieve,  and  . 

The  blind  see,  the  Behold  the  blind  iheir. 

Take  heed  therefor  Again  our  ears  have    . 

To  lay  his  head       Birds  have  their  quiet . 

Pray  ye  therefore  Lord  of  the  harvest .  . 
Saviour  divine,  thy  .  . 
Lordof  the  harvest  .  . 
Lord,  teach  thy  servant 
What  father,  when  his 
At  the  door  of  mercy  . 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for .    . 

Consider  the  lilies  Behold  the  lilies  of  the* 

Fear  not, little  floe  There  is  a  little  lonely. 
In  heavenly  love  abid . 
Fear  not,  O  little  flock 
How  happy  are  the  .    . 

Unto  men  that  wa  Vain  are. 'ill  terrestrial . 
Arise  and  shine,  ye  sons 
How  long,  O  Lord,  our. 

Of  him  shall  much  When  this  passing   .    . 

The  resurrection  of  No,  I'll  repine  at  death 


Teach  us  to  pray 
It  shall  be  given 
It  shall  be  opened 
To  them  that  ask 
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1433 
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1516 

1024 

877 

1451 

609 

619 

297 

181 

128 
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1299 
48 
146 
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1317 
888 
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406 
778 


Yet  there  is  room 
Compel  them  to 

Receiveth  sinners 
1  will  arise  and  go 


18. 16. 


Come  for  all  things  Sinners,  obey  the  gos 
O  sinner,  come  with  . 
Yet  there  is  room !  the 
Speed  the  rescue .  .  . 
Come  and  partake  the 
My  soul,  oppressed  with 
Weary  of  wandering    . 

I  will  arise  and  go  Lonely  and  dejected    . 
My  Father,  see  thy  wan 

Yet  a  great  way  off  O  prodigal,  why  wilt    . 

He  was  lost,  and  is  My  head  is  low,  my  .    . 
The  wanderer  no  more 

And  they  began  to  Bells  of  Joy  are  ringing 

Increase  our  faith..  O  for  a  laith  that  will . 

Men  ought  always  When  torn  is  the  bosom 

God  be  merciful  to  With  broken  heart  and 
Jesus,  full  of  all  com  pas 

Suffer  little  childr  Take  away  the  children 
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883 

1159 
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XVII 


TEXTUAL    INDEX. 


.   HYMN 

19.  9.  A  son  of  Abraham  Come,  O  thou  Sen  of  .  213 
19  10.  To  Bcc'k  and  to  siiv  O  spurn  not  tlie  fallen .  1520 
19.  3H.  lUcsti*  U  be  the  Kin  Ride  on,  ride  on  In  maj  2(il 
19.  41.  He  beheld  the  city  O  Christ,  who  didst  for .     29 

])ia  Christ  o'er  slnnerg  .  049 
21.  25.  There shflll  be  sigm  In  the  sun  and  moon  .  1108 
21.  2d.  Lilt  up  your  heads  My  soul  la  happy  when    628 

Look  up,  my  soul,  and  .  1095 
21. 28.  Your  redemption   J csur,  tby  church  with   268 

When  signs  and  wonders  430 
That  glorious  day  Is  .  49i 
When  shall  1  see  the  .  1270 
Day  of  redemption  .    .  13K3 

21.  36.  Watch  ye  therefor  Thou  Judge  of  quick    .    572 

22.  H).  My  body  given  for  lircad  of  the  world.  In  .  1030 
22. 19.  In  remembrance  of  For  us  the  Lamb  of  .    .     39 

'Twas  on  that. dark  .  .  72 
Around  a  table,  not  a  .  194 
All  praise  to  him  of .  .  380 
In  memory  of  the  Sav  .  390 
That  doleful  night  be  .  404 
With  Jesus  in  our  mid  556 
Jesus  invites  his  saints  614 
Lamb  of  God !  whoso  .  970 
O  never  may  my  soul  .  1094 
AccorJingto  thy  gra  .1337 
I  have  prayed  for   Faint  not,  weary  pilgrl    933 


22.  32. 

22.  44.  Being  in  an  agony 


O  thought  full  of  sweet  1499 


22.  61. 
22. 62. 

23.  :i3. 
23.  34. 


The  Lord  turned 
And  wept  bitterly 
Called  Calvary 
Father,  lorgive 


23.  42.  Lord,  remember 


Within  the  garden's  .  299 
While  nature  was  sink  1506 
Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  .  980 
When  silent  steal  across  7 14 
Come,  O  my  soul,  to  .  756 
Thou  Prince  of  glory  .  38 
In  evil  long  I  took  de  .  674 
Thou  man  of  grlels,  re  .  71 
Jesus,  thou  art  the  sin .  41 1 
As  on  the  cross  the  .  .  4^1 
Beside  the  cross  where  960 
Thou  who  didst  wear  .  1055 
Remember  me,  my  .  .  1084 
He  Is  not  here,  but  Welcome,  happy  morn  943 
Abide  with  us,  for  Tairy  with  me,  O  my  .  1331 
It  is  toward  even  Our  day  of  praise  is.  .  548 
Blessed  Light  of  holy  .  835 
Lo,  the  day  of  rest  dec  1322 
Abide  with  me:  fast  .  1457 
23.  32.  Did  not  onr  heart  O  Thou  who  didst  with    196 

O  Saviour,  bless  us  as .    999 

Why  seek  the  living    .  1206 

Abide  with  us,  O  .    .    .  1097 

In  breaking  of  bre  Jesus,  at  whose  supre  .    343 

Peace  bo  nnto  vou  Lord,  at  this  closing     .    571 

Endued  with  pow  Endue  us.  Lord,  with  .    87y 


24.  6. 
24. 29. 
24.29. 


24.  34. 
•24.  35. 
24.  35. 
24.  36. 
24.  49. 


The  Lord  Is  risen 
He  was  known  of 


JOHN. 


1. 
1. 
1. 

1. 
1. 
2. 
3. 
3. 
4. 
4. 


9.  The  true  light 
16.  Of  his  fulness  hav 
29.  The  Lamb  of  God 

32.  Like  a  dove 

The  Lamb  of  God 


36. 

2. 

8. 
17. 

6. 
10. 
14 


O  Christ,  our  true  and  , 

Jesus,  thou  great  rede 

Behold  the  Lamb  of     . 

Behold,  my  foul,  the  . 

Come,  Holy  .Spirit    .    . 

Behold  tliL'  Saviour  of 
Called  to  the  marr  'J'hou  who  at  Cana's 
The  wind  bloweth  As  the  soft  wind,  uns  . 

Mot  to  condemn  the  .    , 


Thirsting  soul  byJacob'sl06l 


Not  to  condemn 

Jacob's  well  was 

The  gift  of  God 

A  well  of  water 
23.  In  spirit  and  in  tru  Hall  to  the'  Sabbath . 

Once  more  we  come 
23.  The  Father  seek     Wlien,  as  returns  this* 
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247 

1012 

1209 

630 

360 

1153 

1151 

15 


Jesns,  the  gift  divine 
O all  that  passby, to 


6.  Wilt  thou  be  made  Beside  Belhesda's  open  1*205 


4. 

5. 

5. 29.  The  resurrection  of  Come  to  Judgment 
6  -      -  -  -      .   . 

6. 
6 
6. 


6.0 
1467 
616 
6.'{1 
773 


20. 
34. 
35. 
37. 


Be  not  afraid 
Evermore  give  us 
I  am  the  bread  of 
Him  that  cometh 


6.37. 
6.68. 


7. 
8. 
9. 


37. 

12. 

4. 


6  Lord,  thy  servants    . 

Bread  of  heaven,  on     . 

Let  us  adore  the  eternal 

My  soul,  approach  the . 

Just  as  I  am,  O  Lanii)  . 
In  no  wise  cast  out  O  Thou  that  hear'st     . 

Saviour,  who  for  me  . 
To  whom  shall  we  Thou  only  Sovereign  of 

To  whom,  my  Saviour . 

Have  mercy.  Lord,  on  . 

I  thfrst,  but  not  as  once 

0  Christ,  of  men  the    . 

Work,  for  the  night  Is  . 

Time's  sun  is  fkst  set  . 


If  any  man  thirst 
Light  of  the  world 
The  night  cometh 


1134 
654 

1130 

13.-i9 
504 

1241 
893 

1359 
1<>1 
426 

1355 
145 
871 

1283 

1513 


10. 14.  The  good  shepherd 

10.  14.  I  knotv  my  sheep 

11.  43.  Lazarus,  come  for 
12. 13.  Much  people  took 

12.  41.  He  saw  his  glory 
13.23.  Leaning  on  J  enus 
14.    1.  Let  not  your  lieart 

14.   2.  My  Father's  house 


14. 
14. 
14. 


3. 
3. 
6. 


I  will  come  again. 
There  ye  may  be 
I  am  the  way 


14. 16. 

14. 17. 

14. 19. 
14. 2L 
14. 27. 

14.  31. 

15.  4. 
15. 15. 

15.  19. 

15.  26. 
16. 17. 

16. 20. 

16.  33. 

17. 21. 

17.22. 
17. 23. 

17.  23. 

17.  20. 

18.  1. 

19.  2. 
19.  5. 
19.  25. 
19. 26. 
19.  3Q. 
19.  37. 
20.13. 


HTMK 

Let  thy  kingdom  .  .  .  852 
'J'hou  Knowcst,  Lord  .  1483 
The  Saviour  wept  be  .  1213 
The  people  still  go  forth  1260 
In  the  temple  of  thy  ,  736 
How  sweet  on  thy  bos .  1046 
Letnotyour hearts  be.  lUi3 
Come  unto  me,  when  .  1484 
Thy  Father's  house !  .  237 
When  I  can  read  my  ,  409 
Ah!  this  heart  is  void  .  92& 
'Mid  scenes  of  confu  .  1501 
Hear  the'sweet  consol .  948 
Haste,  my  dull  soul .  .  1227 
Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  758 
Thou  art  the  way :  to  .  969 
The  Comforter  has  .  .  678 
The  Holy  Ghost  is  here    533 


Another  Comfbrte 

He  dwelleth  with 

Ye  shall  live  also    My  soul  doth  triumph  .  1198- 

And  will  manifest 

Peace  I  leave  with 

Let  us  go  hence 

Abide  in  me  and  I 

I  have  called  you 


The  world  hateth 
He  shall  testify  of 
A  little  while 
Turned  Into  Joy. 
In  Me  ye  might 
That  they  all  may 

That  they  may  be 
Made  perfect  in 
And  thou  in  me 
Neither  pray  I  for 
Over  the  brook  Ke 

A  crown  of  thorns 
Behold  the  Man. 
Bv  the  cross  of  Ch 
Woman  behold  th 
It  is  flnLshed 
Him  whom  they 
Why  weepest  thou 


1363 
1186 

833 

1525 

1207 

1291 

40 

132 


20. 19.  Peace  be  unto  yon 

20. 29.  Blessed  are  they 
21. 16.  Lovest  thou  me  ? 

21. 16.  Thou  knowcst  tha 

21. 17.  Lovest  thou  me  f 
21. 17.  Thou  knowest  tha 


Son  ofGod,tp  thee  1 
Peace,  peace.  Heave  . 
From  the  tahlc  now  . 
O  Word  everlasting .  . 
I've  found  a  Friend,  O  . 
What  a  Friend  we  have 
Jesus,  we  would  no .  • 
Come,  Holy  Spirit  .  . 
O  for  the  peace  which  .  1488 
Come,  humble  souls,  ye  416 
My  heart  hath  found  a . 
From  whence  doth  .  . 
O  love  divine,  whose  . 
Let  party  names  no  . 
God  of  all  consolation  . 
Now  may  the  love  of  . 
Lord,  who  didst  for  thy 
OverKedron  Je.ons  .  . 
Thou  soft  flowing  Ked .  1493 
O  grace  divine !  the  itav  125 
Ye  that  pass  by,  behold 
Dear  Lord,  amid  the  . 
O  Thou,  whose  filmed  . 
Hark!  tlie  voice  of  love 
My  Jesus !  say  what  . 
Asleep  in  Jesus!  would 
Mary  to  the  Saviour's . 
How  sweet  and  awful . 
Peace,  troubled  soul  . 
We  saw  thee  not  when 
Hark,  n^y  soul !  it  is  . 
Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  . 
My  Jesus,  I  love  thee  . 
How  otten  have  my 
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1045 
1140 
564 
417 
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512 
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698 
44 

400 

1304 

419 

705 

728 

520 

692 

689 

1425 

673 

1504 

1031 


ACTS. 


1.  8.  Unto  the  uttermos 

1.  9.  He  was  taken  up 

1. 11.  Why  stand  ye  gazl 

2.  42.  The  apostles'  doct 

2.  42.  In  breaking  of  bre 

3.  17.  Through  ignoran 

4. 12.  None  other  name 
5.  31.  A  Saviour,  to  give 
7.  48.  Not  in  temples  ma 

7.  60.  He  fell  asleep 

8.  38.  Both  into  the  wat 
8.  39.  On  his  way  rejoici 

10.  36.  Preaching  peace 

16.  9.  Over  into  Macedo 

17.  2S.  In  Him  we  live 
17.31.  He  will  judge  the 


20.   7.  The  first  day  of  the 


20. 22.  Bound  in  the  spiri 
20.  27.  All  the  counsel  of 
20.  37.  And  they  all  wept 
20. 38.  See  his  race  no  mo 
24. 25.  Go  thy  way  for  thi 
27. 35.  And  gave  thanks 


To  the  far-off  regions  . 
A  hymn  of  glory  let  us  . 
All  praise  to  onr  ascend 
Happyithe  souls  that  . 
Breaking  now  the  loaf. 
I  see  the  crowd  in  .  . 
O  for  a  thousand  tong  . 
Jesus,  who  upon  the  . 
Not  In  a  temple  made  . 
How  sweet  the  hour  of. 
Down  to  the  sacred  .  . 
O  happy  day,  that  fixed 
Ye  that  la  his  courts  . 
Throuith  midnight  .  . 
O  Thou  In  whom  we  . 
Surely  at  the  appoint  , 
Tlwt  fearful  day,  that . 
Behold  there  comes  an 
Welcome,  sweet  day  of 
Welcome,  delightful  . 
Safely  through  another 
What  though  the  bonds 
Shall  I,  for  fear  of  fe  . 
One*'  more  we  press  the 
My  Christian  Irlends  . 
Ah.  what  words  of  dan  . 
We  thank  thee,  Lord   . 
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215 
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ROMANS. 

1. 16.  I  am  not  ashamed  Jesus,  and  shall  It  ever  62 

I'm  not  ashamed  to      .  282 

3.  24.  Being  Justified  free  How  vast,  how  full  .    .  682 
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TEXTUAL   INDEX. 


He  fltafrgered  not 
ITiclovcofCJodls 

Baptized  into  his 
Buried  with  hhn 


Tn  the  likenera  of 
Dead  with  Christ 
Hii«  Spirit  That  dwe 
Led  by  the  Spirit 

The  Spirit  of  adop 
Wo  cry  Abba,  Fa 
If  children,  then 
The  whole  creation 


Ilelpeth  our  infirm 
Maketh  intercessi 
All  things  worlc  to 
Who  shall  separat 


8. 37.  Bloro  than  conque 


10.  9.  Confess  with  thy 

10. 17.  Faith  Cometh  by 
11.33.  His  ways  past  find 
12.  1.  A 11  vlnK  sacrifice 
12.  2.  Be  ye  transformed 
12.   5.  One  bodv  in  Christ 
12.  U.  Senring  the  Lord 
12. 12.  Bejoidng  in  hope 
12. 12.  Patient  in  tribulat 
13. 11.  It  Is  high  time  to 


4. 

20. 

5. 

5. 

fl. 

3. 

6. 

4. 

6. 

5. 

6. 

8. 

8. 

11. 

8. 

14. 

8. 

15. 

8. 

15. 

8. 

17. 

8. 

22. 

8.26. 

8. 

26. 

8. 

28. 

8. 

35. 

13. 11. 

13. 12. 


Now  is  our  salva 
The  day  is  at  hand 


14. 

7. 

14. 

10. 

14. 

11. 

15. 

5. 

15. 

33. 

16. 

5. 

1. 

3. 

1. 

7. 

1. 

31. 

•> 

2. 

2. 

3. 

3. 

7. 

5, 

8. 

5. 

14. 

7. 

29. 

P. 

24. 

10. 

4. 

K». 

31. 

11. 

2.5. 

11. 

2t>. 

13. 

13. 

14. 

16. 

15. 10. 

15.20. 

1.^2(J. 

15.28. 

None  of  ns  llvcth 
The  judgment  seat 

Everv  knee  shall 
ThctJodofpatlen 
The  God  of  peace 
The  church  that  is 


HTMV 

Father  of  Jesus  Christ .  419 
0  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  to  1514 
O  love  divine,  how  .  .  875 
Wo  long  to  move  and  .  776 
Come,  saints,  adore .  .  136 
Saviour,  we  seelt  the  .  357 
O  Lord,  and  will  thy  .  412 
Buried  beneath  the  .  .  968 
Welcome  from  benenth  920 
Go,  my  soul,  go  every  .  1121 
Come,  thou  eternal  .  .  133 
Come,  gracious  Hpirit  .  137 
Lead  us.  O  Lord  our  .  1419 
Come,  thou  all-inspir  .1428 
My  Father,  God,  how  .  383 
My  Father  is  rich  in  .  1509 
The  whole  creation  .  .  361 
The  whole  creation  .  .  1028 
Lord  of  might  and  .  .1109 
Abide  in  us,  celestial  .  629 
The  praying  spirit  .  .  610 
We  know  that  all  things  4K7 
Whoshall  theLonl's  .  27 
Hallelujah!  whoshall.  1063 
Rock  of  my  strength  .  1470 
Extol  his  kingly  poM'er  563 
Arise,  ye  saints,  aris'-  .  5H5 
Dearest  of  names,  our  .  "175 
Now  our  risen  Lord  .  .  846 
If  thou  Shalt  in  thine  .  963 
(*raise,  everlasting  .  .  117 
Thy  waj's,  O  Lord,  with  106 
O  God,  what  oflleringt .  240 
O  Saviour,  cast  a  gruel  894 
And  let  our  bodies  part  581 
How  happy,  gracious  ,  996 
O  glorious  hope  of  .  .  869 
When  I  can  trust  my  .  790 
Awake,  ye  saints,  and  .  437 
Awake,  my  soul,  lift  .  82 
My  drowsy  powers,  why  460 
Christians,  awake !  .  .  1421 
Why  sleep  ye,  my  .  .  1492 
One  sweetly  solemn.  .  603 
O  glorious  day  of  heav.  458 
The  days  and  years  are  1166 
--  1232 

1284 
142U 
1475 
1477 
14HI 
1138 
319 
386 
983 
840 
1334 
10% 


Soon  shall  we  see  the 
Work,  for  the  day  is  . 
Christian,  the  morn .  . 
Brothei-s,  awake !  it  is . 
Sintr,  sing  and  pray  .  . 
Soon  o'er  the  hilltops  . 
Lord,  speak  to  me,  that 
That  awful  day  will  . 
And  must  I  be  to  j  udg . 
Saviour,  whom  our  .  . 
God  of  endless  consola . 
Go  in  pi'acc !  serene  . 
Again,  O  Lord,  with     . 
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19.   9. 

19.'  11.  Judge  and  make' '  Harkl  'tis  the  warlike 

Hooanna,  hark  the  mel 
19.12.  On  his  head  were   All  hall  the  power  of  . 

Crown  him  with  many 
Look,  ye  saints,  the .  . 
Behold  a  mighty  con  . 
King  of  kings  and  Praise  ye  the  king  of  . 
A  Kreat  white  thro  The  last  loud  trumpet's' 
The  dead  were  Jud  Behold  I  with  awful 


19. 16. 
20.11. 
20.12. 
21.  1. 
21.  2. 


1301 
483 
432 

1810 
972 
645 
425 

1126 
250 
225 
363 
592 
828 

1280 

1268 
901 
717 


And  a  new  earth    O  the  amaaing  ehanige  1022 
The  holy  city,  new  Away  with  our  sorrow  1040 
Jerusalem,  my  happy  .  1335 


91.  3.  He  win  dwell  with  When  Ood  descends 
21.  i^.  I  make  all  things    A  dav  will  dawn  when 

Bejoice,  O  weary  soul . 

Te  servants  of  the  liord 
21.  6.  It  is  done.  It  Is  done!  king  of  .   . 

21. 10.  The  holy  JemsalemLo  t  what  a  glorious    . 

21. 11.  Having  the  glory    There  is  a  land  mine    . 

21. 11.  A  Jasper  stone        With  Jasper,  gold,  and 

21. 12.  At  the  gates  twelv  Beside  yon  nearly  nor . 

On  the  north  and  the  . 
21. 18.  City  was  pure  gold  There's  a  city  that  .  . 
21.  20.  Come,  Lord  Jesus.  Thou  who  from  Olive's 
21. 28.  The  Lamb  is  the  11  It  Is  not  for  thy  golden 


HTinr 

167 

193 

«08 

1016 
725 
464 

1151 
123 
957 

1445 

1442 
889 
488 

1155 


22.  6. 
22.16. 

22.17. 
22.17. 
22.17. 
22.17. 
22.20. 
22.20. 


True  and  fhithftil' 
And  morning  star 


Sweetly  glides  the  shin  1327 
When  I  am  weary,  and 


741 

Star  of  the  promised    .    646 

Dark  the  night  that     .  1319 

The  Spirit  and  the  The  Spirit  in  our  hearts   559 

Him  that  heareth  The  church  In  her  mill  1039 

Him  that  is  athirst  The  thirsty  are  called  .  1038 

Whosoever  will      How  sweet  the  cheer  .   583 

Surely,  I  come      Thus  saith  the  church's  1174 

Come,  Lord  Jesus.  When  shall  thy  lovely    151 

O  quickly  come,  dread    179 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry    5.V5 

O'er  ttie  distant  mount    816 

*' Behold  I  come,"  my.  1473 


xxn 


CLASSIFIED  INDEX. 


I.  THE  EVERLASTING  GOD. 


PRAISK  THE  IiOBD. 

All  people  that  on  5 

▲11  ye  nations,  praise  729 
Anf^els  high  in  glory  989 
Awake,  my  soul  aw-  2G0 
Be  joyl^l  in  God,  all  1431 
Begin,  my  tongue  469 
Begin,  ye  saints,  th*  870 
Bless,  my  sonl,  the  1292 
Bless,  O  my  soul,  the  186 
Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  2 
Come  we  that  love  687 
Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  268 
Glory  ajid  praise  to  209 
Glory  to  God  on  high  1182 
God  of  mercy , God  of  1128 
Great  God,  attend  96 

Great  is  the  Lord,  our  301 
Great  !&  the  Lord,  ye  887 
r  11  bless  the  Lord  322 
I'll  praise  my  Maker  900 
In  songs  of  sublime  1436 
Let  all  the  earth  their  907 
Let  all  the  earth  1239 
Let  all  the  lands  with  339 
Let  children  hear  the  371 
Let  those  reftise  to  098 
Let  tra  with  glad«omell02 
Lo  €rod  is  here,  let  us  226 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  184 
Mighty  God,  while  1309 
My  soul,  repeat  his  034 
Oh,  all  ye  lands  666 

bh,all  ye  lands  in  God  10 
Oh,  all  ye  lands  472 

Oh,  come,  let  us  sing  1 
Oh,  come,  loud  an-  99 
Oh,  for  a  shout  of  446 
O  God,  to  us  show     1169 


TO  mm  BS  GLOBT. 

Awake  and  sing  the  090 
Awake  my  soulin  307 
Begin,  my  tongue  469 
Behold  the  glories  of  493 
Brightness  of  the  820 
Come  all  ye  saints  of  1180 
Come,  let  us  sing  the  33 
Come  let  us  join  our  1406 
Come  ye  that  love  496 
Fain  %vould  I  sing  a  1389 
From  all  that  dwell  69 
Glory  and  power  1079 
Hark  from  yonder  1371 
How  can  I  sleep  469 

Jesus,  thou  everlast-  296 
Join  all  the  human  1183 
Let  all  the  angels  1276 
Let  saints  on  earth  463 
Lift  your  voices  973 

Hy  blessed  Jesus  672 
My  God,  how  shall  I  064 
My  God,  the  spring  414 
My  heart  is  flxed,  O  228 
MyheartisAillof  241 
My  heart  shall  bless  881 
My  Saviour,  my  613 


O  God,  we  praise  323 
O  King  of  kings,  and  346 
Oh,  praise  ye  the  1468 
Oh,  render  thanks  to  19 
O  thou  God  of  my  827 
Ourfather'sGod,  to  8 
Praise  God  ft-om  3 

Praise,  my  soul ,  the  818 
Praise  the  Lord,  O  yel330 
Praise  the  Lord  with  1287 
Praise  the  Lord,  ye  821 
Praise  to  God  on  1067 
Praise  waits  in  Zion  249 
Praise  ye  the  Lord  1162 
Praise  ye  the  Lord  674 
Raise  your  triumphal  632 
Sing  to  the  Lord  24 

Stand  op  and  bless  627 
Sweet  is  the  work  92 
The  God  of  Abraham  1264 
Thy  name  Almighty  666 
To  celebrate  thy  664 

With  one  consent,  let  7 
Te  boundless  realms  1017 
Ye  that  delight  to  903 
Ye  tribes  of  Adam  1010 
Your  harps,  ye  trem-  684 

THE  ALMIGHTY. 

High  in  the  heavens  772 
Keep  silence,  all  ere-  398 
Now  unto  Him  who  4 
Oh,  come,  let  us  sing  1 
Oh,  tiie  immense,  the  762 
The  earth  and  all  her  187 
The  Lord  Jehovah  1020 
The  Lord  our  God  is  429 
The  Lord,  the  €k>d  of  467 
'Tis  by  thy  strength    434 


With  glory  clad,  with  804  OUB  BEFVGE. 


OUB  FATHEB. 

Behold  what  won-  1273 
Father,  I  stretch  ny  387 
Father  in  heaven  84 

Father  of  Jesus  419 

Father  of  merdes  11 
Father  of  mercies,  in  360 
My  Father^  God,  how  383 
My  Father  is  rich  in  1609 
My  Father,  see  thy  967 
My  Father,  the  gnidel044 
O  Ck>d,  we  praise  thee  823 
O  holy  Father.* mid  63 
O  thou,  the  One  1006 
Our  Father,  God,  to  618 
Our  Father,  God,  who  348 
Our  Father,  God.who  269 
Our  heavenly  Father  624 

OOD  IS  LOYE. 

Amid  the  splendors  468 
Come,  let  us  all  1238 

God  is  love,  his  802 

My  God,  how  endlesa  20 
Oh,  love  divine  1140 

The  God  oflove,  the  407 
There's  a  wideness  in  1332 

HE  GABETH  FOB  YOU. 

Behold  the  lilies  of  109 
God  moves  in  a  643 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  697 
Though  troubles  1466 
Thy  ways,  O  Lord  106 
Whate'er  God  doth  is  728 


n.  THE  LORD  JESTJ8  CHRIST. 


Worthy  the  Lamb  of 
Ye  sons  of  men  with 


91 
769 


BEFOBE  ALL  THINGS. 

Brightness  of  the        820 


Not  unto  us,  but  to  1478 
Now  let  our  voices  096 
Oh,  all  ye  nations  of  1068 
Oh,  for  a  heart  to  358 
Oh,  for  a  thousand      366 

Oh,  oould  I  speak  the  868  Jesus,  our  hope,  our  494 
Oh,  praise  the  Lord  1193  King  of  all  saints  734 
-  ■    -     -  1414  Love  divine,  all  love  1256 

1390  Oh,  thou  who  for  ourll67 
1268  Raise  your  triumph-  632 
1340  Saviour  divine,  thy  146 
206  Sing  to  the  Lord  who  462 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  thel476  Son  of  God,  to  thee  1363 
Sing  to  the  Lord  who  462  We  know  the  grace  144 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye    206  ^ 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  676  THY  HOLY  CHILD. 
Sing  we  the  song  to  6  j^  the  world  around  861 
Stars  of  the  momingl384  Brightest  and  best  of  1449 
The  race  that  long  in  1405  Cai^  o^  the  listening  461 
Thou  Lamb  of  God  619  Children  hail  the  1306 
To  Wess  thy  chosen     688  Con,e  hither,  ye  1616 

To  God,the  only  wise  676  j^q^  Bethlehem's  963 
Unto  thee,  our  Sav-    992  Glad  was  the  mes8agel380 


Our  Saviour  and 
Praise  ye  tiie  Lord 
Praise  ye  the  King 
Shepherds,  rejoice 
Sing  of  the  grace 


When  earth's  founda-  483 
While  shepherds  4111 

With  one  consent  we  917 
With  songs  and  hon-   440 


Hark,  hark  the  notes  1006 
Hark  what  mean  824 
How  sweet  was  the  1433 
Mortals,  awake,  with  466 


Be  strong,  my  soul  447 
Dear  Befuge  of  my  477 
God  is  my  strong  1170 
God  is  my  reftig^,  not  272 
God  is  our  refiige  and  280 
God  is  our  refuge  in  913 
God  is  our  refuge  1368 
God  is  the  refuge  of  49 
God,  my  supporter  621 
He  who  his  dwelling  712 
In  the  shadow  of  the  763 
My  God  in  whom  are  97 
My  God  shall  my  460 
O  God,  my  strength  427 
O  God,  our  everlast-  1143 
Oh,  praise  ye  the  1461 
Our  God,  our  help  in  311 
The  Lord  of  glory  is  636 
Thou  art  my  portion  1338 
To  the  hiUs  I  lift  987 
Under  thy  wings,  my  1217 
Upward  J  lift  mine  1001 
Who  trusts  in  God  a  1361 

ALL  IH  ALL. 

A  day  will  dawn  193 

All  people  that  on  6 

Ascend  thy  throne  79 
Arise,  ye  people  and    436 

Oh,  all  ye  lands  in  10 

Oh.  all  ye  lands  666 

Rejoice,  O  weary  606 

Bound  the  Lord  in  848 

Sing  to  the  Lord  24 

Soon  may  the  last  77 

To  Htan  that  loved  448 

Unto  tiiee,  our  Sav-  992 
Ye  tribes  of  Adam     1010 


GOP  WITH  US. 

A  beggar  by  the  606 

**A11  night  m  prayer"  297 
As  oft  with  worn  and  230 
Behold  the  blind  128 

Beside  Bethesda*s  1205 
Birds  have  their  quietl  299 
Forsaken,  anguish-  565 
Harp  awake,  awake  854 
High  dn  the  mount  126 
How  do  thy  mercies  154 
I  will  follow  thee  my  830 
Jesus,  we  would  no  40 
Listen  to  the  Man  of  863 
Long  did  she  sorrow  975 
Meek,  patient  Son  of  278 
My  dear  Redeemer  110 
My  Saviour,  thou  thy  287 
Not  to  condemn  the  16 
O  thou  my  soul  61 

Bide  on,  ride  on  in  261 
Saviour,  the  sorrows  188 
Take  away  the  ckil-  1096 
The  Saviour  comes  to  486 
The  Saviour  wept  1213 
There  is  no  pain  aiatl208 
Thirsting  soul  by       1061 


ZXIII 


GLA8SIFIED   INDBX. 


Through  many  weiury  003 
We  Mw  thee  not  689 
When  his  salTatloa  1100 
When  power  divine     200 

THE  LAXB  OF  CN>D. 

Behold!  behold  the  1290 
Behold  the  Lftmb  of  1012 
Behold  the  L»mb  of  1300 
For  ui«  vouohMfed  888 
Lamb  of  God  for  794 

Lamb  of  God  whooe    979 

0  Larab  of  God  for  888 
Our  sins  on  Christ  718 
We  bless  the  Lamb  of  1067 

IH  AH  leOKT. 

Full  of  trembling  865 
Qo  to  dark  Gethsem- 1125 
Is  it  true  that  Christ  1391 
Oh,  never  may  my  1094 
O,  Son  of  God,  with  480 
Over  Kedron  Jesus  730 
Thou  Man  of  griefs  71 
Thou  soft-flowing  1493 
'Tis  midnight,  and  800 
While  nature  was  1506 
W  i I  bin  the  garden's     299 

CHBIST  CBVGIFIBD. 

Alas,  and  did  my  882 
As  on  the  erooa  the  481 
Behold  the  Saviour  860 
Behold,  behold  the  1230 
By  faith  I  see  mv  1238 
Come,  O  my  soul,  to  706 
Come,  ding  the  won-  766 
Dear  Liord,  amid  the  44 
Deep  in  our  hearts  1156 
For  ray  transgrees-  777 
From  Calvary  a  cry  120 
From  the  cross  1132 

Hark,  the  voice  of  1804 
He  dies,  the  ft-iend  148 
HearU  of  stone  1135 

Hear  at  thy  cross  713 

1  bless  the  Christ  695 
I  greet  thee  wlio  731 
I  see  the  crowd  in  002 
I  thirst,  but  not  as  145 
In  the  orofts  of  794 
Jesus,  the  Lord  707 
Jesus  who  suffered  1388 
Like  sheep  we  went  570 
Lord  Jesus,  when  we  134 
My  Jesus,  say  what  410 
O  grace  divine !  the  125 
O  Son  of  God,  with  480 
O  shameAil  croes  68 
O  thou  whose  filmed  400 
O'erwhelroed  in  067 
See,  how  the  patient  172 
Bee,  oh,  see  what  lov«  868 
B  mitten,  stricken  884 
Stricken,  smitten,  and  867 
BuflTeriug  Saviour  929' 
Thou  Prince  of  glory  88 
Who  will  give  the  864 
Would  JesoB  have  2(4 
Te  that  pass  by 


HB  IS  BISBF. 

Awake,  glad  soul  362 
Come,  see  the  place  872 
Father  of  Jesus  419 

Hither  come,  ye  1329 
How  calm  and  beau-  785 
Jesus,  my  Redeemer  1392 
Mary  to  the  Saviour's  728 
Oh,  show  me  not  my  782 
Our  Lord  is  risen  80 

Proclaim  the  lofty  1269 
R^oioe  around  the  •  1416 
Rejoice  around  the  1356 
The  gloom  that  hung  641 
The  happy  morn  1008 
Welcome,  happy  943 

Why  seek  the  living  1206 

ASCENDED  UP. 

A  hymn  of  glory  let  96 

All  praise  to  our  774 

Jesus,  my  all  to  758 

Lift  up  your  heads  870 

Lordj  when  thou  78 
Lo,  the  Lord 


A  HIDIHCl  PLACE. 

By  many  sorrows  1277 
Sternal  Rock,  to  66 

Full  of  trembling 
In  all  my  troubles 
In  the  shadow  of  the  708 
Jesus,  to  thee  I  1214 

Jesus,  to  thee  our  180 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  1285 
Lol  the  storms  of  737 
My  soul  earth's  525 

Oh^  cease,  my  1400 

O  Lord,  thy  servants  654 
O  Saviour  of  sinners  1517 
O  thou  that  hearest  893 
Rock  of  ages  1124 

Bon  of  God,  earth's  842 
The  billows  swell  112 
Thou  Prhxce  of  glory  880 

THE  LOYE  OF  CHBIST. 

Did  Christ  o'  er  sin-     649 

Glory  to  Jesus  for      1251 

I've  found  a  fHend    1207 

*iw  uAOMVftu  1288  Jo«us,  thy  boundless  274 

Praise  the  Lord  of  all  855  ^ve  diyfne,  all  love  1256 

Thou  who  from  889  ?fy  Saviour  tiiou,  thy  227 


Triumphant,  Christ     474 
6BEAT  HI6H  PBIEST. 


Now  I  have  found  a '  1178 
O  Christ,  who  didst  29 
O  Jesus,  ffreat  and  294 
O  Love  divine,  how  875 
As  oft  with  worn  230  O  love,  thou  280 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise  1013  O  strong  and  ever-  1092 
Before  thy  face  with  1141  O  ye  who  feel  for  1240 
Forever  here  my  rest  894  One  there  is  above  1321 
For  us  in  heaven  1194  Thou  blessed  Son  of  1185 
Hail,  Jesus,  hail,  our  909  Thy  loving  kindness  308 
Jesus,  thou  art  the  411 
Meek,  patient.  Son  278 
My  hope  is  built  on  238  Arise  and  shine 
Now  may  the  God  of  318  Ascend,  beloved 
Oft  we  alas,  forget       119  How  long.  O  Lord 

J^  Rejoice,  all  ye 

Boon  will  the  heav'nly  425 

BEHOLD  HE  COMETH. 

589 
428 


Saviour,  when  in 
Thou  wno  our  1035 

The  Lord  who  once     169 
Withjoy  we  meditate  366 

GOOD  SHEPHERD. 

Jesus,  Lamb  of  Qod  930 

Jesus,  tender  Shep-  863 

Lord,  thou  hast  660 

My  Creator  is  my  1286 

Shepherd  of  the  1361 
Saviour,  like  a  Shep-  826 

The  Saviour  comes  486 

The  King  of  love  1347 

There  is  a  little  406 

Through  all  the  1346 

Thou  knowest,  Lord  1483 

Thou  Shepherd  of  1041 

Thou  whom  my  soul  273 


THE  BBIDEGBOOH. 

883 

645 

1159 

1167 


A  few  more  years 
Arise  and  slune  O 
Behold,  behold  he  1278 
Behold,  the  Saviour  1231 
Behold,  he  comes  1274 
''Behold,  I  come,"  1473 
Come,  Lord,  and  665 
Come,  thou  long-  811 
Hark,  His  the  trump  1171 


He  comes,  he  comes 
Hear  the  sweet 
Hearken  to  the  sol- 
Hosanna!  hark  the 
How  bright  that 
__  It  may  m  at  the 

To  tty  pa8ture8,7air  1103  J««"«»  *^y  ^^^^^ 

Lo,  he  comes,  with 


THE  UGHT  OF  MEN. 

Christ,  whose  glory  1129 
O  Christ,  of  men  the  871 
O  Christ,  our  true  710 
O  everlasting  light  686 
The  people  that  in  222 
Thou  whose  almighty  1179  Now  to  the  Lord 

XXIV 


76 
948 
961 
225 

1224 
026 
288 
814 

1296 
101 


Lo,  he  Cometh 
Lo,  he  on  whom  all 
Lo,  the  King  of  glory  793 
Look,  ye  saints,  the  828 
Lord,  when  tfaoa  248 
My  soul  is  happy  628 
Now  may  the  love  of  620 
-  -  217 


Oh,  come,  thou  224 

Our  eyes  would  gaie  438 
Ride  on,  ride  on  in  261 
Shoot  the  gfaMi  1885 

The  Lord  will  come  220 
Thou  who  Arom  889 

What  sound  is  this  886 
When  God  descends  167 
When  shall  thy  lovely  151 
When  swift  as  on  the  109 
When  wild  confusion  432 

THB  JUDGE. 

And  will  the  Judge  573 
Behold  with  awful  717 
Great  God,  what  do  I  720 
He  comes,  he  comes  76 
Lo,  he  on  whom  ail  101 
That  awful  day  will  319 
Thou  Judge  of  quick  572 
Thus  saith  the  1174 

LORD  OF  AXL. 

Behold  a  mighty  1280 
Christ,  above  all  1320 
Christ  whose  glory  1129 
Sxtol  his  kingly  563 

CK>d  is  gone  up  on  1021 
Hail,  thou  once  1307 

HallelvOah,  Christ  972 
High  on  a  throne  of  691 
Jesus,  the  Conqueror  599 
Let  all  the  angels  1276 
Let  Zion  in  her  songs  994 
Oh,  show  me  not  my  732 
On  Zion's  mount  the  635 
Prisoners  of  hope  175 
Proclaim  the  lolty  1269 
Saviour,  scorned  1298 
Saviour,  scourged  974 
See,  he  comes,  he  922 
There  is  a  King  of  945 
These  are  the  words  644 
We  sing  his  love  176 

KOTO  OF  KINGS. 

A  crown  of  right-  601 
All  hail  the  power  of  363 
All  hail  the  power  of  364 
All  hail  the  power  of  362 
Ascend  thy  throne  79 
Behold  He  comes  413 
Crown  Him  with  592 

Hark!  a  mighty  724 

Hark  in  the  wilder-  1057 
Hark  the  song  of  1100 
He  reigns,  the  Lord  202 
In  desert  wastes  an  1024 
Jesus  shall  reign  102 

Kingdoms  and  28 

Let  all  that  wait  the  9 
Let  every  kindred  649 
Let  saints  on  earth  463 
Let  the  seventh  305 

O  thou  whom  we  594 
O  north,  with  all  thv  786 
On  those  who  have  m  678 
Peace,  earth^s  last  214 
Raise  the  Psalm,  let  822 
The  head  that  once  478 
Thy  kingdom  come  687 
Thy  kingdom  come  769 
Though  the  ages        1247 


CLASSXFOm  DIOBZ. 


m.  THE  HOLT  SPIRIT  OF  €K»K 


Abide  in  ub,  celestltd  629 
AAsembled  here  with  23 
As  the  aoft  wind  llSi 
Come^gradons  Spirit  137 
Come,  Holy  Ghost  912 
Come,Holy  Spirit  cat-  132 
Come,  Holy  Spirit  co-  611 
Come^Holy  Spirit,Do-  707 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,hea-  630 
Come,  Holy  Spirit  212 
CoTOe,thou  all-inspir- 1328 
Come,  thou  eternal      133 

IV.  AS  WE 

Before  the  ^eat  1206 
Come,  thou  Almighty  1173 
Give  gloi^  to  God  1463 
Glory  and  thanks  75 

Glory  to  God  our         189 


Come,  thou  ■out  -  819 

Bndue  ua,  Lord  879 

Btemal  Spirit  131 
Jesus,  the  gift  cUTlne  600 
My  soul,  till  God  his    192 

O  God  of  life  and  60S 

Spirit  Dlyine  who  496 

Stay,  thou  insulted  73 

TheCorafbrtarhas  578 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  683 

Thou,  Holy  SptrH  543 

'Tis  God,  the  Spirit  613 

ARE  ONE. 

Kow  with  angela  1131 

Praise  God  from  3 

Praise  the  Lord,  0  1330 

See,  oh,  see  what  858 

Th^  grace  which  is  105 


?.  THE  HOLT  SCRIPTURES. 


Aglorygfldstfaa 
Blessed  Bible,  how  I 
Father  of  mercies,  in 
Hail,  sacred  truth 
How  pre«douB  is  the 
I  love  the  volume 
Lord,  I  have  made 

VI.  THE 

Angel  choirs  in  glory 
Along. each  pilgrim's 
Beside  yon  pearly 
Calm  on  the  listening 
Hark  how  the  ador- 
Hark,  I  hear  the 
Hark  the  notes  of 
Hark  what  mean 
How  can  I  sleep  while 
I  have  heard  of  the 


1848  My  book,  my  book  667 

1306  0  word  everlasting  1825 

350  Oh,  how  I  love  thy  670 

834  Saviour,  bless  thy  1128 

873  The  heavens  declare  86 

902  What  is  the  chafT  817 

677  When  quiet  in  my  231 

HOLT  ANGELS. 

788  rU  Mess  the  Lord  322 

1415  In  the  temple  of  thy  736 

952  Lo  He  comes,  with  814 

460  Now  with  angels  1131 

22  O  ye  saints,  whose  949 

859  Oh,  for  a  psayer  like  695 

860  On  the  north  and  1445 
824  Sing  we  the  song  to  6 
459  There  are  angels  947 
SSI  They  rest  not  day  1080 


VII.  MAN  IN  THE  LIKENESS  OP  GOD. 


WITHOUT  GOD. 

Broad  is  the  road  that  90 
Earthly  pom  p  may  954 
Oh,  restless  as  the  104 
Poor,  weary  wander-1192 
The  Saviour  comes  486 
We  pray  for  those  142 
Te  ti-embling  captives  560 

WHY  WILL  TB  DIEt 

Ah,  what  words  of  940 
Come  to  the  ark  509 

Dark  brood  the  heav-  568 
"Depart,"©  sinner  647 
Delay  not,  delay  not  1505 
Flee  as  a  bird  to  1376 
Hark,  from  the  cross  16 
Haste  ftinner  to  the  1293 
Jesus,  who  sulTered  1388 
Life  is  the  time  to  70 

Now  in  the  heat  of  171 
Oh,  do  not  let  the  59 

O  sinners,  turn,  why  1235 
Oh.  whv  wilt  thou  so  135 
Buler  of  heaven  and  668 
Saviour  dlvfaie,  thy  146 
Say,  sinner,  hath  a  52 
Sinners,  the  call  1399 
Sinners,  the  voice  372 
Sinners,  turn,  why  1117 
There  is  a  time,  wo  1336 
Thne's  son  is  fhst  1513 
What  ooold  your  1118 
When  the  harvest  Is  1446 
Whfle  life  prolongs  284 
Why  will  ye  waste  in    25 

COMB  UllTO  ME. 

All  things  are  ready  558 
Acquaint  thee,  O  1524 
Art  thou  weary,  art  1357 
Behold  one  standeth  064 
Behold  a  crystal  fou- 1027 
Come  and  partake  94 
Come  hither,  all  ye  31 
Come  humble  sinner  415 
Come  humble  souls      416 


Come,  O  ye  sinners  174 
Come,  poor  sinners  798 
'*Come,*'  said  Jesus'  1114 
Gome,  sinners,  to  the  93 
Come  to  the  ark  509 

Come  to  the  Saviour  1226 
Come  unto  me,  all  ye  321 
Come  unto  me,  saiUi  1375 
Come  unto  me,  the  742 
Come,  ye  sinners  801 

Flee  as  a  bird  to  1376 
From  the  cross  1132 

Give  to  the  Lord  530 

Glory  to  Jesus  for  hisl251 
"Go  then  again,"  my  95 
Halting,  lingering  847 
Hark  the  voice  of  1304 
Hear,  0  sinner,  mercy  817 
Hear  what  Christ  862 
Hear  ye  the  call  who  1471 
Hearken  to  me  with  269 
Heart  oppressed  with  795 
Vo  every  one  that  268 
Ho  ye  thirsty  come  977 
How  sweet  tiie  cheer-  583 
How  vast,  how  fUU  582 
I  am  knocking  1297 

Jesus,  the  Lord,  hath  757 
Let  every  mortal  ear  661 
List  ye  who  ]angui8hl379 
Listen,  O  lost  one  1386 
Lonely  and  d^ected  938 
Mourning  ones  845 

How  the  gracious  955 
Now  is  the  accepted  551 
Oh,  all  that  pass  by  1467 
O  prodigal,  why  wilt  507 
Oh,  restless  as  the  104 
0  sinner,  come  1199 

Oh,  that  every  soul  1315 
Oh,  turn  to  the  1496 

0  wanderer,burdenedlfi23 
0  wanderer  where  14Bi 
Oh,  word  of  peace  to  967 
Poor,  weary  wander- 1192 
Sinners,  obey  the  173 
The  King  of  heaven  858 
The  Spirit  in  our 


There  is  a  better  1242 
There  is  life  for  a  1437 
Thirsting  soul  by  Ja- 1061 
'Thou  with  many  1358 
To-day  the  Saviour  1418 
We  are  going  to  see  1244 
Weary  rinner,  keep  1360 
Weary  souls  who  1364 
With  tearful  eyes  I  60 
Te  weary  sinners  550 
Te  who  in  folly  have  1387 
Tet  there  is  room,  the  164 

GOD  BE  MEBdFVL. 

A  sinner.  Lord  703 

At  the  door  of  mercyl317 
Depth  of  mercy  can  1424 
Dread  Jehovah,  God  848 
Father,  I  stretch  my  387 
Full  of  trembling  865 
Have  mercy,  Lora  1855 
Have  mercy  on  me  O  130 
How  often  have  my  1031 
I  will  approach  thee  141 
In  evil  long  I  took  674 
Jesus,  full  of  all  1305 
Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  980 
Jesus,  the  sinners  1285 
Jesus,  thou  art  the  411 
Jesus,  who  upon  the  1116 
Just  as  I  am  O  1241 

Just  as  I  am,  thou  684 
Just  as  I  am.  without  26 
Mercy,  O  thou  son  of  1314 
My  Father,  see  thy  967 
My  head  is  low,  my  405 
Oh.  that  my  load  of  86 
O  thou  who  hast  onr  896 
Oh,  for  a  glance  of  291 
0  my  offended  Lord  606 
Pity,  Lord,  the  child  1366 
Saviour,  the  sorrows  138 
Saviour,  who  for  me  1359 
Show  pity.  Lord,  O  89 
Stay,  thou  insulted  73 
The  wanderer  no  685 
Thou  Man  of  griefs  71 
Trembling  before       1149 


Weary  of  wandering  245 
When  silent  steal  714 
With  broken  heart        65 

F0BGITENBS8  OF  SIN. 

Amasing  grace,  how  449 
Beside  the  cross  960 

For  me  vouchsafed  388 
Fountain  of  grace  113 
From  the  cross  1132 

From  thy  dear  1003 

Go  in  peace— serene  1334 
Great  God  of  wonders  263 
Hark  I  redemption's  844 
I  hear  the  Saviour  1354 
I  waited  for  the  Lordl341 
Jesus,  be  endless  88 

Jesus,  thy  blood  and  87 
Jubilee,jubilee  1417 

Lord,  I  was  blind  74 

My  soul  oppressed  1423 
No  more,  my  God,  I  198 
No  more  with  trem-  453 
Not  all  the  blood  of  569 
Not  to  condemn  the  15 
Now  I  have  found  the  279 
Oh,  bliss  of  the  1519 

Oh,  blMsed  souls  are  540 
O  God  of  my  salva-  911 
Oh,  happy  day  that  765 
Oh,  not  with  silver  660 
Oh,  what  a  costly  970 
Prostrate  with  eyes  916 
Saviour  of  sinuers  207 
Salvation,  oh,  the  1407 
Strong  to  redeem  is  1448 
There  is  a  fountain  6S2 
Wadime,  O  Lamb  of  1219 
What  heavenly  music  653 

A  GOOD  COHFESSIOir. 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  473 
Come  ye  that  love  the  485 

Deny  Thee,  what  702 

Do  not  I  love  thee  673 

If  thou  Shalt  in  963 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  282 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  62 


XXV 


CXA8SXFIXD  INPBZ. 


Myheartliftaiof 
Must  Sfihdti  Tieair  tbe 
Now  our  nsenliOfd 
Sluill  I  for  fear  of 
So  let  our  lin  and 
^*8tftnd  up  for  Jmus' 


379 
468 

215 

43 

"1490 


inioufA  '*te*  y*^     ^^^  ^^"^  **7  "^.V  t%f 


Stand  up,'  atand  up    1161 

ONE  BAFTISX. 

Buried  beneath  the  968 
Buried  with  our  8aT»  985 
Come,  saint*,  adore  IBO 
Down  to  the  Baered  652 
Ol^rd,  and  will  thy  412 
O  Thou  who  art  by  271 
People  «f  the  living  1060 
Proclaim,  aaith  399 


__^ ,    ^     996      RB 18  PBBCIO09. 

„e  seek  a  dwelling    1196  Far  fi-om  my  heav-    1088  po  not  I  love  thee       6T8 
When  the  pilgrims       797  gark,  my  soul,  it  is   IttJ  H^ate,  my  dull  soul.  12aT 

How  often  have  nay    im  How  sweet  on  thy      1046 

Lonely  and  d^eoted    938  "  - 

My  Father  see  thy    .  967 

My  head  is  low  406 

Poor  weary  wa»der6rll92 

When  silent  steal         714 


FOLLOW  THOU  HE. 

▲mid  the  tplendora  468 
Fear  not  brethren  1112 
Oodleadsxnaandl  1222 
I  will  follow  thee,  my  830 
My  dear  Bedeemer  110 
Oh,  send  thy  light  716 
To  whom,  my  Sav-     428 


HUHILITT. 

T^t  not  the  wise  his      36 
Oh,  not  to  fill  the        342 


¥  WITT  urinv  TmEIC    !;"l  nottomi  me        <s*£  je«us,  our  hope,  our 
I  WILL  QUIDS  THBK.  Quiet  Lord,  my  flro-  1896  jeaus,  our  kinwlian 


Except  the  Lord  oon* 
Gtontly,  Lord,  oh 
God,  my  supporter 


Salem's  bright  King    877  Guide  me,  O  thoa 
Saviour,  we  seek  the  357  He  leads  his  own 
Welcome  firom  920 

We  long  to  move         776 

LOTE  not  the  WORLD. 


996 

1318 

621 

825 


I  take  my  pilgrim  681 
Just  as  God  leads  me  968 
Lead  us,  O  Lord,  our  1419 
Lord,  through  the       822 


PATIEirCE. 

Be  patient  yet  a  838 

Be  still,  my  heart  303 
Be  tranquu  O  my  628 
Rest  in  the  Lord  and  1200 
Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  1827 


TBUST. 


Perishing  splendors 
Pilgrims  and  stran- 
The  pleasures  of 
Vain  delusive  world 
Vain  are  all  terres- 
Ye  towering  halts  of 

I  AM  THE  LORD'S. 

And  can  I  yet  delay     607 


*2??  0  Lord  my  strength 
743  Oh,  that  the  Lord 
The  God  of  love,  the 
Thou  great  instruct- 
Thou  Lord,  hast 
'Tis  God,  the  Spirit 
Walk  ia  the  light 


1503 

982 

1069 

177 


218 
344 
407 
13 
376 
613 
352 


I  know  not  what  the 
Inspirer  and  hearer 
Lora,  it  belongs  not 
Oh,  praise  tiie  Lord 
Rock  of  my  strength  1470 
Roll  thy  burden  on  1119 
The  Lord  forsaketh     331 


447 
626 
666 
1202 
1049 
666 
127 


How  sweet  the  liame  384 
How  tedious  and  1036 
I  envy  not  the  rich  1236 
I  love  the  Lord,  he  361 
rve  found  the  pearl  679 
Jesus,  how  much  491 
Jesus,  Lamb  of  God  930 
Jesus  my  weary  soul  1234 

494 
211 
Jesus  the  n^e  high  633 
Jesus,  the  sinner's  1253 
Jesus,  thou  joy  of  296 
Jesus,  whose  glory's  64 
latt  us  awake  our  1176 
Mi^estic  sweetness  355 
My  Jesus,  I  love  1504 
Now  I  have  found  a  1178 
Oh,  all  ye  lands  965 

O  God,  my  Saviour,  I  169 
O  Jesue,  my  Saviour  1614 


O  thou  in  whose 
O  thou  my  soul  for- 
Sweet  meditation  on 
Sing  of  Jesus,  sing 
The  musio  of  my 
Thou  dear  Redeemer 
To  Jesus  the  crown 
When  strangers 


Thou  only  Sovereign  161  When  this  passing 
Trust  ye  in  the  1077  Whom  have  I,  Lord 


MT  SOUL  THIBSTETH. 

Captain  of'our  salva-^  As  pants  the  hart  for  423  Weknow'5iat  aU  487 
Jesus,  I  my  cross  1296  Daniel's  wisdom  may  1393  When  I  can  trust  my  790 
Jesus,  my  all,  to  758  Eternal  source  of        396 

Lord,  in  the  strength  541  Help  me,  my  Lord     1218 
My  heart  is  fixed        1237  i  thirst,  thou  wound-    86 


1439 
51 
170 
740 
190 
489 

1043 
270 

1394 

1091 


Who  trusts  in  God 
Tes, for  me  theSav- 


1351 
806 


My  soul,  through  my  111 
My  soul,  with  all  thy  616 
0  Christ,  who  hast  094 
O  God,  of  good,  the  914 
O  God,  what  oflbring 
0  Saviour,  welcome 


Jesus,  thine  all-victo*  632 
Hearer,  my  God,  to  l^ 
Nearer,  O  God  to  1221 
One  thing  have  I  918 
O  draw  me.  Saviour  276 
Oh,  could  I  find  from  651 


A8SURANGE  OF  FAITH. 

Away  my  nnbellev^     266 
Begone,  unbelief,  myl464 


BLESSED  ABE  TB. 

Blessed  are  the  sons  1362 
Blest  are  the  sons  of  621 
Blest  are  the  humble  206 
Happy  the  man  that  706 
Oh,  happy  is  the  man  329 


Oh,  might  this  worth-  320  oh,  for  a  closer  walk  490 
Tell  me  no  more  822  o  Saviour  cast  a 


Thou  art  my  portion  1338 
When  I  survey  the  50 
Ye  who  know  your    1254 

PILOBIMAOE. 

As  oft  with  worn  and  230 
Cheerful,  O  Lord,  at  648 
Children  of  the  heav-llll 
Come,  O  thou  Son  of  213 
Dark  is  the  night  and  748 
I  saw  a  wAy-wom  1279 
I'm  onmy  way  to  788 
Let  us  go  forth  '  1469 
Lonely  and  weary ,by  1377 
Mv  days  are  gliding  1188 
Mv  soul,  amid  this  461 
PHgr^ma  and  atraik-  74S( 
Pilgrims  and  stran-      743 


Oh,  that  I  knew  the 
Oh,  who  is  like  the 
Rise,  my  soul,  and 
Thou  Lamb  of  God 
Thou  strong  and 
We  long  to  move  and 

TEMPTATION. 

As  oft  with  worn  and 
Let  me  but  hear  my 
Meek,  patient,  Son 
What,  my  soul 
With  joy  we  medi- 

CHASTBHINft. 

Consider  all  my  sor- 
How  tender  is  thy 
I  asked  the  Lord 
It  is  thy  hand,  my 


894 
966 
1404 
986 
124 
121 
776 


Firm  and  unmoved 
God  is  love;  his 
God's*  foundation 
Hallelujah!  who 
How  firm  a  founda- 
tt  thou  Shalt  in 
In  all  our  ways,  O 
In  heavenly  love' 
Jesus,  thy  blood  and 
Jesus,  thou  great 
Lord,  we  beheve 


631 
802 


BEJOICIirG. 


inSn*  ^^<^he,  my  tongue 
1003  ^riaa  my  soul,  my 
Be  Joyful  in  God 
Let  us  awake  our 
Lift  up  your  hearts 
My  life  flows  on  in 
R^boice,  my  soul  in 


1615 
963 
662 
TTS 
87 
247 
181 


307 

302 

444 

1444 

1176 

^ 

1362 

770 


230 
208 
278 
919 
366 


Shepherd  of  thescat-136t  _, 

Silent,  like  men  in       267'  My  God,  I  thank 

Sing,  ye  redeemed  of  445  The  music  of  my 

Strangers  and  pil-       2«  RWTFRWIWfl 

Thisisnotmyplaoe    809  11KXU»II1HI». 

Thou  dty  of  fouttda^  1281  Bells  of  Joy  are  ring 


669 

638 
1147 

612 
1427 

190 


967 


My  faith  looks  up  to  1181 
My  hope  is  built  on  238 
My  Saviour  can  it  248 
My  soul  doth  tri-  1198 
My  soul  in  God  shall  640 
My  soul  triumphant  868 
Oh,  for  a  faith  that  671 
Our  God,  how  firm  466 
Praise,  everlasting  117 
Saviour,  I  thy  word  964 
Thine  oath  and  prom-  486 
'Tis  by  the  faith  of  108 
What,  my  soul  919 

When  I  can  truirit  my  790 
When  waves  of  trou-  441 
When  power  divine  900 
Who  aiian  the  Lord'e    27 


REST. 

And  is  there  Lord  1085 
Forever  here  my  394 

My  heart  hath  fonnd  283 
My  weary  soul  a  reat  505 
O  JesuB,  source  of  90M 
Ok,  the  bleaeed  1874 

To  Him  ^ho  heara  I   .686 

GREAT  PEACE. 

Calm  me,  ray  God  849 
Give  me  a  heart  of  401 
Lord,  how  secure  and  34 
Peace,  pe4ce  I  leave  1186 
Peace  to  thee,  O  1370 
Peace,  troubled  seal  692 
YethMinhia  1065 


xxn 


CLASSIFISX)  IKPSZ. 


A«E  AHD  8ICKHSSS. 

At  evening  time  may  1212 
Full  of  trembling  86S 
Gently,  Lord,  O  1313 
*Mid  dewth's  dark  841 
My  God,  my  everlast-  679 
O  thou  whose  com-  1037 
Tarry  with  me,  O  my  1331 
There  ieui  hoar  of  367 
When  my  last  hour  it  721 

THSM  THAT  SLESP. 

Asleep  in  Jesus,  hies-  704 
Asleep  in  Jesus,  wou-  705 
Before  us  lies  a  val-  499 
Cheerful  we  walk  701 
Death  cannot  mske  393 
Dearest  of  names  775 
Firm  in  Jordan's  836 
Gently,  my  Saviour  160 
Hear  what  the  voice  389 
How  blest  the  right-  1426 
Shrinking  from  ttie  108 
That  solemn  hour  378 
We  shall  sleep  but  791 
When  bending  o'er  408 
Why  should  we  shrink  699 

BVBIAL. 

Clip  fWnn  the  brow  693 
Dearest  of  names  776 
Fare  thee  well,  O       1818 


Goto  thy  rest,  with  696 

Great  Shepherd  of  547 

In  sadness  yet  in  157 

It  is  the  Lord,  our  219 

Jesus,  while  our  837 

Lord,  when  beside  1349 

Not  in  dark  and  792 
Oh,  sorrow  not  for  '  700 
Our  God,  our  help  in  311 

Rest  in  peace,  thy .  931 
Shall  man,  O  God  of   221 

Soft  be  the  turf  on  195 

Teach  me  the  meas-  337 

The  Saviour  wept  1213 

Though  love  may  155 

Though  my  flesh  927 
Unveil  thy  bosom       1428 

We  give  this  body  154 

What  though  the  314 

Te  souls  bereffc,  be  508 

C0H80LATI0H. 

AiBiction  is  a  stormy  359 
Ck»me  O  my  soul  1485 
Come  unto  me  wh«i  1484 
Comfort,  ye  minis-  251 
Deem  not  that  they  697 
Forsaken,  anguidt-  565 
God  of  endless  con-  840 
Qod  of  mercy  and  838 
Heart  oppressed  with  795 
I  heard  the  voice  of    682 


Haryto  theSavioara 
Not  in  dark  and 

0  Christ,  what  gra-  609 

O  Friend,  divine  1487 
O  thou,  whose  filmed   400 

Oh,  thought  full  of  1499 

The  God  of  love  407 

The  morning  flow-  1146 

What  though  a  1216 

Why  that  look  of  941 

What  though  with  1150 

Where  the  mourner  935 

Ye  souls  bereft,  be  508 

Tea,  it  is  weU  1486 

BSSieHATIOV. 

Father,  whatever  of  396 
Jesus,  while  our  837 

My  God  I  thank  thee  1427 
Peace  troubled  soul  692 
Quiet,  Lord,  my  fro-  1395 

JUDGMENT. 

And  must  I  be  to  886 

And  will  the  Judge  673 

Behold  the  day  is  680 

Come  to  Judgment  1134 

Dark  brood  the  568 

Day  of  wrath,  O  1431 

Dies  IrsB,  Dies  Ilia  1432 

Hark  from  the  cross  16 
List  ye  mortals,  hear  978 


Lo  the  da/ 1  the  d«ar  1311 
No  room  for  mirtii  895 
O  God,  my  inmost  891 
Oh,  quickly  come  179 
Oh,  the  amacing         1015 

0  thou  whose  merey  1033 
Eighteous  God,whosel257 
Surely  at  the  appoint-  722 
That  awfUl  day  is  892 
That  awful  day  will  31 9 
That  day  of  wrath  61 
That  fearmi  day  18 
That  great  day  of  866 
The  angel  comes  he  511 
The  day  approacheth  326 
The  last  loud  trump-  901 
The  Lord  the  Judge  9BI 
Thon  Judge  of  quick  572 
We  soon  shall  hear  890 
When  a  few  swiftly  36 
Woe  to  the  men  on  483 
Ye  angels  put  the        910 

MEBCT  IH  THAT  DAT. 

By  faith  we  find  the  484 
High  on  a  flaming      1172 

1  murmur  not  that  1026 
Lord  how  secure  and  34 
Sinner  art  thou  still  1122 
Soul  of  mine  there  1249 
When  wild  oonftision  432 


ON  TBIS  BOCK. 

Oh.  where  we  kings    431 

0  Zion  afflicted,  with  1495 
The  church  is  built  6S6 
The  church  is  in  the  1204 

bbtiyalI 

Arise  and  shine,  ye  883 
Revive  thy  work,  O  642 
The  Lord  into  his         884 

LITTLE  CHILOBSH. 

Father  in  heaven,  O     138 

1  think  when  I  read  1440 
Jesus  Christ,  our  n)4 
Jesus,  tender  Shep-  853 
Hy  son,  know  thou  836 
Saviour,  like  a  shep-  826 
Sing  to  the  Lord  the  618 
Take  away  the  chil-  1056 
When  his  salvation    1160 


Vm.  THE  CHURCH  OP  GOD. 

Lord,  who  didst  for     512  Come,  jom,  ye  saints  899 


'Mid  scenes  of  confU-1501  Come,  let  us  sing 
Now  by  the  mercies  292  Come,  let  us  who  in 
Our  friendship  aano-  915  God  of  mercy,  God 
Saviour,  King,  in  849  Great  God  of  truth 
Though  I  speak  1115 
Try  ns,  O  God,  and  374 
We  wander  not  in      1032 


THE  LOBD'S  DAT. 

Again  the  day  1456 


Awake  ye  samts         1014 

HaU  to  the  Sabbath     616 

Safety  through  1062 

This  is  the  day  of        577 

Welcome,  delightful  1018  Lo  God  is  here,  let 

With  Joy  we  hail  662  Lord  Jesus,  in  th^ 


Hark  how  the  ador- 
Hark  the  notes  of 
How  pleasant,  how 
How  sweet  and  aw- 
How  sweet  to  leave 
In  the  temple  of  thy 
Jesus,  where'er  thy 
Keep  silence  all  cre- 
Eing  of  all  saints 
Let  earth  and  heavenl019 

226 
143 


33 

617 
1128 

57 
1078 
860 

55 
520 

30 
736 
165 
398 
734 


ONE  IN  US. 

All  liaise  to  our  515 

Behold  how  good  a  1(K23 
Kest  be  the  tie  that  644 
From  whenee  doth  1045 
Giver  of  peace  and  1156 
God  of  all  consola-  417 
How  blest  the  saerad  768 
Happy  the  souls  760 

I  pray  not,  Lord,  for  512 
Jesus,  from  whom  761 
Joined  in  the.  bonds  878 
Let  pwty  nadNM  no  664 
Let  thy  Idagdom 


».«.«.  !«»«•>■».  .«.^       Lord,  thou  art  with,     711 
THE  ASSEMBLING.      May  i  throughout       315 

Apart  from  every  42  Not  in  a  temple  made  1139 

23  Oh,  worship  the         1460 

47  Open  wide  the  1076 

336  Our  willmg  feet  shall  589 


Assembled  here  with 
Be  still,  be  still,  for 
Before  thy  mercy* 
Confirm  the  hope  thy 
Great  King  of  glory 
How  sweet  to  leave 
Jesus,  accept  the 
Lord  Jesus,  in  thy 
O  Lord  who  art  with 
Once  more  we  come 
Safely  through  an- 
Where  two  or  three 


S2  Bound  tbe  Lord  in  848 

118  Sing  to  tho  Lord  24 

80  The  Lord  of  glory  636 

1007  Thou  God  of  power  873 

To  thee,  O  God,  in  340 

Where  two  or  three  162 

When  as  returns  773 


143 

168 

631 

1062 

83 


SUPPUCATION. 


With  thankful  hearts  150  ^  ^?»r  by  the  506 

WARfBlfTP  -^RAln,  O  Lord,  with  1096 

«    _^,  .  All  nigl^t  in  prayer       297 

Bo  stm,  be  8tiU»  for       47  Alone  with  Jesus         683 

XXVIJ 


Apart  from  erery  42 

Author  of  salvation  991 
Come,  let  us  pray  787 
Come,  O  my  weary  191 
Come,  O  thou  trav>  232 
Come,  thou  fount  of  850 
Come  to  the  house  546 
Command  thy  bless*  285 
Far  from  mortal  803 

Father,  in  thy mys-  1489 
From  every  stormy  63 
Give  thy  strength  799 
God  bless  the  men  1350 
I  love  to. steal  369 

Lord,  I  hear  of  851 

Lord,  most  high  and  993 
Lord  of  mercy  and  1372 
Lord,  teach  thy  523 

My  God  shall  my  450 
My  prayer  hath  234 

MysouLapproach  a  M.  504 
My  soul,approach  lh1093 
Our  Father,  God  cm.  259 
Our  Father,  God,  348 
Our  heavenly  Father  624 
O  Christ,  who  hast  58 
Oh,  disclose  thy  1367 
O  Lord,  who  didst  140 
O  thou  who  art  by  271 
Prayer  is  appointed  153 
Bemeraber  me,  my  1084 
fiaviour,  when  in  1365 
Set  thy  windows  939 

Son.of  GodftotlKJe  1368 
Steal  away  from  751 

Sweet  the  moments     881 


0LA88IFIBD   INDBX. 


Th«  pnying  tplrit  610 
The  Bayioar  bids  as  SS3 
Thou  suffering,  bleed*  781 
Thou  whose  eyes  1110 
Thou  who  didst  10S5 
Thou  who  our  stais  719 
We  prftv  for  those  148 
What  Father,  when  885 
What  though  mv  288 
What  varloua  hm-  149 
When  the  weary  768 

When  torn  is  the        1008 

EXHOBTATIOH. 

Come,  my  brethren  921 

Gome,  O  my  soul  178 

So  let  our  lips  and  43 

Why  sleep  ye  my  1492 

Work,  for  the  day  1284 

Ye  saints  awake  1340 

BB  OF  600D  GHEEB. 

Be  patient  yet  a  332 

Gome  on  my  part-  874 
Faint  not,  Gnristian  1106 
Faint  not,  weary  933 

Fainting  soul,  lift  1373 
He  who  goes  forth  1472 
Heart  oppressed  795 

Let  not  your  hearts  1163 
Listen  to  the  Man  863 
Weary  pilgrim,  why  1294 
What,  my  soul  919 

Why  that  look  of        941 

BIIjeEHCB. 

A  duurge  to  keep  I  1401 
Gast  thy  bread  upon  1289 
Ho,  reapers  of  life's  1412 
How  happy  graeiotis  996 
How  wide  theharrestlSOS 
I  will  go  in  the  lOSl 

.  Laborers  of  Ghrist  604 
Lord  of  the  harvest  LX48 
Lord  of  the  hanrest  SX  003 
My  drowsy  powers  460 
My  soul,  it  fs  thy  602 
Oh,  what  is  our  hope  1443 
Saviour,  thy  dying  1229 
Speed  tne  rescue  807 
The  Ood  of  glory  204 
The  sower  goes  1063 

Watched  by  the  182 


We  are  sowing  in  1323 
Work  for  the  day  is  1284 
Work  for  the  night    1283 

THE  GOOD  FIGHT. 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  478 
Arise,  ye  safaits  080 

Awake,  my  soul,  lift  82 
Fear  not,  O  little  898 
Forward,  Christian  934 
God's  trumpet  wakes  439 
Hark,how  the  watch- 1271 
Hark,  listen  to  the  962 
Hark,  'tis  the  war-  200 
Lift  the  voice,  and  866 
Lo  a  weak  and  1118 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  007 
My  soul,  weijch  not  600 
O  Israel,  for  tlie  103 

O  speed  thee  Chris-  482 
Oh,  watch  and  pray  1397 
Our  Captain  leads  1272 
Silent,  like  men  in  207 
Soldiers  of  Christ  061 
Soldiers  of  the  eross  1869 
Stand  up,  my  soul  186 
Stand  up,  stand  up  1161 
Surrounded  by  a  host  262 
Watched  by  the  182 

We  are  living,  we  1801 
With  heavenly  weap-  891 
Te  soldiers  of  the  CM.  638 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  o  M  909 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  P  X1243 

IHTO  ALL  the  WOBLD. 

Comfort,  ye  ministers  201 
From  Greenland's  779 
Lord,  send  on  us  a  188 
Oh,  spurn  not  the  1020 
Oh,  ye  who  feel  for  1240 
Sound,  sound  the  1184 
Through  midnight  242 
To  the  rM--off  regions  942 
Ye  Christian  heralds    298 

PBEACHIKG. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet  1000 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet  6(n 
Comfort^e  ministers  235 
Exalted  Saviour  who  709 
Father  of  mercies  11 

Great  Hus^ndman  22 
How  beautiful  their  1140 


How  beauteous  are  flOl 
I  love  to  tell  the  1270 
Let  Zion's  watchmen  378 
Lord,  speak  to  me  1138 
Oh,  how  beautifiil  924 
O  Lord,  in  weakness  67 
O  Saviour,  is  thy  166 
Oft  as  the  precious  624 
On  the  mountain's  815 
Saviour  of  men,  thy  216 
Shall  I  for  fear  of  210 
Sow  in  the  morn  thy  RV 
Sound,  sound  the  1 1 84 
The  sower  goen  1051 

Ye  Christian  heralds  208 
Ye  servants  of  1469 

COBHUNIOH. 

According  to  thy  1337 

A 11  praise  to  Him  of  880 

Around  a  table,  not  194 
Bread  of  heaven,  on  1130 

Blest  feast  of  love  610 

Bread  of  the  world  1030 

Breaking  now  the  1071 

Coming  Saviour  1120 

For  us  the  Lamb  of  39 

From  the  table  now  833 

In  memory  of  the  890 

Jesus,  at  whose  843 

Jesus  invites  his  614 

Let  us  adore  the  1339 

Lord,  in  this  desert  626 

Many  centuries  1138 

My  God,  and  is  thy  1090 

Oft  we,  alas,  forget  119 

O  God,  at  thy  com-  1082 

O  Thou  who  didst  196 

O  Thou  whom  we  1098 
Prepare  us,  Lord,  to   320 

That  doleful  night  404 

The  day  approach-  326 

To  Calvary,  Lord  881 

'Twas  OB  that  dark  72 

With  Jesus  in  our  866 

FABEWELL. 

And  let  our  bodies  881 
Farewell  the  parting  1210 
My  Christian  friends  1260 
O  Thou  in  whom  we  87 
Once  more  we  press  1261 
Saviour  bless  lu  as      932 


Saviour  our  parting  627 

Shall  we  meet  be-  1820 

We  have  met  in  1073 

What  though  the  210 

When  shalfwe  all  1396 

While  to  several  812 

Ye  souls  that  sigh  1211 

GO  IN  PEACE. 

Again  our  ears  have  1089 
Cuine,  Christian  129 

Diflmisfi  us  with  thy  12 
Kro  to  the  world  21 

Father  in  heaven  84 

Like  the  voice  of  813 
Lo  the  day  of  rest  1322 
Lord,  as  we  leave  771 
Lord,  at  this  closing  671 
Lord,  dismiss  us  with  829 
Lord  Jesus,  in  thy  33d 
May  the  grace  of  807 
Now  as  thy  people  163 
Now  bid  us  go  in  306 
Now  may  the  God  of  318 
Now  may  the  grace  1164 
Now  may  the  Lord  189 
Now,  Lord,  on  every  204 
Now,  Saviour,  bless  971 
Now,Saviour,  strong-  486 
O  Father,  in  this  183 

O  God  to  whom  our  397 
0  King  of  kings,  and  346 
O  Lord  who  gi vest  114 
Oh,  may  I  stand  328 

O  God.  in  whom  we  1402 
O  Saviour,  bless  us  999 
Our  Father,  God,  to  618 
Praise  to  Him  by  1333 
Saviour,  again  to  1458 
The  grace  which  is  105 
Thou  who  dost  witii  830 
Thy  triumph,Bedeeml496 
To  Him  that  loved  448 
To  Him  who  died  1216 
To  Him  who  in  His     402 

TO  HIM  BE  GLOBT. 

Now  mny  the  €k>d  818 
Now  to  Him  who  800 

Now  to  the  great  687 

Now  unto  Him  who  4 
Now  unto  Him  who  on  290 
We  praise  and  mag-     906 


IX.  TIMES  AND  SEASONS. 


TIBE  AND  ETBBNITT. 

Come  let  us  anew  1413 
My  days,  my  weeks  998 
My  span  of^llfe  will  784 
No  room  for  mirth  or  895 
One  sweetly  solemn  603 
Teach  me  tne  meas-  337 
The  time  is  short  ere  166 
The  time  is  short  1465 
When  a  few  swiftly  36 
Work,  for  the  night  1283 

IN  THB  MOBWIHG. 

Again  the  Lord  of  466 
As  the  sun  doth  1104 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  1029 


Behold  the  morning  623 

Come  to  me  Lord  115 

God  of  the  morning  17 

How  sweet  the  melt-  619 

Lord,  for  the  mercies  324 

Lord,  in  the  mom-  313 

My  God,  how  end-  20 

My  opening  eyes  14 

Now  that  ue  day-  45 

Now  with  creation's  116 

Once  more,  my  soul  847 

Sweetly  the  holy  045 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  075 

AT  ETEKTIDE. 

Abide  with  me,  fast   1407 
Abide  with  us,  O       1087 


All  praise  to  thee  1033 
At  even  ere  the  sun  1028 
At  evening  time  may  1212 
Blessed  light  of  holy  830 
Day  is  far  spent,  the  1480 
From  each  day's  care  229 
God  of  the  glorious  079 
Hove  to  steal  awhile  369 
Lord  in  the  day  thou  470 
My  God,  how  endless  20 
Now  the  day  is  over  944 
Our  day  of  praise  048 
O  holy  Father,  mid  03 
Saviour  breathe  an  832 
Sun  of  my  soul  1026 

Tarry  with  me,  0       1331 
The  day  is  pa«t  and    1066 


The  day  is  past  1081 

Thus  far  the  Lord         46 

SONGS  IN  the  NIGHT. 

See  on  high  the  myri-  926 
Throughout  the  293 

GITING  OF  THANKS. 

Be  present  at  our  1831 
Lord,  by  thy  con-  41 

We  ble«i  thee.  Lord  1030 
We  thank  thee.  Lord  1632 

THANKSGITING. 

Boondless  mercy  923 
For  mercies  count-  327 
Give  thanks  to  God      147 


XXVIII 


CI«ASSIFIED  INDEX. 


God  bless  our  natiTo  1177 
How  do  thy  mercies  04 
Lord,  when  I  count  385 
My  country,  'tis  of  1175 
Oh  come  loud  anthems  99 
Oh,  render  thanks  19 
The  God  of  harvest  1187 
'Tis  by  thy  strength  434 
What  shall  I  render     377 


Oir  THS  SEA. 

Dear  Saviour,  teach 
Lord  of  the  eari^h         988 
O  Father  who  rulest  1518 
Bocked  in  the  ci-adle  1148 

HABBU6E. 

Joined  in  heart  and   1126 
Thou  who  at  Cana's  1153 


HEW  TEAB. 

Come,  let  us  anew 
God  of  the  swiftly 
Soil  on,  old  year 

DEDICATION. 

Great  God  of  truth 
Not  in  a  temple 
Oh,  bow  tiiine  ear 


THE  BLESSED  HOPE. 

And  is  it  80?  a  little  1191 
Another  weary  day    ^496 
As  on  the  sea  of  life    253 
Awake  ye  samts  and    437 
Bright  flowing  foun-  420 
Brief  life  is  here  our  1411 
Far  beyond  these  sea-  796 
I  can  see  beyond  the  1250 
Jesus  our  life  our  hope  497 
Like  a  garment  wax-  1064 
Look  unto  me  the  8a-  454 
My  life's  a  shade  my  10012 
Oh,  for  the  peace       1488 
0  glorious  hope  of       869 
0  King  of  kings  we   1348 
Ob,  sweetly  tlu-ough    265 
Oh,  what  hath  Jesus   421 
On  Jordan'fr  stormy    634 
On  the  high  difib  of  1507 
Our  life  is  hid  with      418 
Betum  O  G^d  of  love  479 
Soon  our  conflicts  will  746 
There  remainetli  a     1438 
There  will  be  no  sin     946 
We  shall  go  home  in    747 
We  speak  of  the         1047 
What  tho' on  stormy  1403 
What  tho*  the  tears     680 
When  we  pass  thro'    1074 
Ye  whose  harps  nn-  1099 


X.  AS  MCHOR  TO  THE  SOUL. 


8TB0H6  DBimL 

1413  Bondage  and  death       81 

1142  Look  not  on  the  7,    1137 

1474  Look  not  on  the  11,  1512 

Look  not  on  the  8, 7, 1290 

Look  not  upon  the       764 

57  Mourn  for  the  thou-    593 

1139  Oh,  worn  with  197 

708  Who  hath  sorrow         956 


DAT  APPBOACHIITG. 

Awaktf  awake  ye  1189 
Bright  shall  be  the  1248 
Brighter  still  bright-  1378 
Brothers  awake  it  is  1475 
Christian  the  mom  1420 
Christians  awake  1421 
Lord  we  see  the  day  1265 
Now  when  the  dusky  1479 
0  wearied  watcher  733 
O'er  the  distauit  monn-816 
R^oice  all  ye  believ-  1167 
Sing  sing  and  pray  1477 
Soon  o'er  the  hill-  1481 
Soon  shall  we  see  the  1232 


Soon  will  the  heav-  425 
That  glorious  day  is  492 
The  oTouds  at  length  1162 
The  day  of  life  is  1165 
The  night  is  wearing  1190 
There's  a  light  that  is  750 
Tho'  the  night  hangs  501 
Tho'  the  ages  slowly  1247 
Ye  servants  of  God    1465 

THE  BESUBBECnoir. 

Afar  from  home  on  an  600 
As  Jesus  died  and  341 
Awake  and  sing  510 

Awaikeand  sing  in  1025 
Glory  glory  to  our  1127 
How  happy  every  442 
How  long  shall  death  392 
How  sweetly  o'er  788 
I  call  the  world's  Be-  223 
If  death  my  friend  897 
If  I  in  thy  likeness  1435 
If  in  dust  rm  doomed  925 
In  expectation  sweet  535 
My  faith  shall  tri-  476 
My  life's  a  shade  my  1002 
No,  I'll  repine  at  201 
O  God,  amid  earth's  905 
Our  Saviour  shaU  1195 
Befirain  thy  voice  oh  657 
Soon  will  the  sleeping  262 
Thhik,  mighty  God  904 
We  sing  his  love  who  176 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 

Be  still,  be  still ,  im-  789 
Hark,  'tis  the  watch- 1225 
How  happy  are  the  876 
In  the  sun  and  moon  1108 
Once  more,  O  Lord  452 
See  at  last  the  signs  1430 
The  world  is  very  1410 
Watchman,  tell  me  808 
Watchman,  tell  us  of  1105 
We  are  living  we  are  1301 
When  signs  and  won-  430 
Ye  servants  of  the     1016 


COME  LOBD  JESUS. 

Come ,  Deei re  of  1 107 

Day  of  redemption  1383 
Fain  would  I  leave  277 
How  long,  O  Lord  1159 
I  long  to  behold  1050 
I'm  weary  of  stray-  1500 
In  the  midst  of  1510 

Lord  of  might  and  1109 
Oh,  for  the  robes  of  1282 
Oh,  how  I  long  to       642 

0  thou  whom  we  594 
Sun  of  our  souls  735 
The  days  and  years  1166 
We  wait  for  Thee  1201 
Weary  with  watch-  1482 
When  shall  I  see  the  1270 

MY  FATH£B*S  HOUSE. 

Ah  this  heart  is  void  928 
Far  from  my  heav-  1088 
*'Home  at  last,"  on  1303 

1  can  see  beyond  1250 
Look  up  my  soul,andl095 
Lights  upon  the  1245 
My  heavenly  home  is  310 
My  home  is  o'  er  the  475 
My  home  is  over  1422 
Oh,  happy  land,  oh,  845 
Safe  home,  safe  homel004 
There  is  a  land  of  1197 
Thy  Father's  house  237 
We  seek  a  dwelling  1196 
When  I  can  read  my    409 


To  Mount  Zion,  Lord  739 
With  jasper,  gold         123 

NEW  EABTH. 

A  day  will  dawn  193 

How  many  years  has  309 
Isles  of  the  deep  514 

Jesus,  accept  the  1007 
Lo  what  a  glorious  464 
O  Paradise,  thy  ban-  658 
Oh,  the  amazing  ,  1022 
Rejoice,  O  weary  soul  608 
See  above  time's  1303 
Star  of  the  promised  646 
Sweet  rivers  of  403 

The  whole  creation  1028 
The  world  is  grown  1522 
The  desert  like  the  6^ 
There  is  a  land  of  1197 
There  is  a  land  mine  1151 
When  God  descends  167 
When  over  Beth-         433 


NEW  JEBUSALEM. 

Away  with  our  sor-  1040 
Beside  yon  pearly  952 
City  of  our  God  1059 

It  is  not  for  thy  488 

Jerusalem,  divine  267 
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1321, 1305, 1464,  1466. 
Norton,  Andrews*  (1786-1853),^ 1427 

Ogilvle,  John*  (1788-1814), /^ 870 

OUvers,  Thomas*  (1726-1700),  W,  827,  1264,  1265, 

1266. 
Onderdonk,  Henry  Ustlc*  (1780^1868),  A,    .     550 

Osborn,  John*  (1760-1832),^ 1508 

Oswald,  HeinriehS.  (1751-1837),  G^.     .    .    .      03^ 

P ,J.A.  (    1850    ),jr. 667 

Pal,  Krlshnu*  (1764-1822),  .9ur 51 

Palmer,  Phoebe  (1807-1884),  A 1308 

Palmer,  Ray  *  (1808-1887) ,  A.     237, 206,  763, 1085, 

1181. 
Parsons,  Elizabeth  Rooker  (1812-1872),  X   .      345 
Pearson,  Emily  Clemens  (1818-       ),A,9, 252, 420, 

1120, 1204. 
Perronet,  Edward  *  (1726-1702),  JT.  .    868, 864,  64» 
Peters,  Mary  Bowly  (       -1856),  JT.     .    .401, 1255 
Phelps,  Arthur  Stevens  *  (1868-       ),A,,    .    1218 
Phelps,  Sylvanus  Dryden*  (1816-       ),  A.    1220, 

U80. 

Phinney,Orement*  (1788-1865),^ 877 

Pierce,  Mary  Ingalls  (    1875    ),^.  .    886,272,68a 
Plerpont,  John*  (1785-1866),^ 708 


.,A.  G.  (    1867    ),Jr. 1165 

Reed,  Andrew*  (1787-1862),  J*.  .  817, 1006, 120a 
Reed,  Elizabeth  Holmes  (1704-1867),  JT.  .  .  50 
Richards,  George  (^  1702  ),  JT.f  .  .  .  .  600 
Rlchter,  Christian  Friedrich  CtottUeb    1676-ini), 

&.  124. 
Ringwalt,  Bartholomew* (1680-1608),  ^     .     722 
Rippon,  John •(1761-1886),  Jr.    .    .    .    .181,800 

Rist,  Johann*  (1607-1667),  6^ 101 

Robbins,  Chandler*  (1810-  ),A.  ...  1822 
Robins,  GNirdonjuD.  (1818-1888),^.  .  .  .  1161 
Robinson,  Robert  *  (1786-1700),  JT.  .  .  .860, 1300 
Rodlgast,  Samuel  (1640-1708),  &.....  728 
Roscommon,  [  Wentworth  PlUan]  Sari  (      -1684) , 

/.  001. 


IHOBZ  OF  AUTUOlta   AUD   1 


Kotbs,JoliunAiidnH*{l«8S-lTW),0.    nV,£80 
ituwE,  John*  (1T«4-IBS2),  f. 833 

KtuJlQg,JaHpb*(lTBS-lBMJ,.4.     .    .    lUO.  160T 


8BiHia»,W (    1S2S 

Suteul,  Jam  BspUMs  de 

(iBso-ini),  J'.  6a. 

Sargent,  Lnclu*  Uu  llu* 


belli  11I08-1T7B),  S.  .    . 
ir  (17T1-1BS2),  ^c.      .    , 


>uud  UuDlllon*  (IBID-ISIS),  ^ 
iroH  (114^1812),  £.    .    .     . 


Sblodler,  Mary  S.  B.  Itea*  (IBID-       ). 
SUrtoy,  SeHiw  [LHly  HanUnKton],  [IT 

Shirley,  Wnller  W.>  (llZft'lISe),  J. 


SlgounieT,LTdii 


.vdik  HunUc 


lUey  (ITVa-uat],  ^ 


Smltb,  Juoea  Edward  (1760-1828),  .£.  .  200, 2tt 
Smilh.  S>muetFrBiHla*(180a-       ),^     UZ,M8, 

Spiiu,  6%t\  Jahann  Philip*  (ISOl-lUC),  0.    868, 

Spnriiean,  ChirlaiUaddon*  <18Mr-       ),  £.    633, 

Steele  AnDe\lTie-]7rB),  E.  101,  25<,  SCO,  860,  30&. 

3M,  M7,  174,  477,  406,  IStg. 
eielnhBuer,  Helen  A.  (    1ST7    ),A.     ...      33t 
SlcDDBtt,  Siunu<]  •  (1T2T-1T06),£.  83,366,481,  634 
Slephcnt>f  St.  Suliu*  (726-784),  ^.  .     .    .    1867 
Blemhold,  Thoniafl(lM0-164B),  J.  .     ...      427 

atone,  imnel  John"  d^'    '  ^X.    '.'.'.      «2 

Slowell,  Ha>h>(17M-1886),  f. 88 

SwidD.  Jl>«ph>(n«1-1T9«J,  f.  .  .  .  5U,  1436 
Hm)n,Leourd>  (1821-lBM),^.     .    .    .IIOO,W2 

Tappan,  William  Bingham*  <IT»4-1SU),  A.   HW, 

aai. 

Tate  and   Brady    [' 

Bnidy,  Nleholu 

804,  Hi,  330,  3T< 

1U0.14M. 
Taylor,  Daniel  Thompwn*  (1823-       J,.^. 080,726, 

1260. 

Taylor.Emlly  (lT96-]872),£'. 648 

Taylor,  John*  (1004-1701),  f. 803 

Tebba,  Henry  Venue  (  1868  ),  JF.  ...  116 
Terrteegen.Gerbard' (l«07-17W),i'.  .  .  .  220 
Theodora  at  the  etudlnm  •  (769-820),  Co.  .  IS 
Tbolnck,  Frledrlch  Augnn  OoUien  (1TW-187T), 

O.    103. 
Thoma*  ot  Celano  (       -1266),  A.    .    01,001,1482 

Tbompeon,  Aleiander  Kamiey*  (1822-       ),  A. 

e  Elliabeth  (1703-1840),  X.  IM, 


la,  Nahnta  (1062-1716),  S. 
(1060-1720),  £.1,  1,10,00. 
121,  4n,  683,  Oift,  013,  1017, 


SO,  812,  II 
My,  AngnetDi  1 


Unknown,  21,  t7j_100, 143, 160,  100,  \ 


4, 020, 040, 863.  e«S,  oil.  T20,  TOO,  7^ 


on  HardenbDTg,  Fred.  (Sfovalla),  (I7Ta-I801),  i 


\.T.  (  1861  ),A.t  .  . 
Annie  L.  (  1800  ).  CJ 
John*  (1700-1833),  K.t 


g,  8.  H.  (    1827    1 


-* 

-a 

«,  014,  1- 


aen.*  (1003-1736),  K.  . 
neiiey.  cuiiiuei.  Jno.  (IOOD-1790).  S. 
While,  Henry  Klrke  (1784-1800),  S.     . 
WblltlnEbam,  Richard*  (    1»36    ).    . 
WHIard,  Mtm.  Emma  C.  (1T87-1870),  A. 

wiiifain..DBi'id*{ns»-igi6).ir.  .  . 

William.,  Peter*  ClJ^}TOfl),_F" 

Wlnklt 
Wlnk« 


■,  Johi 


llllam'tniT-lTOl),!?.  ...  825 
in  Joeeph*  (1070-1722),  J.  .  215,218 
"     "   !rfno(1829-1878),*.121.1S6,006, 


^■Rnwell*  (1820-1886),  J 


Xayier,  Fianol.*  (160ft-1662),  Sp. 
York,  Sarah  KmUy  (18l»-1861),  A. 


INDEX  OF  COMPOSERS  AND  THEIR  TUNES. 


Dates  of  birth  and  death  are  enclosed  in  parentheses  and  connected  by  a  hyphen ;  the  flgares  before 
the  hyphen  indicate  the  date  of  birth,  those  after  the  hyphen  the  date  of  death.  A  single  date  in  the 
centre  of  parentheses  indicates  the  time  tlie  composer  flourished,  or  when  tune  was  composed.  The 
nationality  of  each  composer  is  indicated  by  placing  after  the  date  the  initial  letter  in  UaUc  type :  thus, 
^.  for  American ;  Ju.,  Austrian ;  ^.,  Bohemian;  C,  Canadian ;  iK".,  English;  i''.,  French;  i^.,  Finnish ; 
&.,  German;  /.,  Irish;  //.,  Italian;  P.,  Portuguese;  ^9.,  Scotch;  iS^to.,  Swiss;  IT.,  Welsh.  Names  of 
preachers  of  the  gospel  are  distinguished  by  a  star  (*). 

7%e  numbers  foliotoing  the  names  of  times  refer  to  the  pages,  tpMch  are  mimbered  at  the  bottom. 


Allen,  Qeorge  Nelson  (1812-1877),  A.  ICaltland, 
106. 

Ame,  Thomas  Angustine  (1710-1778),  JT.  Arling- 
ton, 104. 

Arnold,  John  (    1820?    ),  G,    Anvem ...    244 

Auber,  Daniel  Francois  Esprit  (1784-1871),  JF.  On 
the  Cross,  420. 

Bach,   Carl   Philipp  Emmanuel  (171^1788),  O. 

Communion,  374. 
Belknap,  Daniel  (1771-       ),  ^.    Tyota    .    .    246 

Bidwell, (1798),  Treasure 429 

BilUngs,  William  (1746-1800),  A.     Majesty,  120; 

Boston,  136;  Union  Hymn,  865;  North  Provi- 

dcnce  464 
Bishop,  Henry  Rowley  (1786*1866),  JT.      Sweet 

•  Home,  arr.,  619. 
Bourgeois,  Louis  (  1540?  ),F.  OldHcmdred,     2 
Boyce,  William  (1710-1779),  JP.  Venite  Bznltemus 

Domino,  1. 
Boy  nton,  Alfred  (    1874    ),  X   Safe  Home.    840 
Bradbury,  William    Batchelder    (1816-1868),   A. 

Wood  worth,  80;  Rest,  214;  Re-union,  304. 
Brownson,  Oliver  (    1783    )t  A,    Jubilee.    .    838 
Brown,  Bartholomew  (177^1854),  A,  Mount  Sion, 

178. 
Bull,  John  (1563?-1628),  E,    America?    .    .    400 
BuUinger,  Bthelbert  W.*  (    1886    ),jF.  Bex 

Amoris,  466;  Art'thon  weary?  469. 

Caldwell,  Wm.(  1880  ),^.  Loving.klndness,  86 
Carey,  Henry  (1603-1743),  JT.  America?  .  .  400 
Chandler,  S.  (  1790  ),A,  Ganges  ...  836 
Chetham,  John*  (1700 ?-1763),^.  Mariow  .  94 
Chute,  Wm.  B.  (1882-  ),  A.  Lofty  Praise,  436 
Clark,  Thomas  (1775-1850),  JP.     Bumham,  843; 

Cornhlll,  ^70. 
Coan,  Simeon  (1767-1815),  ^.    Delight.    .    .    339 
Coles,  George*  (1792-1858),  B.   Dnane  Street,  24& 
Converse,  Charles  Crozat  (1834-       ),  A.    What  a 

Friend  446 
Cran«, \    i782    ),A.    Wlllonghby     .    .    286 

Davisson,  Ananias  (1780-1867),  A.    Golden  Hill, 

182. 
Doolittie,  Eliaklm  (178&-1852),  A.  Exhortation,    44 
Dunbar,  E.  W.*  (182ft-       ),A,   Dunbar.    .    172 
Duttou,  Deodatus,  Jr.  (    1829    ),A,    Woodstock, 

191. 

Bdson,' Lewis  (1748-1821?),  A.  Bridgewater,24; 
Greenfield,  300;  Lenox,  844;  Contrast,  852. 

Emerson,.  Luther  Orlando  (1820-  ),  A.  Ses- 
sions, 26. 


Fischer,  William  GnsUvus  (1835- 
Old,  Old  Story,  438- 


),  A,    The 
Athens,  140; 


GUrdini,   Felice  (1716-1706),   It, 
Italian  Hymn,  899. 

Gould,  Nathaniel  Dnrez  (1781-1864),  A.    Wood- 
land, 102. 

Grape,  John  Thonaas  (1888-       ) ,  j4.    All  to  Christ 
1  owe,  468. 

Hall,  Amariah  (1758-1827),  J.  AUSaiDto,New,  212 
Hancock,  Samuel  O.*  (182S-1874)»  A,   We  shall 
sleep,  254. 


Harrison,  Ralph*  (174ft-1810},^.  Peterboro,  96 
Hastings,  Harriet  Bamett  [H.B.H.l  (  1886  ),  A. 
Pathos,  arr.,  88;  Kent,  arr.,  112;  Hope,  252; 
Bright  Angels,  open  the  Door,  817;  Say^ 
Brother,  smll  we  meet?  458. 
Hastings,  Horace  Lorenzo*  [H.],  (1831-  ),  A. 
Ambrose,  28;  Matin,  80;  Jnq>er,  32;  Mlseri- 
cordla,  84;  Stauros,  36;  Burial  Hymn,  40; 
Festival,  42;  Pilgrim's  Hymn,  46;  Prayer, 
50;  Compassion,  52;  Sing  to  the  Lord,  54; 
Hosanna,  60;  Guidance,  64;  Macedon,  66; 
Sunshine,  70;  The  Shining  Land,  74;  Home- 
ward, 78;  Sceptre,  116;  Homeland,  188;  Love 
Divine,  142;  The  Valley  Dim,  146;  Dawning, 
.147*;  Crimson  Robe,  148;  Refuge,  149;  ProcU- 
.  |nl,  150;  Come  to  the  Ark,  151;  Arnion,  154; 
Weary  Land,  156;  Vigilante,  157;  Lynley, 
180;  Perryville,  arr.,  194;  Biblos,  200;  The 
Little  Grave,  210;  Judgment,  218:  King  of 
Glory,  222;  Georm  Street,  224;  Danish  Hymn, 
226;  OaMnus,  227;  Victor,  228;  Rex  Sancto- 
mm,  229;  Holy,  Holv,  280;  Wedgewood,  232; 
I  shall  rest,  233;  In  the  Morning,  2M;  Morgen- 
land,  285;  Roll  on.  Dark  Ages,  286;  Wings 
of  the  Morning,  237;  Retirement,  238;  The 
shadow  of  the  Rock,  289;' Asthenia,  240; 
Akanthos,  248;  Supplication,  arr.,  250;  Zion's 
€Hory,  arr.,  260;  Radiance,  264;  Reliance,  266; 
Hespera,  269;  Jordan's  Stream,  270;  Consola- 
tion, 271;  Shelter,  273;  Decision,  275;  Harp 
Awake,  278;  Rescue,  279;  Angel's  Song,  280 ; 


Reunion,  arr.,  804;  Bells  of  Joy,  808;  Go  thy 
Way,  310;  There  is  a  Kins  of  Glory,  812;  By 
and  by,  813;  Angel  Guards,  314;  i  will  come,. 


815;  When  the  Angels  come,  316;  What  shall 
it  profit?  818;  Goblet,  319;  Come  unto  Me, 
arr.,  320;  Trumpeter,  arr.,  322;  The  Watting^ 
King,  324;  Hallelujah,  326;  Garment,  828; 
Living  Water,  329;  Portent,  330;  Triumph 
Song,  834;  Jesus,  pity  me,  885;  Vox  Claman- 
tis,  348;  Consummation,  349;  Requlescat,  350 ; 
H<nneboand,  854;  Clement's  Hymn,  356;  The 
Sower,  858;  Ingathering,  859;  Take  away  the 
Children^  360;  Thy  Kingdom  come,  361; 
Clvitas  Del,  362;  Jacob's  Well,  arr.,  363; 
Palaoe,  365;  Adoiatton,  871;  Remember  me,. 
872;  Harp,  376:  Teknoi,  380;  Willows,  300; 
Paradise,  892;  Morning  Glow,  890;  Advent^ 
898;  O  Sinner,  come,  arr.,  408;  Wilderness, 
arr.,  410;  Farewell  Hymn,  412;  Under  thy 
Wings,  414;  Clarion,  418;  Turn  to-day,  arr.,. 
422;  Will  you  go?  arr.,  424;  Pharos,  426; 
Assurance,  arr.,  480;  Abraham,  434 ;  Lampros,. 
442;  Shepherd,  arr.,  444:  I  am  knocking,  448 ; 
Homeless,  440 ;  Expectation,  arr.,  452;  Golden 
Sheaves,  456;  Jerusalem,  462;  Thusia,  470; 
Transit,  472 ;  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  478 ;  Blessed 
Promise,  474;  Redemption,  arr.,  478;  Adlos^ 
arr.,  480;  Watefafalness,  482:  Golden,  486; 
Jubilee,  489;  Repose,  arr.,  401;  Harbor,  492; 
Dies  Iras,  494;  Ifesarrectlon,  arr.,  497;  Look 
and  Live,  408;  Seeurity,  500;  Beautiful  City 
of  Gold,  601;  Angel  Watdhers,  502;  Harvest,, 
arr.,  508;  Meinon,  806;  Begone,  Unbelief,  arr., 
608;  Pilgrimage,  510;  Sing,  Sing,  and  Pray, 
612;  Shadow,  514;  My  Jesns,  I  love  Thee„ 
arr.,  620;  GeClisemane,  arr.,  621. 


INDEX   OF  COMPOSERS   AND  THEIR  TUNES. 


HaetingB,  Thomas  (1784-1872),  A,    Ortonville,  98; 

Zion,  262;  Hock  of  Ages,  884;  A8surfuioe»430; 

Goshen,  arr.,  520. 
Hatton,  John  (       -1793),  E.    Duke  Street   .      20 
HaydD,  Francis  Joseph  (1782^1809),  Au^    Lyons, 

507;  Huraley,  627. 
mbbard,  S.  (    1808    ),  A.    Exhortation   .    .    188 
Holden,  Oliver  (1765-1844),  A.    Coronation,  100; 

Omega,  152;  Coneord,  174. 
Holdroyd,  Israel  (    1740    ),  E,    Wells      .    .      18 
Hopkins,  Josiah*  (1786-1802),  A,    Expostnlation, 

510. 
Hnsband,  John  Jenkins  «  (1758?-1825) ,  A.    Angel 

Guards  chorus,  314. 

Ingalls,  Jeremiah  (1764-1838),  A,  Pathos,  88; 
Amazing  Grace,  128 ;  Angels'  Song,  132 ;  New 
Jerusalem,  134;  Kentucky,  164;  Belmont,  274; 
Garden  Hymn,  288;  Baltimore,  298 ;  Evening 
Hymn,  373;  Parting  Hand,  432;  Providence, 
509;  Charity,  523, 

lBaac8,Heinilch  (1440-1528),^.?    Aithlone  .    294 

Jenks,  Stephen  (1772-1856),  A,  North  Salem,  118; 
Freedom  or  liberty,  144;  Gently,  Lord,  454. 

Eeene,  B (    1787    ),X    Geard  ....    524 

Kinssley,   George    (1811-1884),  A.      Ware,    82; 

Southport,  196. 
Klug,  Joseph  (Gesangbttch)  (    1535    )»  ^.   Judg- 
•  ment  Hymn,  220. 

Lawson,  James*  (1847-       ),   (7.    I  will  follow 

Thee,  268;  Intercession,  306. 
Lee,  George  £.  (1846-1875),^.     It  is  done,  223; 

Southland,  arr.,  281;  Over  there,  428. 
Lewis,  Freeman  (1780-1859),  A.    Meditation,    400 
Lowry,J.  C.*(    1820    ),^.    Pisgah    ...    114 
Luther,  MarUn*  (1483-1546),  <?,  Windham?.     22 

MafQtt,  John  N«wland«  (17M-1850),  /.    Canaan, 

406. 
MaUtB,  Henri  Abraham  Cesar*  (1787-1864),  Sw. 

Welton,  4;  Hendon,  877;  Rosefleld,  886. 
Marsh,  Simeon  Batier  (1798-1875),  A,     Marty n, 

225. 
Marshall,  Leonard  (1809-     '  ),  ^.     China,  arr., 

108;    Majesty,  arr.,  120;    Omega,  arr.,  152; 

Dedication  Chant,  216;    Belmont,  arr.,  274; 

€birden  Hymn,  an*.,  288;  What  Sound  is  this? 

arr.,  290;  union  Hymn,  arr.,  355. 
Mason,    Lowell    (1792-1872),    A,      Hamburg,    6; 

Roeklngfaam,  8 ;  Hebron,  10;  Ward,  12;  tJz- 

bridse,  14;    Marlow,  94;    Naomi,  arr.,  110; 

Boylston,  100;   Laban,  166;   Shawmut,  arr., 

108;   Olmntz,  170;   Anvern,  arr.,  244;    Mis- 

sionaiy  Hymn,  248 ;  Ariel,  arr.,  284;  Meribah, 

202;  I^ashville,  arr.,  296;   Sabbath,  364;  Har- 

well,. 866;   Momtng  Star,   378;  Migdol,  388; 

Ottvet,  402;  Bethany,  arr.,  417;   Zerah,  485; 

Come,  let  us  anew,  488;  Ta4lay,  480;  Wesley, 

604. 
Matthias,  Barset?  *(    1845    ),  ^.    Catlln     .    440 
Maxim,  Abraham  (1773-1829),  A.    BuckfieM,  76; 

Turner,  186;   La  Plata,  198;   Hallowell,  202; 

Cumberland,  .204;  Wintbrop,  842. 
Merrill,  Abrabam  Dow*  (1790-1878),  A.  Triumph, 

476. 
Milter,  Bdword  (1781-1807),  E.  Communion,  arr., 

374. 
Miner,  WHHsm  (1801-1878),  A.  Going  Home,     87 
Monk,   Willlsm  Henry   (1823-       ),  B,    Tallis' 

Bvenliig  Hymn,  arr.,  528. 
Moran,  Jnifln  (1T47-1796),  A,    Huntington,  68; 

MoHtaomery,  126. 
Moxart,  Johann  C.  Wolfgang  A.  (1756-1701),  Au* 


Sicilian  Hymn,  arr.,  267;  Ariel,  284. 


Naegeli,  Hans   Georg  (1768-1836),  8vd,     Naomi, 

110;  Dennis,  162. 
Nares,  James  (1715-1783),  i7.    Amsterdam    .    332 
Neander,Joachlm*  (1640-1680),  &.  Sanctuary,  369 

Oliver,  Henry  Kemble  (1800-1885),  A,     Federal 

Street,  16. 
Owen,  John  (1877), TT.  Rhondda,orTaI-y-bont,  272 

PaduB,  Fr.*(       -       ),-?«.?    Finland     .    .    327 
Palmer,  H.  R.  (1884-       ),  A.    Day-SprinR  .    496 

Parmenter, (    1790    ),^.    Complaint,      58 

Perkins,  Theodore  Edson  (1831-       ),  A.    F^e, 

fade,  each  earthly  joy,  419. 
Phipps,CheorgeGanfiner*(1838-       ),^.   Welles- 
ley,  518. 
Pollard,  Henry  *(    1886    ),  ^.    'Twill  all  be  over 

soon,  206;  Trust  Song,  321. 
Portogallo,  Marco  Antonio  (1763-1880),  P.    Portu- 
guese Hymn,  525. 
Pleyel,  Ignace  (1757-1831),  ultf.PIeyers  Hymn,  382 

Read,  Daniel  (1757-1836),  A,  Windham,  22; 
Russia,  56;  victory,  189;  Winter,  190. 

Rice,  Ellhu  S.  (1827-       ),  A.   Shall  we  meet?  457 

Rink,  Johann  Christian  Heinrich  (1770-1846),  O. 
Varina,  484. 

Root,  George  Frederick  (1820-  ),  ^.  Shining 
Shore,  404;  Varina,  arr.,  484. 

Rousseau,  Jean  Jacques  (1712-1778),  Sw,  Green- 
ville, 258. 

Saunders,  A.  A.  (    1886    ),  A,    Temptation,  62; 

Carolina,  868. 
Schneider,  Friedrich  Johann  Christian  (1786-1858), 

B.    Lischer,  346. 
Shrubsole,  William  (1758-1806),  E,  Miles  Lane,  101 
Shumway,  Nehemian  (    1801    ),  A.  Ballatown,  72 

Simpson,  R (    1550    ),  S.    Balerma      .    92 

Smith,  Benjamin  (1764-       ),  A.   Psalmos  .    .  201 
Stanley,  Samuel  (1767-1822),  JST.    Shlriand,  184; 

Warwick,  205. 


Stephenson,  Joseph  i  1708  ),^.?  Stephanos,  192 
Stone,  Joseph  i  1792  ),  A.  Grafton  ...  130 
Sumner.  John  B.*  (    1880    ),  A.   Vm  the  Child  of 


a  King,  522. 

Swan,  Timothy  (1758-1842),  A.   China,  108;  Rain- 
bow, 122. 

Symonds,  H.  (       -1730),  E,  Derby  ....    48 

Tallis,  Thomas  (1520-1585),  E.    Tallis*  Evening 

Hymn,  528. 
Tansur,  William  (1706?-1788){jr.  St.  Thomas,  158 
Thomas,  E.(    1840    ),  ^.?    Wilderness    .    .410 
Tiffany,  M.  Adelene  (    1874    ),  ^.    Passion,  282; 

Nearer,  O  God,  to  Thee,  416;  A  Little  While, 

515. 

VonWartensee.X.  S.  (1786-1808),  ^.?  Horton,  381. 
VonWeber,CariMaria(1786-1826),  O'i  Wllmot,  445 

Webb,  George  James  (1803-1887),  E.  Webb  .  394 
Webbe,  Samuel  (1740-1816),  E,  Come,  ye  Discon- 
solate, 505. 
West,  Blisha  (  1795  ),  A,  Bdom  ....  124 
Wetmore,  Truman  S.  (1774-1861),  J.  America,  176 
White,  Edward  L.  (1800-1851),  X  Bristol  .498 
Williams,  Aaron  (1734-1776),  E.  Mear  ...  88 
Wilson,  Hugh  (1764-1824),  8.  Avon  (Martyrdom), 

468. 
Wood,  Abraham  (1752-1804),  A.    Doomsday.  219 
Woodbury ,  Isaac  Baker  (1810-1868),  A,    Talmar  or 

Dormance,  460;  Day  Dawn,  490. 
Wyeth,  John  (1792-1868),  ul.    Nettleton     •    .276 


Zeuner,    Heinrich    Christopher    (1796-1867),    6^. 
Missionary  Chant,  84. 
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SUGGESTIONS  AND  EXPLANATIONS. 


SUGGESTIONS  TO  SIKGEBS. 

Fint;  Learn  tunea  and  words  bo  thoroughly  that 
jon  can  aing  them  accurately  and  Independently 
without  notes,  words,  or  instruments. 

Second:  Practice  singing  without  instruments, 
or  with  only  stringed  Instruments  to  guide  the 
voice;  and  do  not  depend  upon  organs  or  keyed 
Instruments  when  learning  tiines. 

Third:  Do  not  think  that  half  an  hour's  slipshod 
discordant  singing,  by  persons  who  sing  neither 
with  the  spirit  nor  the  understanding,  constitutes  a 
**  Muise  service.'* 

Fourth :  Bemember  that  one  old  hymn  and  tune 
sung  properly,  is  worth  a  dozen  new  sougnand  tunes 
sung  carelessly. 

Fifth :  In  learning  a  new  piece,  read  the  words 
over  ill  concert,  pliunly,  before  singing  them ;  mas- 
tering the  sense,  and  pronouncing  every  word  dis- 
tinctly. 

Sixth :  Do  not  sing  so  fast  that  the  words  will  be 
lost  in  a  babel  of  cotmued  and  senseless  sounds,  and 
do  not  expect  a  large  congregation  to  sing  a  light 
tripping  tune  as  rapidly  as  it  can  be  sung  by  a  quar- 
tette choir. 

Seventh:  Sing  with  the  mouth  well  open,  but 
never  show  the  teethe  nor  allow  the  sounds  to  split 
and  divide  over  them,  producing  harsh  and  grating 
tones. 

Eighth:  Do  not  condemn  tunes  till  you  can  sing 
them,  or  till  you  have  heard  some  one  else  sing 
them  ns  they  should  be  sung ;  and  do  not  imagine 
that  you  can  sing  atv^  tune  correctly  till  you  can 
understand,  and  sympathize  with,  and  fove,  the 
words  you  are  singing. 

Ninth:  Do  not  expect  ungodly,  profane  and 
worldly  people  to  sing  the  Lord's  songs  acceptably, 
or  to  relish  spiritual  praise ;  and  if  those  who  pro- 
fess godliness  have  lost  the  spirit  of  song  out  of 
their  hearts,  do  not  imagine  that  those  who  have 
never  named  the  name  of  Christ  will  be  successfiil 
in  singing  the  high  praises  of  God,  whatever  price 
may  he  paid  them  for  such  service. 

Tenth :  Ask  godly,  devout,  mature,  intelligent  and 
sphitual  Christian  people  how  the  singing  can  be 
Improved,  and  carefully  consider  thehr  suggestions; 
—wisdom  is  not  confined  to  young  people. 

Eleventh :  Do  not  undertake  to  sing  this  book 
through  in  an  evening  or  in  a  week.  It  cannot  be 
done.  Study  it  patiently,  learn  its  hymns,  and  sing 
them  with  the  spiritand  with  the  understanding  also. 

Twelfth :  Let  the  leader  of  the  singing  go  througli 
the  Hymnal  used  in  the  desk,  and  plainly  mark  with 
an  X  or  some  other  mark,  all  the  tunes  which  can 
ordinarily  be  sung  without  diiBculty.  Let  two  such 
marks  be  used  to  designate  tunes  which  are  entirely 
familiar,  and  can  be  sung  at  any  time  without  hesita- 
tion. Similar  marks  can  be  used  in  the  index  to 
indicate  familiar  tunes  or  favorite  hymns.  Thus 
hymns  may  be  announced  at  any  moment  without 
the  liabilitv  and  embarrassment  of  failure,  and  one 
of  the  hin<irances  to  good  singing  avoided. 

THE  ABRANGEMENT  OF  THIS  HTllKAL 

Allows  several  hymns  to  be  sung  to  one  familiar 
tune,  and  also  usually  suggests  several  alternate 
tunes,  which  may  be  used  with  any  of  the  hymns; 
thus  avoiding  the  danger  of  wearing  out  favorite 
hvmns  and  tunes  by  perpetually  singing  them  to- 
gether, and  giving  hymns  which  may  have  become 
too  familiar  by  careless  singing,  the  power  of  a  fresh 


insphration  through  a  new  and  nuHre  foresftil  mnaloAl 
setting.  This  arrangement  of  hymns  and  tunes  ac- 
cording to  meters  has  prevented  any  classification  of 
hvmns  according  to  topics,  with  the  exception  of 
placing  the  opening  hymns  at  the  top  of  the  pages, 
and  the  <do»ing  hymn*  and  doxologiet  at  the  lower 
right  hand  corner  of  the  pages  on  which  they  occur. 
But  the  necessity  for  an  arrangement  of  hymns  ac- 
cording to  their  topics  is  met  by  the  elaborate 

CLASSIFIED  INDEX. 

The  plan  of  this  index  is  progressive,  covering 
the  whole  compass  of  Divine  revelation.  It  refers 
first  to  the  Creator  in  the  various  relations  he 
bears  to  mankind ;  then  to  the  Redeemer,  beginning 
with  the  glory  he  had  with  the  Father  before  the 
world  was,  and  following  on  through  his  earthly 
ministry  and  sacrifice,  hb  heavenly  exaltation,  to 
his  coming  again  and  final  triumph.  Then  follow 
hymns  concerning  the  Holy  Spirit,  the  glory  of  the 
GiMihead,  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  the  Holy  Angels. 
Then  there  are  hymns  concerning  man,  first  with- 
out God,  then  coming  to  God,  walking  with  God, 
and  finally  standing  acquitted  before  him  in  the 
day  of  Judgment.  There  are  also  hymns  concerning 
the  Church  of  God,  in  its  foundation,  its  assembling, 
its  worship,  its  warfare,  its  uniW,  and  its  fellbw- 
ship.  Then  there  are  hymns  for  times,  seasons,  and 
special  occasions ;  and  finally,  hymns  of  hope,  which 
voice  the  expectations  of  the  Church  of  Go4  in  its 
redemption,  victorv  and  great  reward. 

The  classified  index  thus  famishes  an  outline  of 
Scriptural  teaching,  and  makes  the  hymnal  not 
only  a  manual  for  sacred  song,  but  a  text-book  for 
the  study  of  the  revelation  which  God  has  given. 

EXPLANATIONS. 

1.  Names  of  authors  printed  in  iMie  type  indicate 
that  hjrmns  thus  distinguished  are  known  to  have 
undergone  more  or  less  revision  since  leaving  their 
authors  hands;  the  present  editor  having  seen 
reason  to  make  use  oi  the  revised  rather  than  the 
original  form  of  such  compositions.  Doubtless 
other  hymns,  if  compared  with  the  originals,  would 
give  evidence  of  like  revision ;  but  in  many  casea 
apparent  alterations  will  be  found  to  be  merely  a 
return  to  the  author's  original  text. 

2.  A  single  date  following  the  name  of  an  author 
gives  the  nme  when  the  composition  was  written  or 
published,  or  the  date  when  the  author  flourished. 
A  number  with  the  letter  b.  or  d.  prefixed,  indlcatea 
the  date  of  an  author's  birth  or  death ;  two  dates, 
connected  by  a  hyphen,  give  the  time  of  ftolA  birth 
and  death ;  while  a  date  preceded  bv  dr.,  i.  e.  efirea, 
or  about ^  indicates  that  the  precise  date  is  unknown, 
but  that  the  date  given  is  approximate  or  oo^Jeotttral. 
Accurate  Information  concerning  the  authorship  or 
date  of  any  hymn  or  tune,  will  be  thankAilly  re- 
ceived for  future  editions. 

3.  The  orrangemoni  denoted  by  **Arr."  includes 
all  such  alterations,  additions,  or  abridgments, 
either  of  hymns  or  tunes,  as  were  deemed  needftil 
to  adapt  them  to  the  present  purpose. 

4.  Hymns  known  to  be  abridged  have  "ab." 
placed  after  the  author's  name. 

0.  Figures  and  sec<md  marks  (")  under  the  names 
of  new  tunes,  are  designed  to  indicate  the  time  in 
which  they  should  be  sung.  Thus  on  page  230,  the 
figures  W*  show  that  tbi«  singing  of  the  tune  **  Holy 
Holy,"  should  occupy  6()  seconds,  or  one  minute. 
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SONGS  OF  PILGRIMAGE. 


Venite  Exultemus  Domino. 

DOUBLE  OHAVT. 


Wniiam  Boyce,  1710-1799. 


1.  Oh  I  come,  let  US  sing  un- 1  to  the  I  Lord ; 
Let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the  |  Bock 

of  I  our  sal —  |  vation. 
Let  us  come  before  his  presence  j  with 

thanks-  |  giving, 
And  make  a  joyful  noise  |  unto  |  him 

with  I  psalms. 

2.  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great —  |  God,  [and 

a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove  all  |  gods. 
In  his  hand  are  the  deep  places  |  of  the  | 

earth; 
The  strength  of  the  I  hills  is  I  his —  I  also. 

3.  The  sea  is  his,  |  and  he  ]  made  it  ;|  and 

his  hands  |  formed  the  dry—  |  land. 
Oh !  come,let  us  worship  |  and  bow  |  down; 
Let  us  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord,  our  | 

Maker. 

4.  For  he  |  is  our  |  God; 

And  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture, 
and  the  |  sheep  of  |  his —  I  hand. 

Oh,  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty 
of  holiness, 

Fear  be-  I  fore  him  I  all  the  I  earth. 


5.  Let  the  heaven  rejoice,  and  let  the  | 

earth  be  glad ; 
Let  the  sea  roar  |  and  the  |  fulness  | 

thereof. 
For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  j  to  judge 

I  the  earth ; 
He  shall  judge  the  world  with  righteousness, 
And  the  |  people  |  with  his  |  truth. 

6.  Glory  to  God  |  in  the  |  highest, 
And  on  earth  |  peace;  good  |  will  toward 

I  men. 
Hosanna  to  the  |  Son  of  |  David. 
Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of 
the  Lord;  |  Hosanna  |  in  the  |  highest. 

(1 


1.  Bless  the  Lord,  |  O  my  |  soul! 
And  all  that  is  within  me  |  bless  his  | 

holy  I  name. 
Bless  the  Lord  |  O  my  I  soul! 
And  for-  |  get  not  |  all  his  |  benefits: 

2.Whoforgivethall  |  thine  in-  |  iquities; 

Wlio  I  healeth  all  |  thy  dis-  |  eases ; 

Who  redeemeth  thy  life  |  from  de-  I 
struction ; 

Who  crowneth  thee  with  loving  (  kind- 
ness and  I  tender  i  mercies ; 


8.  Who  satisfieth  thy  mouth  with  |  good 

—  I  things ; 
So  that  thy  youth  is  re-  |  new-ed  |  like 

the  J  eagle's. 
The  Lord  executeth  righteous-  |  nessand 

I  judgment* 
For  I  all  that  |  are  op-  |  pressed ; 

4.  He  made  known  his  ways  |  unto  |  Moses, 
His  acts  unto  the  |  children  of  I  Isra- 1  el. 
The  Lord  is  merci-  |  f  al  and  |  gracious, 
Slowto  anger,  and  |  plenteous  (  in-  |  mercy. 

5.  The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  |  throne 

in  the  |  heavens ; 
And  his  kingdom  |  ruleth  |  over  |  all 
Bless  the  Lord,  ye  his  angels,  that  ex-  ' 

eel  in  I  strength. 
That  do  his  commandments,  hearkening 

unto  the  |  voice  of  |  his —  |  word! 

6. Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  |  ye  his  |  hosts! 
Ye    ministers  of  |  his,    that  |  do  his  j 

pleasure ! 
Bless  the  Lord,  all  his  works!   in  all 

places  of  I  his  do-  |  minion : 
Bless  the  |  Lord, —  |  O  my  |  soul' 
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Old  Hundred. 


L.   M. 


^^ 


Gttillaume  Pranck,  1543 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ;  Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
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Praise  him     above, 
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ye  heavenly  host;  Praise  Father,  Son,  and    Holy  Ghost, 
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Hamburgr* 


page  6.         Booking^hnm. 


page  8. 


page  28. 


8  Serve  the  Lord  with  glodneM.  t     ilt 

Psolm  c.  2.  L..  J*U 

Ye  nations  round  the  earth  rejoice : 
Before  the  Lord  your  Sovereign  King ; 
Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice 
With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  sing. 

The  Lord  is  God :  'Tis  he  alone 
Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give : 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own ; 
The  sheep  that  on  his  pastures  live. 

Enter  his  gates  with  songs  of  joy, 
With  praises  to  his  courts  repair; 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ 
To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 

The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind ; 
Great  is  his  grace,  his  mercy  sure ; 
And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  find 
His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 

L  Watts,  1719. 
A        Glory  and  majesty,  dorainion  and  power.      t 

Kow  unto  Him  who  by  his  power 
Can  keep  us  till  redemption's  hour. 
And  bring  us  to  behold  his  face, 
Faultless  and  with  exceeding  bliss ; 

To  Him,  the  great  Omniscient  One, 
Who  fills  the  universal  throne, — 
Be  glory,  majesty  and  power, 
Dominion,  now  and  evermore. 

lU  1885. 


We  are  his  people. 
Ftoolm  c.  3. 


L.  M. 


M. 


2 


All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell, 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice ; 
Him  serve  with  mirth,  his  praise  forth  tell. 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed ; 
Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make ; 
We  are  his  flock,  he  doth  us  feed. 
And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  us  take. 

Oh,  enter  then  his  gates  with  praise, 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto ; 
Praise,  laud  and  bless  his  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  forever  sure ; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

William  Kethe,  IMO. 

6Qloiy  to  Gtod  in  the  highest.  ▼     -u- 

Sin^  we  the  song  to  angels  given, 
Hi^  o^er  the  plains  of  Bethlehem; 
Glory  to  God  m  highest  heaven. 
And  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 

Loud  as  the  thunder's  mighty  roar 
Boll  back  the  anthem  to  the  sky ; 
And,  breaking  on  the  eternal  shore, 
May  its  glad  echoes  never  die. 

U.IS6S. 


®mit0  tofor^  ^h  yrt^mm  w^  JKia^^. 
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7£]iter  Into  His  gates  with  fhankflgivlDir.         -,     1^ 
Plalrac.4.  Ai.  M. 

With  one  consent  let  all  the  earth, 
To  €k>d  their  cheerful  voices  raise ; 
Glad  homage  pay,  with  awful  mirth, 
And  sing  before  him  songs  of  praise ; 

Convinced  that  he  is  God  alone, 
From  whom  both  we  and  all  proceed ; 
We,  whom  he  chooses  for  his  own. 
The  flock  which  he  vouchsafes  to  feed. 

Oh,  enter,  then,  his  temple  gate ; 
Thence  to  his  courts  devoutly  press ; 
And  still  your  grateful  hymns  repeat, 
And  still  his  name  with  praises  bless. 

For  he's  the  Lord  supremely  good ; 
His  mercy  is  forever  sure ; 
His  truth,  which  always  firmly  stood. 
To  endless  ages  shall  endure. 

Tate  and  Brady,  1606. 

8  0  sine  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song.  ^     -u- 

PialmxcvLl.  ^''  ^• 

Our  fathers'  God,  to  thee  we  raise 
United  songs  of  grateful  praise ; 
And  at  thy  throne  adoring  bend, 
Before  our  Maker,  Saviour,  Friend. 

From  the  vain  world,  O  Lord,  we  flee, 
To  hold  communion  sweet  with  Thee ; 
To  thee  our  hearts  and  souls  we  yield ; 
Be  thou  our  refuge,  sun  and  shield. 

Stretch  forth  thy  sceptre,  gracious  King, 
Accept  the  thanks  and  prayers  we  bring ; 
Fit  us  to  dwell  and  reign  with  thee. 
And  sing  thy  praise  eternally. 

H.  1878. 

9  Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  r     -^r 
Matthew  vi.  10.  l-"  ^' 

Let  all  that  wait  the  Coming  King, 
Now  to  his  name  sweet  praises  bring ; 
He  Cometh  quickly,  sound  it  high, 
TiU  echoes  meet  the  vocal  sky. 

Earth  shall  depart,  and  like  a  scroll, 
The  passing  heavens  together  roll ; 
For  Jesus'  faithful  words  shall  be 
Enduring  as  eternity. 

Now  let  thy  kingdom  come,  O  Lord, 
As  thou  hast  promised  in  thy  word — 
Fill  earth  with  glory  like  a  sea— 
Oh,  speak  the  word,  and  it  shall  be. 

Kmily  Clemen*  Peaiwn,  Utf. 


8 


1  i\  Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands,  t    -ilt 
IV  '  PwOm  6.1.  J'^'^ 

O  all  ye  lands,  in  God  rejoice  1 
With  gladness  serve  your  Lord  and  King ; 
In  strains  of  rapture  raise  your  voice 
And  joyous  in  his  presence  sing. 

Know  ye  Jehovah,  he  is  God. 
He  made  us  by  his  power  alone. 
We  are  his  flock ;  his  staff  and  rod 
Guide  us  in  peace  through  paths  unknown. 

Enter  with  thankfulness  his  gates, 
And  tread  his  courts  with  sacred  praise ; 
His  boundless  mercy  for  us  waits, 
His  truth  endures  to  endless  days. 

O  all  ye  lands,  in  God  rejoice; 
For  he  is  good,  a  gracious  friend. 
Exult,  ye  people  of  his  choice, 
Praise  him  in  strains  that  know  no  end. 

II.  1876, 

n  Brethren,  pray  forna.  t    -lt 

8  ThesB.  m.  1.  Ito  M. 

Father  of  mercies,  bow  thine  ear, 
Attentive  to  our  earnest  prayer ; 
We  plead  for  those  who  plead  for  thee ; 
Successful  pleaders  may  they  be. 

Clothe  Thou  their  words  with  power  divine, 
And  let  those  words  be  ever  thine ; 
To  them  thy  sacred  truth  reveal ; 
Suppress  their  fear,  inflame  their  zeal. 

Teach  them  to  sow  the  precious  seed ; 
Teach  them  thy  chosen  flock  to  feed ; 
Teach  them  thy  wandering  sheep  to  gain, 
Nor  let  them  labor,  Lord,  in  vain. 

Let  thronging  multitudes  around 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  joyful  sound ; 
In  humble  strains  thy  grace  adore. 
And  feel  thy  new  creating  power. 

JBa{famm  Btddomt^  ab.  1787. 

1  O        The  Lwd  blets  fhee,  and  keep  thee.  r     xr 

A«  Numbers  vi.  84.  ^  ^» 

Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord ; 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive. 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

Though  we  are  guilty.  Thou  art  good ; 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood ; 
Give  every  burdened  soul  release. 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 

Joseph  Hart,  IT'S. 
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H.  A.  C.  Molan,  1S30, 


ThouQreat    In-struc-tor,  lest    I  stray,  Oh,  teach  my  err- ing    feet  thy  vay; 
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Thy  truth  with   ev  -  er    fresh    delight.  Shall  guide  my  wandering  steps  aright. 


PiP  pi:ii 


Hebron* 


page  10.       Ward. 


page  12. 


fjljjJjlJJ-^l  (f/'JJ^N^lJJU.!   ^S 


Rocklngrliaiii.  page  8. 

3 


to  Tewshtnetlivway,  OLord.  T^  M 

lO  JPtolmlxxxvi.  11.  -^  •°^* 

2  How  oft  my  heart's  affections  yield, 
And  wander  o'er  the  world's  wide  field  I 
My  roving  passions,  Lord,  reclaim ; 
Unite  them  all  to  fear  thy  name. 

8  Then,  to  my  God,  my  heart  and  tongue 
With  all  their  powers  shall  raise  the  song ; 
On  earth  thy  glories  I'll  declare. 
Till  heav'n  th'immortal  notes  shall  hear. 

William  Goode,  1811. 

iA       MyvoloeBhaltthoahearinthemorninR.   y     -.r 
J.»  '  Psalm Y. 8.  ^  ^'' 

My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 
The  dawn  of  this  returning  day ; 
My  thoughts,  O  God,  ascend  to  thee. 
While  thus  my  early  vows  I  pay. 

I  yield  my  heart  to  thee  alone, 
Nor  would  receive  another  guest ; 
Eternal  king,  erect  thy  throne, 
And  reign  sole  monarch  in  my  breast. 

Oh,  bid  this  trifling  world  retire. 
And  drive  each  carnal  thought  away. 
Nor  let  me  feel  one  vain  desire, 
One  sinful  thought,  through  all  the  day. 

Thus,  to  thy  cpurts  when  I  repair. 
My  soul  shall  rise  on  joyful  wing. 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  declare, 
And  join  the  strains  which  ans^cls  sin/^. 

James  Uutton,  d.,  17U5. 


1  S  God  sent  not  his  8on...to  condemn  tlie  world. 
XO  Joim  iii.  17. 


L.  M. 


Not  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men 
Did  Christ  the  Son  of  God  appear ; 
No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  seen, 
No  flaming  sword  nor  thunder  there. 

Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 
He  loved  the  race  of  man  so  well, 
He  sent  his  Son  to  bear  our  load 
Of  sins,  and  save  our  souls  from  hell. 

Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word ; 
Trust  in  his  mighty  name,  and  live ; 
A  thousand  joys  his  lips  afford. 
His  hands  a  thousand  blessingsgive. 

L  Watts,  iToe. 

m       FMoethitnurh  the  blood  of  His  cross.         t    \x 
ID  CoLi.  20.  ^  ^• 

Hark  1  from  the  cross  a  voice  of  peace 
Bids  Sinai's  awful  thunder  cease  I 
Sinner,  that  voice  of  love  obey. 
From  Christ,  the  true,  the"  living  way. 

How  else  his  presence  wilt  thou  bear, 
When  he  in  judgment  shall  appear : 
When  slighted  love  to  wrath  shall  turn, 
And  all  the  earth  like  Sinai  burn? 

Now  from  the  cross  a  voice  of  peace 
Bids  Sinai's  awful  thunder  cease — 
O  sinner,  while  'tis  called  to-day, 
That  voice  of  saving  love  obey. 

Thomas  Cotterill,  18ip. 


|ii|  Tm^$i  «§nft  fipxn  h^nv  in  ISi^  ^nritwg.  i7-2i 


Thou  Shalt  euide  me  with  thy  coniuel. 
realm  buciii.  24. 


L.  M. 
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God  of  the  morning,  at  whose  voice 
The  cheerful  sun  makes  haste  to  rise, 
And  like  a  giant  doth  rejoice 
To  run  his  journey  through  the  skies, — 

From  the  fair  chambers  of  the  east 
The  circuit  of  his  race  begins ; 
And  without  weariness  or  rest 
Eound  the  whole  earth  he  flies  and  nhines. 

Oh,  like  the  sun  may  I  fulfill 
The  appointed  duties  of  the  day ; 
With  ready  mind  and  active  will 
March  on,  and  keep  my  heavenly  way. 

But  I  shall  rove  and  lose  the  race, 
If  God,  my  sun,  shall  disappear, 
And  leave  me  in  the  world's  wild  maze 
To  follow  every  wandering  star. 

Lord,  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pure. 
Enlightening  our  beclouded  eyes ; 
Thy  threatenings  just,  thy  promise  sure ; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 

Give  me  thy  counsel  for  my  guide, 
And  then  receive  me  to  thy  bliss ; 
All  my  desires  and  hopes  beside 
Are  faint  and  cold  compared  with  this. 

I.  Watts,  1700. 

1  Q       He  will  judge  the  world  in  righteousness,    t    -kt 
lO  ActBxvii.31.  ^-  ^I« 

That  fearful  day,  that  day  of  dread. 
When  thou shalt  judge  the  quick  and  dead ; 
0  God  1  I  shudder  to  foresee 
The  awful  things  which  then  shall  be ! 

When  thou  shalt  come,  thine  angels  round, 
With  legions,  and  with  trumpet  sound ; 
0  Saviour,  grant  me,  in  the  air. 
With  all  thy  saints,  to  meet  thee  there ! 

Weep,  O  my  soul !  ere  that  great  day. 
When  God  shall  shine  in  plain  array ; 
Oh !  weep  thy  sin,  that  thou  may'st  be 
In  that  severest  judgment  free! 

0  Christ !  forgive,  remit,  protect, 
And  set  thy  servant  with  th'  elect ; 
That  I  may  hear  the  voice,  that  calls 
The  righteous  to  thy  heavenly  halls ! 

Qieek,  Theodore,  cir.  820.    Tr,  J.  M.  Ncale,  1862. 

Arr.  Frederic  Mayer  fiird,  b.  1888.   5 


1  Q  O  snve  thanks  unto  the  Lord.  -r     -^r 

i.CF  Psalm  cvi.l.  ■'''•  -M^* 

Oil,  render  thanks  to  God  above, 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Whose  mercy  firm  through  ages  past 
Has  stood,  and  shall  forever  last. 

Wlio  can  his  mighty  deeds  express, 
Not  only  vast,  but  numberless? 
What  mortal  eloquence  can  raise 
His  tribute  of  immortal  praise? 

Extend  to  me  that  favor.  Lord, 
Thou  to  thy  chosen  dost  afford : 
When  thou  return'st  to  set  them  free, 
Let  thy  salvation  visit  me. 

Or  may  I  worthy  prove  to  see 
Thy  saints  in  full  prosperity ; 
That  I  the  joyful  choir  may  join. 
And  count  thy  people's  triumph  mine. 

Let  Israel's  God  be  ever  blessed, 
His  name  eternally  confessed ; 
Let  all  his  saints  with  full  accord 
In  solemn  hymns  exalt  their  Lord. 

Tate  and  Brady ^  ISffi,  <a>r. 

0/\  They  are  new  eveiy  momiug.  -.     •.. 

^V  X«unentation8iii.23.  *"  -"• 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love ! 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new ; 
And  morning  mercies  from  above. 
Gently  descend  like  early  dew. 

Thou  spread'st  the  curtain  of  the  night. 
Great  guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light. 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

I  yield  myself  to  thy  command ; 
To  thee  devote  my  nights  and  days ; 
Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand. 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

I.  Watts,  1709. 

0 1      Doers  of  the  Word,  and  not  hearers  only.      •,    xr 
«X  James  i.  22.  J«  M. 

Ere  to  the  world  again  we  go. 
Its  pleasures,  cares,  and  idle  show. 
Thy  grace  once  more,  O  God,  we  crave. 
From  folly  and  from  sin  to  save. 

May  the  great  truths  we  here  have  heard ; 
The  lessons  of  thy  holy  word — 
Dwell  in  our  inmost  bosoms  deep. 
And  all  our  souls  from  error  Keep. 

Unknown* 
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Hamburg. 


L.  M. 


Gregorian.  Arr*  L.  HnMm,  1B2S. 


1    Great  Husbandman,  at    thy    commahd,    We  sow  thy  seed  with     liberal    hand, — 


And,  mindful  of      thy    heavenly 


call,   Onward  we  go,     for  -  sak  -  Ing    all. 
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Bearing  precious  seed. 
FMum  cxzvi.  6. 


L.  M. 


2  On,  through  the  sad  and  weary  years, 
We  sow  the  precious  seed  with  tears ; 
And  stay  our  hearts  in  faith  sublime, 
With  prospects  of  the  harvest  time. 

8  Not  long  shall  we  in  sorrow  go, 
Not  long  endure  earth's  toil  and  woe ; 
For  He  who  bids  us  sow  and  weep, 
Shall  call  us  then  in  joy  to  reap. 

4  Then  shall  each  tearful  sower  come, 
And  bear  his  sheaves  in  triumph  home ; 
The  voice  long  choked  with  grief  ffhall  sing 
Till  heaven  with  shouts  of  triumph  ring. 

5  Thick  on  the  hills  of  light  shall  stand 
The  gathered  sheaves  from  every  land, 
While  they  that  sow,  and  they  that  reap, 
The  Harvest  Home  in  glory  keep. 

H.,  1865. 

QQ      The  Holy  Ohoct  sent  down  from  HesTen.   t     Ar 
•O  lPeti.l2.  ^  M. 

Assembled  here  with  one  accord, 
Calmly  we  wait  the  promised  grace,  — 
The  purchase  of  our  dying  Lord ; — 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  and  fill  the  place. 

Behold,  to  Thee  our  souls  aspire. 
And  languish  thy  descent  to  meet ; 
Eandle  in  each  thy  living  fire. 
And  fi:(  in  every  heart  thy  seat. 

C.  Wesley,  ab. 


i%A  Know  ye  that  the  Lord  he  is  God.  t     tlm 

«*  Faalmc.3..  ^  J»« 

Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice ; 
Let  every  land  his  name  adore ; 
Let  distant  isles  in  him  rejoice. 
And  sound  his  praise  from  shore  to  shore. 

Nations  attend  before  his  throne 
With  solemn  fear,  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone ; 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay  and  formed  us  men ; 
And  when,  like  wand'ring  sheep  we  strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

We  are  his  people ;  we  his  care ; 
Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name? 

We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs, 
High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise ; 
And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall  fiU  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command; 
Vast  as  eternity  thy  love ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand ^ 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

Itaac  WcatM,  17191  H..  187& 
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The  cares  of  this  world. .  choice  the  word,  t     -kj- 
Markiv.19.  ^*  M. 


Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares 
Tliat  life  which  God's  compassion  spares, 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot? 

Shall  God  invite  you  from  above? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  his  dying  love? 
Shall  troubled  conscience  ^ve  you  pain? 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain? 

Not  80  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue ; 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear 
When  the  decisive  hour  is  near. 

Almighty  Godj  thy  grace  impart ; 
Fix  deep  conviction  on  each  heart ; 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  God's  compassion  spares. 

niUip  Doddridge,  ab.  1751. 

OH  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor.  r     xr 

«0  Matt.  xi.  38.  I-  **. 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come  I 

Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am — ^poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I  I  come ! 

Just  as  I  am — ^thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve. 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I  I  come  1 

Just  as  I  am — ^thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  u 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  oome ! 

Charlotte  EUiott,  1841. 
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Who  shall  separate  iu? 
Rom.  vili.  S5. 


L.  M. 


Who  shall  the  Lord's  elect  condemn? 
Shall  God,  that  justifies  their  souls. 
Whose  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream. 
O'er  all  their  sins  divinely  rolls? 

Who  shall  adjudge  the  saints  to  hell? 
Shall  Christ,  that  suffered  in  their  stead? 
Their  great  salvation  to  fulfil, 
Behold  him  rising  from  the  dead. 

•He  lives  I  he  lives !  and  sits  above, 
Forever  interceding  there : 
Who  shall  divide  us  from  his  love. 
Or  who  shall  tempt  us  to  despair? 

Shall  persecution,  or  distress. 
Famine,  or  sword,  or  nakedness? 
He  that  hath  loved  us,  bears  us  througli. 
And  makes  us  more  than  conquerors,  too. 

Faith  hath  an  overcoming  power, 
It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour : 
Christ  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope, 
Nor  can  we  sink  with  such  a  prop. 

Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do. 

Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  powers  below, 

Shall  cause  his  mercy  to  remove, 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Christ,  our  love. 

/.  Watts,  1707. 
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His  Kingdom  ruleth  over  all. 
Bsalm  ciii.  19. 


L.  M. 


7 


Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong ; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song ; 
His  wondrous  names  and  powers  rehearse, 
His  honors  shall  enrich  your  verse.  » 

He  comes  arrayed  in  burning  fiames : 
Justice  and  vengeance  are  his  names : 
Behold  his  fainting  foes  expire 
Like  melting  wax  before  the  fire. 

The  widow  and  the  fatherless 
Fly  to  his  aid  in  sharp  distress : 
In  him  the  poor  and  hopeless  find 
A  judge  that's  just,  a  father  kind. 

Proclaim  him  king,  pronounce  him  blest. 
He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  rest ; 
When  terrors  rise,  and  nations  faint, 
God  is  the  strength  of  every  saint. 

I.  Watts.  ab.,in9. 
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L.  Mason,  1832. 
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1       O  Christ,  who  didst  for  sinners  weep,  Give  us    to  feel  thy  sympathy; 


Help  us     lo  seek  thy  wandering  sheep.  And  win  the  per-ish-ing  to  thee. 
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He  beheld  the  city,  and  wept  over  it 
Luke  xix.  41. 


L.   M. 


28 

2  Oh,  that  we  might  the  burden  feel, 
The  groanings  that  we  cannot  speak ; 
The  kindlings  of  a  godly  zeal, 

The  vile  to  save,  the  lost  to  seek. 

3  Saviour  divine,  to  us  impart 
The  tender  love,  the  tearful  eye. 
The  fervor  of  a  longing  heart 
That  would  not  have  the  sinner  die. 

4  Help  us  the  precious  seed  to  bear. 
And  sow  in  tears  while  here  we  roam. 
Till  we  at  last  return  with  joy 

And  shout  the  eternal  harvest  home. 

H.1865. 


This  is  the  gate  of  heaven. 
Gen.xxviii.17. 


L.  M. 


SO 

How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhile, 
And  seek  the  presence  of  our  Lord  I 
Dear  Saviour!  on  thy  people  smile. 
And  come,  according  to  thy  word. 

From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat. 
That  we  may  here  converse  with  thee : 
Ah  I  Lord  1  behold  us  at  thy  feet  ;— 
Let  this  the  gate  of  heaven  be. 

Chief  of  ten  thousand  1  now  appear, 
That  we  by  faith  may  see  thy  face : 
Oh  I  speak,  that  we  thy  voice  may  hear, 
Vnd  let  thv  presence  fill  this  place. 

•^    ^  Thomas  Kelly,  1809. 


Q1  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor.  t     -kw 

01  Matt.  xi.  28.  ^'  -M* 

Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  souls ; 
Ye  heavy-laden  sinners,  come ; 
I'll  give  you  rest  from  all  your  toils. 
And  raise  you  to  my  heavenly  home. 

They  shall  find  rest  who  learn  of  Me ; 
I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind ; 
But  passion  rages  like  the  sea, 
And  pride  is  restless  as  the  wind. 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  shoulders  take 
My  yoke,  and  bear  it  with  delight : 
My  yoke  is  easy  to  his  neck ; 
My  grace  shall  make  the  burden  light. 

Jesus,  we  come  at  thy  command, 
With  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal: 
Resign  our  spirits  to  tliy  hand, 
To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 

I.  Watts,  ITOe. 


I  will  satisfy  her  poor  with  bread. 
Pualm  cxxxii.  lo. 


L.  M. 


8 


S2 

Confirm  the  hope  thy  Word  allows : 
Behold  us  waiting  to  be  fed ; 
Bless  the  provision  of  thy  house. 
And  satisfy  thy  poor  with  bread. 

Drawn  by  thy  invitation,  Lord, 
Hungry  and  thirsty  we  are  come ; 
Now,  from  the  fullness  of  thy  Word, 
Feast  us,  and  send  us  thankful  home. 

John  Newton,  1779. 
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'WorOn'  is  the  Lamb. 
Kiev.  V.  12. 


L.  M. 


Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs, 
With  hearts  and  voices  swell  the  strain ; 
The  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs ; — 
•'Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 

Slain  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 
To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain, 
And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God ; 
*' Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 

To  him  who  suffered  on  the  tree, 
Our  souls,  at  his  souPs  price,  to  gain, 
Blessing,  and  praise,  and  glory  be ! — 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 

To  him,  enthroned,  by  filial  right 

All  power  in  heaven  and  earth  pertain, 

Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might ; — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain !" 

• 

Come,  Holy  Spirit !  from  on  high, 
Our  faith,  our  hope,  our  love  sustain. 
Living  to  sing,  and  dying  cry, — 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 

James  Montgomery,  1841. 
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A  quiet  and  peaceable  life. 
1  Tim.  ii.  2. 


L,  M. 


Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they 
Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardoned  sin  I 
Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea, 
Their  minds  have  heaven  and  peace  within. 

The  day  glides  swiftly  o'er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love ; 
And  soft  and  silent  as  the  shades, 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 

Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on, 
But  fly  not  half  so  swift  away ; 
Their  souls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 
And  calm  as  summer  evenings  be. 

How  oft  they  view  the  heavenly  hills. 
Where  groves  of  living  pleasure  grow, 
And  longing  hopes  and  cheerful  smiles 
Sit  undisturbed  upon  their  brow ! 

They  scorn  to  seek  earth's  golden  toys. 
But  spend  tlie  day  and  share  the  night 
In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  heaven  prepares  for  their  delight. 

J.  Watts,  1709. 


OR     lie  that  glorieth,  let  him  glory  in  the  LoiA.   t     -^ 
OO  '^        lCor.i.3L  J*  ■»• 

Let  not  the  wise  his  wisdom  boast; 
The  mighty  glory  in  his  might ; 
The  rich  in  flattering  riches  trust. 
Which  take  their  everlasting  flight. 

The  rush  of  numerous  years  bears  down 
The  most  gigantic  strength  of  man ; 
And  where  is  all  his  wisdom  gone. 
When  dust  he  turns  to  dust  again? 

One  only  gift  can  justify 
The  boasting  soul  that  knows  his  God ; 
When  Jesus  doth  his  blood  apply, 
I  glory  in  his  sprinkled  blood. 

The  Lord  my  righteousness  I  praise ; 
I  triumph  in  the  love  divine. 
The  wisdom,  wealth,  and  strength  of  grace, 
In  Christ  to  endless  ages  mine. 

C.  Wesley. 
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QO  Boldness  in  the  day  of  judgment.  t     -hr 

OO  iJohniv.ir.  I"  M. 

When  a  few  swiftly  fleeting  years 
Of  mortal  life  are  past  away, 
I  at  the  judgment  must  appear. 
And  face  the  terrors  of  that  day. 

How  shall  I  stand  before  that  throne? 
How  meet  the  Judge  who  died  for  me? 
If  here  I  shrink  his  name  to  own. 
Then  he  will  be  ashamed  of  me. 

Saviour  divine,  thy  grace  impart ; 
In  me  thy  mercy  rich  display ; 
So  shall  my  pardoned,  strengthened  heart 
Have  boldness  in  the  judgment  day. 

U.,  1865. 

QT  ^  mm  we  live  and  move  and  have  our  being,  r     «« 
0#  Actexvii.28.    .  *    L.  M. 

O  Thou  in  whom  we  live  and  move, 
Fountain  of  mercy,  God  of  Love ; 
Glory  and  praise  to  thee  belong, — 
Great  God,  accept  our  parting  song. 

Guide  us  by  thine  almighty  hand. 
Bind  us  by  love's  eternal  band ; 
Keep  us  while  we  shall  sojourn  here. 
Blameless,  till  Christ  our  Lord  appear. 

O  Thou  in  whom  we  move  and  live, 
To  us  Thy  parting  blessing  givo ; — 
So  shall  we  ever  praise  the  name 
Of  God,  and  Obnst  the  spbtless  Lamb. 

H.,  1865. 


38-41 


L.  M. 
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1  Thou  Prince  of     glory,    slain  for  me,  Breathing  forgiveness  in  thy  prayer; 


I 


That  loving,     melting  look    I     see,    That  bursting  sigh,  that  tender  tear. 


page  8.         Ward. 
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page  12. 


Hamburg. 


page  6. 


Father,  f oigire  them. 
LiikeniiL84. 


Xm   a* 


88 

2  Can  I  behold  that  closing  eye, 
Still  fixed  on  me,  still  beaming  love ; 
And  can  I  see  my  Saviour  die, 
Nor  feel  one  holy  passion  move? 

8  Let  me  but  hear  thy  dying  voice 
Pronounce  forgiveness  in  my  breast ; 
My  trembling  spirit  shall  rejoice, 
And  feel  the  calm  of  heavenly  rest. 

4  Lord,  thine  atoning  blood  apply. 
And  life  or  death  is  sweet  to  me; 
In  life's  last  hour,  thy  presence,  nigh. 
From  fear  shall  set  my  spirit  free. 

Wm.  Bengo  Collyer,  1812. 


Do  this  in  remembrance  of  me. 
LukezsdilU. 


L.  K. 


89 

For  us  the  Lamb  of  God  did  bleed,— 
For  sins  and  crimes  which  we  have  done ; 
For  us  he  lives  to  intercede, 
And  pray  before  his  Father's  throne. 

For  us  he  gave  the  broken  bread ; 
For  us  in  love  he  poured  the  wine: 
Memorials  of  the  blood  he  shed ; 
Memorials  of  his  grace  divine. 

Shall  we  for  whom  his  blood  was  poured, 
Unmoved  the  sacred  emblems  see? 
Shall  we  forget  our  Saviour's  word, 
^'Po  this  in«iemory  of  me"? 

"  U..  1878. 


AfX  TheworldbatethTon.  t     xr 

*V  Johnxv.lSi  ^^  ^^» 

Jesus,  we  would  no  longer  be 
Loved  by  the  world  that  hated  thee ; 
But  patient  in  thy  footsteps  go. 
Thy  sorrow,  as  thy  joy,  to  know. 

"We  would,  and  oh,  bestow  the  power, 
With  meekness  meet  the  darkest  hour; 
The  shame  despise,  however  tried, 
For  thou  wast  scorned  and  crucified. 

Master,  to  thee  we  now  would  cleave, 
Content  for  thee  all  else  to  leave ; 
Thy  cross  to  bear,  thy  steps  to  trace. 
Strong  in  thine  all-sufficient  grac^. 

For  soon  must  pass  the  'kittle  while, '^ 
And  joy  shall  crovm  thy  servant's  toil ; 
Our  sure  reward,  to  hear  thee  own 
Our  names  before  the  Father's  throne. 

C.  Wesley,  1708-1787.    J.  O.  Deck,  b.  1802. 


In  evenrthing  give  thanks. 
IThess.  ▼.  18. 


L.  M. 


41 

Lord,  by  thy  constant  bounty  fed, 
We  give  thee  thanks  for  daily  bread ; 
And  pray  that  thou  our  souls  wilt  feed 
With  food  divine  in  time  of  need. 

Not  bread  alone  can  make  us  live, 
But  every  word  that  thou  dost  give ; 
So  feed  us,  till  thy  face  we  see, 
And  at  thy  table  feast  with  thee. 

H.,  1886. 


10 
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^O  Gathered  tofrether  in  mj  lutme.  ▼     xr 

40  MotCxviii.  20.  li.  M. 

Apart  from  every  worldly  care ; 
We  bow  before  thee,  Lord,  in  prayer; 
And  as  our  one,  our  only  claim, 
We  lisp  our  blessed  Jesus'  name. 

May  the  blest  Spirit,  Father,  now, 
Each  heart  in  holy  reverence  bow ; 
And  may  our  feeble  breathings  rise 
To  thee  like  holy  sacrifice. 

Our  need  is  known,  for  thou  art  nigh, 
And  thou  canst  every  need  supply ; 
Boundless,  dear  Father,  is  thy  store, 
Remember  us  I  we  ask  no  more. 

Albert  Midbme,  h.  IflBS. 


Adorn  the  doctrine. 
TituBii.  10-14. 


L.  M. 


48 

So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess, 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine, 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  Gk)d, 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within. 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passion  and  envy,  lust  and  pride ; 
While  justice,  temperance,  truth  and  love, 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  faith  stuids  leaning  on  his  word. 

I.  Watta,  17(W. 


By  the  croaa  of  Jesos. 
Johnzix.8A. 


L.  M. 


4t4 

Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that  pressed 
Around  thee  on  the  cursed  tree, 
Some  loyal,  loving  hearts  were  there. 
Some  pitying  eyes  that  wept  for  thee. 

Like  them  may  we  rejoice  to  own 
Our  dying  Lord,though  crowned  with  thorn ; 
Like  thee  thy  blessed  self,  endure 
The  cross  with  all  its  joy  and  scorn. 

Thy  clross,  thy  lonely  path  below, 
Show  what  thy  brethren  all  should  be : 
Pilgrims  on  earth,  disowned  by  those 
Who  see  no  beauty,  Lord,  in  thee. 

Edward  Denny,  lg48. 
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«Be  thoQ  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord  all  the  day.   «     ix 

Now  that  the  daylight  fills  the  sky, 
Lift  we  our  hearts  to  God  on  high, 
That  he  in  all  we  do  or  say 
Would  keep  us  free  from  harm  to-day. 

May  he  restrain  our  tongues,  le'st  strife 
Break  forth  to  mar  the  peace  of  life ; 
And  guard  with  watchful  care  our  eyes 
From  earth's  absorbing  vanities. 

Oh,  may  our  inmost  hearts  be  pure, 
Our  thoughts 'from  folly  kept  secure, 
The  pride  of  fieshly  sense  subdued 
By  temperate  use  of  drink  and  food. 

So  when  the  daylight  leaves  the  sky. 
And  nighf  s  dark  hours  once  more  are  nigh, 
May  we,  unsoiled  by  sinful  stain. 
Sing  glory  to  our  God  again. 

Latin,  Tr.  John  M.  Neale,  IfVn. 

AO      I  wiU  lay  me  down  in  peace  and  deep,        ^    -&r 
*0  ^       P.almlv.8.  L.  M. 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on ; 
Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days ; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ; 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past : 
He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

In  vain  the  sons  of  earth  or  hell 
Tell  me  a  thousand  frightful  things ; 
My  God  in  safety  makes  me  dwell 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 

Faith  in  thy  name  forbids  my  fear ; 
Oh,  may  thy  presence  ne'er  depart  I 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  thy  heart. 

Thus  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  fiesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

L  Watts,  ah.  UW. 


47-49 
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Ward. 


L.  M. 


Scotch,  arr.  L.  Mason,  1890. 
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1      Be  still  1  be  still  1  for  all  around,     On    either      hand,   is  ho-ly ground: 
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Here,  in  Ms  house,  the  Lord  to-day  Will    listen,      while  his  peo-ple  pray. 


Welton. 
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page  10. 


^m 


^ 


S2Z 


s 


^ 


WelU. 

■h — 


P 


page  18. 


-9- 


m 


s 


AT  The  Lord  is  in  his  holy  temple.  j     i^r 

2  Thou,  tossed  upon  the  waves  of  care. 
Ready  to  sink  with  deep  despair. 
Here  ask  relief,  with  heart  sincere, 
And  thou  shall  find  that  God  is  here. 

3  Thou  who  hast  dear  ones  far  away. 
In  foreign  lands  'mid  ocean's  spray. 
Pray  for  them  now,  and  dry  tlie  tear. 
And  trust  the  God  who  listens  here. 

4  Thou  who  art  mourning  o'er  thy  sin. 
Deploring  guilt  that  reigns  within. 
The  God  of  peace  is  ever  near; 

The  troubled  spirit  meets  him  here. 

Unknown. 

JLQ     Pray  ye  therefore  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest,    j     ^. 
40  Lnkc  X.  2.  ^"^  ^^' 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  bend  thine  ear. 
In  Zion's  heritage  appear; 
Oil,  send  forth  laborers  filled  with  zeal, 
Swift  to  obey  their  Master's  will. 

Our  lifted  eyes,  O  Lord,  behold 
The  ripening  harvest  tinged  with  gold ; 
Wide  nelda  are  opening  to  our  view, 
The  work  is  great,  the  laborers  few. 

Led  by  thine  own  almighty  hand. 
Let  Zion's  sons,  in  many  a  band, 
Arise  to  bless  the  dying  race, 
As  heralds  of  redeeming  grace. 

Thomu  Hastings,  d.  1872. 


12 


At%  Ood  is  onr  ref  nee  and  strength.  ^     xr 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints, 
When  storms  of  dark  distress  invade : 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  present  with  Ids  aid. 

Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there  ; 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world, 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide ; 
While  every  nation,  every  shore. 
Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God ; 
Life,  love  and  joy  still  gliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  Word, 
That  all  our  raging  fear  controls : 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford. 
And  gives  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 

I.  Wuttit,  1719. 
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I  count  all  things  but  loss. 
Phil.  iii.  8. 


L.  M. 


Wten  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

Forbid  it,  Lord  I  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree ; 
Then  I  am  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  aU  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

L  Watts,  1709. 

R1  For  your  sakes  he  became  poor.  -w      -.f- 

Ol  2Cor.viii.9.  ^"  ^« 

O  thou,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 
The  friend  who  all  thy  misery  bore ; 
Let  every  idol  be  forgot. 
But,  O  my  soul,  forget  him  not. 

Jesus  for  thee  a  body  takes, 
Thy  guilt  assumes,  thy  fetters  breaks, 
Discharging  all  thy  dreadful  debt ; 
And  canst  thou  e'er  such  love  forget? 

Renounce  thy  works  and  ways  with  grief, 
And  fly  to  this  most  sure  relief ; 
Nor  him  forget,  who  left  his  throne 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  his  own. 

Infinite  truth  and  mercy  shine 
In  him,  and  he  himself  is  thine : 
And  canst  thou  then,  with  sin  beset. 
Such  charms,  such  matchless  charms  forget  ? 

Ah,  no :  when  all  things  else  expire. 
And  perish  in  the  general  fire, 
This  name  all  others  shall  survive. 
And  through  eternity  shall  live. 

KhrianttPal,  tr.J*  Marshman,  1801. 
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Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
2  Cor.  vL  2. 


Htm     M« 


Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within. 
Oft  whispered  to  thy  secret  soul. 
Urged  thee  to  leave  the  ways  of  sin. 
And  yield  thy  heart  to  God's  control? 

Hath  something  met  thee  in  the  path 
Of  worldliness  and  vanity. 
And  pointed  to  the  coming  wrath, 
And  warned  thee  from  that  wrath  to  flee? 

• 

Sinner,  it  was  a  heavenly  voice, — 
It  was  the  Spirit's  gracious  call ; 
It  bade  thee  make  the  better  choice. 
And  haste  to  seek  in  Christ  thine  all. 

Spurn  not  the  call  to  life  and  light ; 
Regard  in  time  the  warning  kind ; 
That  call  thou  mayest  not  always  slight, 
And  yet  the  gate  of  mercy  find. 

God's  Spirit  will  not  always  strive 
With  hardened,  self-destroying  man ; 
Ye,  who  persist  his  love  to  grieve, 
May  never  hear  his  voice  again. 

Sinner,  perhaps  this  very  day 

Thy  last  accepted  time  may  be ; 

O,  shouldst  thou  grieve  him  now  away. 

Then  hope  may  never  beam  on  thee. 

Abigail  Bradley  Hyde,  1824. 
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The  evening  oblation. 
Daniel  ix.  21. 


L.  M 


18 


O  Holy  Father,  'mid  the  calm 
And  stillness  of  this  evening  hour, 
We  lift  to  thee  our  solemn  psalm. 
To  praise  thy  goodness  and  thy  power. 

For  over  us,  and  over  all, 

Thy  tender  mercies  still  extend, 

Nor  vainly  shall  thy  children  call 

On  thee,  their  Father  and  their  Friend. 

Kept  by  thy  goodness  through  the  day, 
Thanksgiving  to  thy  name  we  pour ; 
Night  o'er  us,  with  its  stars, — ^we  pray 
Thy  love  to  guard  us  evermore. 

In  grief  console,  in  gladness  bless. 
In  darkness  guide,  in  sickness  cheer; 
Till,  perfected  in  righteousness. 
Before  thy  throne  our  souls  appear. 

W.  U.  Burleigh,  d.  1871, 


54-65 
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Uxbridse. 


L.  M. 


L.  Mason,  1830. 


1      How  do    thy  mercies  close  me  round  I  For-  ev-er    be  thy  name  adored; 
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I  blush  in     all  things  to    abound ;    The  servant  is     above    his  Lord  I 


Hamburff. 
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M         Under  the  shadov  of  the  Almighty.  •,      xr 

2  Inured  to  poverty  and  pain, 
A  suffering  life  my  Master  led : 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Man, 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

3  But  lo !  a  place  he  hath  prepared 
For  me,  whom  watchful  angels  keep : 
Yea,  he  himself  becomes  my  guard ; 
He  smooths  my  bed,  and  gives  me  sleep. 

4  Jesus  protects ;  my  fears,  be  gone  I 
What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move? 
Safe  in  thy  arms  I  lay  me  down, 
Thy  everlasting  arms  of  love. 

6  While  thou  art  intimately  nigh, 
Who,  who  shall  violate  my  rest? 
Sin,  earth,  and  hell  I  now  defy ; 
I  lean  upon  my  Saviour's  breast. 

6  I  rest  beneath  the  Almighty's  shade : 
My  griefs  expire,  my  troubles  cease : 
Thou,  Lord,  on  whom  my  soul  is  stayed, 
Wilt  keep  me  still  in  peiiect  peace. 

7  Me  for  thine  own  thou  lov'st  to  take. 
In  time  and  in  eternity : 

Thou  never,  never  wilt  forsake 
A  helpless  worm  that  trusts  in  thee. 

C.  Wealey. 


fSC  How  amiable  are  thy  tabeniAcles.  w     -u 

tM/  Fwitaii  IxscoT.  L  *^  ^'^' 

How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 
O  Lord  of  Hosts,  thy  dwelling  are  I 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  famts 
To  meet  the  assemblies  of  thy  saints. 

My  flesh  would  rest  in  thine  abode ; 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  GU)d ; 
My  God,  my  King,  why  should  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joys  and  thee? 

Blest  are  the  saints,  who  dwell  on  high, 
Around  thy  throne  of  majesty ; 
Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above. 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 

Blest  are  the  souls  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace ; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays, 
And  seek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praise. 

Blest  are  the  men  whose  hearts  are  set 
To  find  the  way  to  Zion's  gate ; 
God  is  their  strength ;  and,  through  the  road, 
They  lean  upon  their  helper,  God. 

Cheerful  they  walk,  with  growing  strength, 
Till  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  length ; 
Till  all  before  thy  face  appear, 
And  join  in  nobler  worship  there. 


U 


I.  Wattn.  me.  ab. 


l%4^^i^%  ^itt^h  yhrftiA. 
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The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God. 
Psalm  xix.  jl 


I..  M. 


The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord ; 
In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
And  nights  and  days,  thy  power  confess. 
But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ, 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  convey  thy  praise 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stahd ; 
So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest. 
Till  tlirough  the  world  thy  truth  has  run ; 
Till  Christ  lias  all  tlie  nations  blessed 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise. 
Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light ; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 
Thy  la;ws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

X  Watts,  1T19,  ab. 

07    I  ^if^  come  tuito  the«,  and  I  will  ble«s  thee,    t     -%r 
Ui  Exodus  zx.  24.  ^■"   ^* 

Great  God  of  truth  and  righteousness. 
Wilt  thou  on  earth  thy  name  record? 
And  wilt  th6u  come  to  us  and  bless 
The  humble  followers  of  the  Lord? 

Where  in  thy  name  but  two  or  three 
Meet  to  uplift  their  prayerful  hands. 
Thou  in  the  midst  of  them  wilt  be, 
For  thus  thy  sacred  promise  stands. 

0  dwell  with  us  thou  King  of  kings, 
And  may  we  still  abide  in  thee. 
And  in  the  shadow  of  thy  wings, 
May  we  our  trust  and  refuge  see. 

Here  be  thy  saints*  petitions  heard ; 
Here  be  thy  praise  devoutly  sung ; 
Here  be  thy  testifying  word. 
Declared  by  many  a  glowing  tongue. 

And  when  in  glory  we  appear, 
Iq  that  eternal,  joyful  mom, 
May  it  be  found  that  even  here 
Many  for  endless  life  were  bom. 

"  H.,  1866. 
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With  bands  of  lore. 
Hosea  xL  4. 


L.  H. 


1 


O  Christ,  who  hast  prepared  a  place 
For  us  around  thy  throne  of  grace. 
We  pray  thee,  lift  our  hearts  above, 
And  draw  them  with  the  cords  of  level' 

Source  of  all  good,  thou,  gracious  Lord, 
Art  our  exceeding  great  reward ; 
How  transient  is  our  present  pain, 
How  boundless  our  eternal  gain  I 

With  open  face  and  joyful  heart. 
We  then  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art : 
Our  love  shall  never  cease  to  glow, 
Our  praise  shall  never  cease  to  flow. 

Thy  never-failing  grace  to  prove, 
A  surety  of  thine  endless  love. 
Send  down  thy  Holy  Ghost,  to  be 
The  raiser  of  our  souls  to  thee. 

O  future  Judge,  Etemal  Lord, 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  and  adored  I 
To  God  the  Father,  King  of  heaven, 
And  Holy  Ghost,  like  praise  be  given. 

Latin.  J.  B.  de  Santenil,  1689.    IV.  J.  Chandler,  1887. 

RQ       Choose  you  this  day  whom  ye  will  serve,     t     -&# 
OU  '        Joduixxiv.lS.  I-  M. 

Oh,  do  not  let  the  word  depart. 
And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light. 
Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved, — ^why  not  to-night  ? 

To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long-deluded  sight. 
This  is  the  time ;  oh,  then,  be  wise ! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved, — why  not  to-night  ? 

Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still. 
And  wilt  thou  thus  his  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  once  thy  stubborn  will. 
Thou  wouldst  1)8  savecC — why  not  to-night? 

The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give ; 
It  has  no  new,  no  pure  delight. 
Oh,  try  the  life  which  Christians  live ! 
Thou  wouldst  he  saved, — ^why  not  to-night  ? 

Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 
Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite. 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun. 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved. — why  not  to-night? 

Elizabeth  Holmes  Reed,  1842. 
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Federal  Street. 


L.  M. 


H.  IC  Oliver,  1832. 


With  tearful  eyes    I     look  around, -Life  seems  a   dark  and  stormy  sea; 

J  J  J.J  ^ 


m^ 


Yet  'midst  the  gloom  I  hear    a  sound,  A  heavenly  whisper,  - '  *Come  to  me  ? 


E 


m 


Ts: 


Mf  nr  f'1:^ 


Rookingrlukm* 


page  8.         Windhanu 


page  22L         Old  Hundred. 


page  2. 


(f'JlJj-J^lrr-^l   ^jiJ^'^-J|JJj1   ^JJlJ.ijjiJ^J-! 


0/\  Come  untome,  all  ^e  that  labor.  t     \I 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ; 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee : 
Oh  I  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed, 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  * '  Come  to  me ! " 

3  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ; 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee ; 
Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 

I  am  thy  j)ortion ; — *'  Come  to  me  1 " 

4  O  voice  of  mercy !  voice  of  love  1 
In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony, 
Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above  I 
And  gently  whisper, — *  *  Come  to  me  I " 

Charlotte  Elliott,  ab.  1885. 
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I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  ffoepel. 
Bom.  i.  Iti. 


Ito  "HL* 


The  great  day  of  his  ^rrath  is  come. 


L.  M. 


0 1  The  great  day  o: 

Ol  Itev.vLir. 

That  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day? 

When,  shrivelling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll ; 
When  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead ; 

Oh !  on  that  day,  that  wrathful, day. 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  thou,  O  Christ  I  the  sinner's  stay. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

Lat.  Thomas  of  Oelaao,  1230.    Tr,  Walter  Scott,  1805. 


16 


Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  asliamed  of  thee? 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise. 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  ? 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star ; 
He  sheds  tlie  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon ; 
Tis  midnight  with  my  soul,  till  he. 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bid  darkness  flee- 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  1  that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  bliss  depend? 
No ;  when  I  blush  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus  I  yes,  I  may. 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away. 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain ; 
And^  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  mc  I 

Joaeph  Oriuot  1764 1  alt  by  BenJ.  Francis,  1787. 
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There  I  will  meet  yrifh  thee. 
£xod.xxv.2a. 


M.ies 


From  every  stonny  mnd  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; — 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  place,  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, — 
A  place,  than  all  besides,  more  sweet ; 
It  IS  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend, 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

Ah,  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid. 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed, — 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat — 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy  seat? 

There,  there,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat  1 

Oh  I  may  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still, 
This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat! 

Hugh  StoweD,  las. 


God  be  merciful  to  me. 
LuJuxviiLlS. 


Jm  31. 


OA  Woe  ip  me,  for  I  am  undone. 

V*  ^    Ihu  vL  1-6. 


I^  M. 


Jesus,  whose  glory's  streaming  rays, 
Though  duteous  to  thy  high  command. 
Not  seraphs  view  with  open  face, 
But  veiled  before  thy  presence  stand  I 

How  shall  weak  eyes  of  flesh,  weighed  down 
With  sin,  and  dim  with  error's  night, 
Dare  to  behold  thy  awful  throne. 
Or  view  thy  unapproached  light? 

Thy  golden  sceptre  from  above 
Reach  forth ;  lo  I  my  whole  heart  I  bow ; 
Say  to  my  soul,  "Thou  art  my  love ; 
Hy  chosen  midst  ten  thousand,  tliou.^* 

0  Jesus,  full  of  grace  I  the  sighs 
Of  a  sick  heart  with  pity  view  1 
Hark  1  how  my  silence  8))eaks,  and  cries, 
"Mercy,  thou  God  of  mercy,  show!" 

W.  C.*l>eMler,  1080-1722.    Tr.  J.  Wesley,  ab.  1738. 
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With  broken  heart  and  c<mtrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  I  cry ; 
Thy  pardoning  ^race  is  rich  and  free : 

0  God!  be  merciful  to  me! 

1  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast, 
With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  oppressed ; 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea : 

O  God !  be  merciful  to  me ! 

Far  off  I  stand,  with  tearful  eyes. 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies ; 
But  thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see : 
O  God !  be  merciful  to  me ! 

Nor  alms  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 
To  Calvary  alone  I  flee : 

0  God  I  be  merciful  to  me ! 

And  when  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
With  all  the  ransomed  throng  I  dwell, 
My  raptored  song  shall  ever  be, 
God  has  been  merciful  to  me ! 

Comeliiu  £lycn»  1852. 

A  A  And  that  Ro«k  wiu  Christ  *     xr 

OO  lCor.x.4.  !'•  ^** 

Eternal  Rock ! — ^to  thee  I  flee ; 
In  thy  rent  fissure  would  I  hide : 
No  rill  of  mercy  flows  to  me. 
But  issues  from  thy  wounded  side. 

Earth's  fondest  hopes  and  brightest  dreams. 
Are  fitful,  fugitive,  and  vain ; 
The  best  of  its  polluted  streams 

1  only  drink  to  thirst  again. 

Forgiveness,  peace,  salvation,  heaven, 
Jesus  I  owe  alone  to  thee — 
The  Rock  whose  clefts  for  me  were  riven, 
The  smitten  One  of  Calvary! 

J.B.  MMsdnir,  ISiS. 

Oiy  InwMkneMftndin<«ur.  «     %«> 

0#  lCor.ii.8.  ^*  **• 

O,  Lord,  in  weakness  and  in  fears. 
With  tremblings,  yearnings,  sighs  and  tears, 
In  varied  soil  thy  seed  wo  sow ; — 
Do  thou  the  increase,  Lord,,  bestow. 

Oh  may  the  gospel  of  thy  grace, 
In  good  and  honest  hearts  find  place ; 
And  in  that  day  may  we  behol^ 
Fruit,  sixty,  and  an  hundred  fold. 

U.,  187& 


68-70     9tA  ferWft  ilprf  I  ^}psdix  Sfar%  tnnt  in  %  ®n»«. 


L.  M. 


Arr.  I.  Holdroyd,  1740. 


1        6   shameful  cross  I  on  thee  was  hung  The  bleeding  One  who  died  for  me ; 


There, mock'd by    every     railing  tongue,  I     see  my  Saviour's  ag - o -ny« 


Wtndliani. 


page  22. 


^ 


page  8. 


Hebron. 


page  10. 


The  Crow  of  our  Lord  J««u«  Chriat 
Oftl.  vL  14. 


L.  M. 
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2  0  cross  of  anguish  and  of  shame  1 
Thou  didst  a  Saviour's  grace  declare: 
Thou  dost  to  all  the  world  proclaim 
The  love  that  did  my  sorrows  bear. 

3  Cross  of  the  Lord!  no  radiant  gem, 
No  glistening  pearls  of  lustre  rare, 
No  monarch's  blazing  diadem 

With  thy  pale  splendors  can  compare. 

4  Cross  of  the  Lordl  while  others  boast 
Of  titles,  names,  and  marks  of  pnde. 
My  heart  shall  ever  glory  most 

In  that  rough  tree  ^roere  Jesus  died. 

5  0  cross  1  thou  badge  of  love  divine. 
Rend  my  hard  heart,  subdue  my  soul ; 
Oh,  crush  each  lust  and  slay  each  sm. 
And  all  my  Ufe  by  love  control.  ^  ^^ 

09    Everythlngthatlu^bje,g.pr^thel-,rd.  l.  M. 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word ; 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


Do  it  vith  thy  might 
£ccL  ix.  10. 


]i.  M. 


I.  WattB,  1719. 
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Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  to  insure  the  great  reward ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  bum, 
Let  sinners  to  the  Saviour  turn. 

Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given, 
To  escape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven ; 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 

The  living  know  that  they  must  die. 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie ; 
Their  memory  and  their  sense  is  gone. 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  lost. 
Their  envy  buried  in  the  dust ; 
They  have  no  share  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun. 

Then  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do, 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  pursue. 
Since  no  device  nor  work  is  found, 
Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  passed 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste ; 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair, 
Reign  in  eternal  silence  there. 


'ffjip  hurt  ojtr  Jitits  in  !ib  ntm  ^0^. 
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n]x>rd,  remember  me  when  thou  eomest.       ▼     i^r 
LukexxiiL42.  ^"   ^• 

Thou  Man  of  griefs,  remember  me, 
Who  never  canst  thyself  forget 
Thy  last  mysterious  agony, 
Thy  fainting  pangs,  and  bloody  sweat : 

When,  'wrestling  in  the  strength  of  prayer, 
Thy  spirit  sunk  beneath  its  load  1 
Thy  feeble  flesh  abhorred  to  bear 
The  wrath  of  an  Almighty  God ! 

Father,  if  I  may  call  thee  so. 
Regard  my  fearful  hearths  derare ; 
Remove  this  load  of  guilty^  woe, 
Nor  let  me  in  my  sins  expire  1 

To  thee  my  last  distress  I  bring ; 
The  heightened  fear  of  death  I  find : 
The  tyrant,  brandishing  his  sting. 
Appears,  and  hell  is  close  behind  1 

I  deprecate  that  death  alone, 

That  endless  banishment  from  thee  I 

O  save,  and  give  me  to  thy  Son, 

Who  trembled,  wept,  and  bled  for  me ! 

C.  Wesley,  ab. 
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This  do  in  rcmembnince  of  me. 
liuke  xxii.  19. 


L.  M. 


'Twas  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night, 
When  powers  of  hell  and  earth  arose 
Against  the  8on  of  God's  delight, 
And  friends  betrayed  him  to  his  foes : 

Before  the  mournful  scene  began, 
He  took  the  bread,  and  blessed,  and  brake : 
What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran ! 
What  -wondrous  words  of  grace  he  spake ! 

"This  is  my  body,  broke  for  sin; 
Receive  and  eat  the  living  food ; " — 
Then  took  the  cup  and  blessed  the  wine, 
'Tis  the  new  covenant  in  my  blood." 

* '  Do  this, "  he  cried,  * '  till  time  shall  end, 
In  memory  of  your  dying  Friend ; 
Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 
The  love  of  your  departed  Lord." 

Jesus  I  thy  love  we  celebrate ; 
We  show  thy  death,  we  sing  thy  name, 
Till  thou  return,  and  we  shall  eat 
The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb. 


^Q  TakcnotthvUoIy  MritfAmme.  v     M 

Stay,  thou  insulted  ^irit,  stay. 
Though  I  have  done  thee  such  despite ; 
Nor  cast  the  sinner  quite  away, 
Kor  take  thine  everlasting  flight. 

Though  I  have  steeled  my  stubborn  heart. 
And  shaken  off  my  guilty  fears ; 
And  vexed,  and  urged  thee  to  depart. 
For  many  long  rebellious  years; 

Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been, 
Of  all  who  e*er  thy  grace  received ; 
Ten  thousand  times  tliy  goodness  seen. 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  grieved : 

Yet,  O,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 
In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest ; 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  swear 
To  exclude  me  from  thy  people's  rest. 

X.W«riey,ftt|. 


VA  He  moketh  the  deaf  to  hear.  *     -kr 

**  Wtapkvii.8r.  ^'  ^• 

Lord,  I  was  blind !  I  could  not  see 
In  thy  marred  visage  any  grace ; 
But  now  the  beauty  of  thy  face 
In  radiant  vision  dawns  on  me. 

Lord,  I  was  deaf!  I  could  not  hear 
The  thrilling  music  of  thy  voice ; 
But  now  I  hear  thee  and  rejoice. 
And  all  thy  uttered  words  are  dear. 

Lord,  I  was  dumb !  I  could  not  speak 
The  grace  and  glory  of  thy  name ; 
But  now,  as  touched  with  living  flume. 
My  lips  thine  eager  praises  wake. 

Lord,  I  was  dead !  I  could  not  stir 
My  lifeless  soul  to  come  to  thee ; 
But  now,  since  thou  hast  quickened  me, 
I  rise  from  sin^s  dark  sepulchre. 

For  Thou  hast  made  the  blind  to  see, 
The  deaf  to  hear,  the  dumb  to  speak, 
The  dead  to  live,  and  lo,  I  break 
The  chains  of  my  captivity. 

Wm.'Tldd  Matison,  1866. 


76 


To  Him  be 


gloiy,  both  now  and  forever*      ^     -kr 
2  Peter  ill.  18.  J-  W. 


I.  Watts,!  mo. 


Glory  and  thanks  to  God  in  heaven ! 
Praise  to  his  blessed  Son  be  given : — 
Thee,  Holy  Spirit,  we  implore. 
Be  with  us  now  and  evermore. 


19 


76-79 


^niiQ  l^^itj^ltoit  Cinit^. 


Duke  Street. 


L.  M. 


John  Hatcon,  cir.  1760. 


1        He  comes !  he  comes !  the  Judge  severe !    The  seventh  trumpet  speaks  him  near ; 


His  lightnings  flash ;  his    thunders  roll :  How  welcome  to         the  faithful    soul ! 

ETrn ^ ^ <P  I    J  ■*  g ,  #   g-" .gg     „ — g.    ^  '&  0,<S    ' _  "^  .  <g- 


Ward. 


paj2;e  12.         Hambnrs* 


page  6.        Welton. 


page  4. 


^m 


"s^ 


L.  M. 


ly  A  The  fcerenth  angel  ■onnded. 

/D  Rev.  zi.l5. 

2  From  heaven  angelic  voices  sound ; 
See  the  Almighty  Jesus  crowned  1 
Girt  with  omnipotence  and  grace, — 
And  glory  decks  the  Saviour's  face. 

3  Descending  on  his  radiant  throne, 
He  claims  the  kingdom  for  his  own ; 
The  kingdoms  all  obey  his  word, 
And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord. 

4  Shout,  all  the  people  of  the  sky  I 
And  "all  the  saints  of  the  Most  High : 
Our  Lord,  who  now  his  right  obtains. 
Forever  and  forever  reigns. 

C.  Weiley. 
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And  theysuHK  anew  song. 
Bev.  T.  U. 


L.  M. 


Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies. 
That  Bong  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord^s. 

Let  thrones,  and  x>owerB,  and  kingdoms  be 
Obedient,  mighty  €k>d,  to  thee ; 
And  over  land,  and  stream,  and  main. 
Wave  thou  the  sceptre  of  thy  reign. 

Oh,  that  the  anthem  now  might  swell. 
And  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell. 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains. 
But  over  aU  the  Saviour  reigns. 

Mn.  Yoke,  18in. 


I7Q  Tbon  hast  ascended  on  hiri\.  r     -kt 

iO  PHdmlxviii.18.  ^'  ^» 

Lord,  when  thou  didst  ascend  on  high, 
Ten  thousand  angels  filled  the  sky, 
Those  heavenly  guards  around  thee  wait, 
Like  chariots  that  attend  thy  state. 

Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there ! 
While  he  pronounced  his  dreadful  law, 
And  struck  the  chosen  tribes  with  awe. 

How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell^ 
When  the  rebellious  powers  of  hell. 
That  thousand  souls  had  captive  made, 
Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led. 

Raised  by  his  Father  to  the  throne. 
He  sent  the  promised  Spirit  down, 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men. 
That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

laaae  Watts,  im. 
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He  shall  refffn  f orerer  and  ever. 


eignxora 
Rev.  zl. 


15. 


L.  :.i 


20 


Ascend  thy  throne.  Almighty  King, 
And  spread  thy  glories  all  abroad ; 
Let  thine  own  arm  salvation  bring. 
And  be  thou  known  the  gmcious  God. 

Oh,  let  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Become  the  kingdom  of  the  Lord ; 
Let  saints  and  angels  praise  thy  name. 
Be  thou  through  heaven  and  earth  adored. 

Benjamin  Beddome,  1818.  ab. 


jl!ttm&t^  %lpm  fbd  fSkf^^l 


80-84 


0£\  lie  led  oaptiyitj  captive.  ▼     -u- 

Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high  I 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 
Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky; 

There  his  triumphant  chariot  waits, 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 

Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light, 
And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene ; 
He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right ; 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in ! 

Who  is  the  King  of  glory?    Who? 
The  Lord  that  all  our  foes  o'ercame ; 
The  worid,  sin,  death,  and  hell  o*erthrew ; 
And  Jesus  is  the  Conqueror^s  name. 

Lol  his  triumphal  chariot  waits, 
And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay: 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ; 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way  I 

Who  is  the  King  of  glory?    Who? 
The  Lord,  of  glorious  power  possessed ; 
The  King  of  saints,  and  angels  too, 
Gk)d  over  all,  forever  blessed] 

C.  Wesley. 
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Strong  drink  is  racing. 
Prov.  XX.  1. 


L.  M. 


QO  It  is  high  time  to  awake  out  of  dfiOk.  t     -m- 

Oa  *^      Bom.  xiii.  IL  ^  ^« 

Awake,  my  soul,  lift  up  thine  eyes : 
See  where  thy  foes  agamst  thee  rise 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host: 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost. 

See  where  rebellious  passions  rage, 
And  fierce  desires  and  lusts  engage ; 
The  meanest  foe  of  all  the  train 
Has  thousands  and  ten  thousands"  slain» 

Thou  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground, 
Perils  and  snares  beset  thee  round ; 
Beware  of  all,  guard  every  part. 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart. 

Come,  then,  my  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield ; 
Put  on  the  armor  from  above 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 
The  powers  of  earth,  and  powers  of  hell ; 
The  Man  of  Calvary  triumphed  here: 
Why  should  his  faithful  followers  fear? 


Mrs.  Anna  Laetitia  Barbanid,  1773,  ab. 


Bondage  and  death  the  cup  contains; 
Dash  to  the  earth  the  poisoned  bowl? 
Softer  than  silk  are  iron  chains. 
Compared  with  those  that  chafe  the  soul. 

Hosannas,  Lord,  to  thee  we  sing. 
Whose  power  the  giant  fiend  obeys ; 
What  countless  thousands  tribute  bring, 
For  happier  homes  and  brighter  days  1 

Thou  wilt  n^t  break  the  bruised  reed. 
Nor  leave  the  broken  heart  unbound; 
The  wife  regains  a  husband  freed  I 
The  orphan  clasps  a  father  found  I 

Spare,  Lord,  the  thoughtless,  guide  the  blind. 
Till  man  no  more  shall  deem  it  just 
To  live  by  forging  chains  to  bind 
His  ivenker  brother  in  the  dust. 

JJO/OOB  M.  Saigent,  1786-1867. 

21 


OQ  Gathered  together  in  mv  name.  -r     «r 

OO  MatLxviii.20.  -L.  M. 

*  Where  two  or  three,  with  sweet  accord, 
Obedient  to  their  Sovereign  Lord, 
Meet  to  recount  his  acts  of  grace. 
And  offer  solenm  prayer  and  praise : 

**There,"  says  the  Saviour,  **will  I  be, 
Amid  this  little  company ; — 
To  them  unveil  my  smiling  face. 
And  shed  my  glories  round  the  place." 

We  meet  at  thy  command,  dear  Lord, 
Relying  on  thy  faithful  word : 
Now  send  thy  Spirit  from  above. 
Now  fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  love.' 

Samuel  Stennett^  1787. 


Q^  Uodgiveth  the  increase.  *     -., 

O*  lCor.iii.7,  !«•  M, 

Father  in  heaven,  upon  Thy  word, 
Which  thine  assembled  flock  have  heard ; 
Cause  thou  thy  Spirit's  dew  to  fall, — 
In  bounteous  blessing  on  us  all. 

Maj^  the  good  seed  now  sown  take  root, 
And  grow,  and  bear  abundant  fruit ; 
And  may  the  souls  assembled  here. 
In  peace  before  thy  throne  ajjpear. 

UnlSTS. 


85-86        Slesa^ii  ns!6  Wfp^  li^at  hit  !Stitts«r  atth  Wij^tl 

W i ndha m .  L.  M.  Daniel  Read,  1785,  from  Martin  Luther. 


^^ 


funded  Lamb  of  God,    To 


^^^i^^ 


I  thir8t,thou  wounded  Lamb 


wash  me     in     thy  cleansing  blood; 


ly  cleansing  Diooa ; 

M-fffi 


^ 


^^^^^^g^j  J  J  J  H-i+-a 


To  dwell  within  thy  wounds -.then  pain  Is  8weet,and  life  or      death    is      gain. 


^Si 


Wells. 


j^'vjiJ^f^rirrrj  | 


page  18.        Federal  Street,      page  16.       VithMge. 


page  14. 


My  Boul  thireteth  for  God. 
^^       Pttlmxliii 


L.  M. 


85 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  Thee! 
Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there  I 

8  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  thy  bleeding  side! 
Who  life  and  strength  from  thence  derive, 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  thou  thy  quickening  Spirit  breathe? 
Thou  givest  the  power  thy  grace  to  move : 
O  wondrous  grace!  O  boundless  love! 

SHow  can  it  be,  thou  heavenly  King, 
That  thou  should'st  us  to  glory  bring? 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne. 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown? 

6  Hence  our  hearts  melt !  our  eyes  o'erflow ; 
Our  words  are  lost ;  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 

*'  My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 

7  Ah,  Lord !  enlarge  our  scanty  thought. 
To  know  the  wonders  thou  hast  wrought ; 
Unloose  our  stammering  tongues,  to  tell 
Thy  love  immense,  unsearchable. 

8  First-bom  of  many  brethren  Thou ! 
To  thee,  lo!  all  our  souls  we  bow: 

To  thee  our  hearts  and  hands  we  give : 
Thine  may  we  die :  thine  may  we  live ! 

W.  C.  Dessler,  d.  172?.    TV.  J. Wesley.  1740. 


7e  shall  find  rest  for  jotr  iouIb. 
Jer.  Yi.  16. 


L.    M. 


86 

O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone! 

0  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down, 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet! 

When  shall  mine  eyes  behold  the  Lamb? 
The  God  of  my  salvation  see? 
Weary,  O  Lord,  thou  knowest  I  am; 
Oh,  that  I  now  might  come  to  thee. 

Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find : 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art. 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind. 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free : 

1  cannot  rest  till  pure  within, 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God; 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove, 
The  cross,  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood, 
The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 

I  would,  but  thou  must  give  the  power, 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 

Come,  Lord,  the  drooping  sinner  cheer, 
Nor  let  thy  chariot-wheels  delay ; 
Appear,  in  my  poor  heart  appear! 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  come  away! 


C.  Wesley.  »b.  1742. 
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87-91 


Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress : 
'Ihtidst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

Bold  shall  I  stand  in  thy  great  day ; 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay? 
Fully  through  these  absolved  I  am, 
From  sin  and  fear,  from  guilt  and  shame. 

Naked  from  Satan  did  I  flee 
To  thee,  my  Lord,  and  put  on  thee ; 
And  thus  adorned^  I  wait  the  word, 
**He  comes;  arise,  and  meet  thy  Lord." 

This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  constant  hue ; 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise, 
To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies, 
E'en  then, — shall  this  be  all  my  plea, 
Jesus  hath  lived,  hath  died  for  me. 

Oh,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice ! 
Now  bid  thy  banished  ones  rejoice  1 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
*' Jesus,  thy  blood  and  righteousness." 

88  SECOND  PART,  L.  M. 

Jesus  be  endless  praise  to  thee. 
Whose  boundless  mercy  hath  for  me — 
For  me  and  all  thy  hands  have  made. 
An  everlasting  ransom  paid. 

The  holy,  meek,  unspotted  Lamb, 
Who  from  the  Father's  bosom  came, 
Who  died  for  me,  even  me  to  atone, 
Now  for  my  Lord  and  God  I  own. 

Lord,  I  believe  the  precious  blood 
Which  at  the  mercy  seat  of  God 
Forever  doth  for  sinners  plead, 
For  me,  even  for  my  soul  was  shed. 

Ah,  give  me  now,  all-gracious  Lord, 
With  power  to  speak  thy  quickening  word ; 
That  all  who  to  thy  words  will  flee 
May  find  eternal  life  in  thee. 

Then  shall  heaven's  hosts  with  loud  acclaiim 
Give  praise  and  glory  to  the  Lamb 
Who  bore  our  sins,  and  by  his  blood 
Hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God. 

N.  L.  Zinxendorf ,  ftb.  1739.    Dr,  J.  Wesley,  1740,  ab. 
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OQ  Have  mer^^pon  me,  O  CM.  t     ^lt 

Show  pity,  Lord ;  O  Lord,  forgive ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live : 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee? 

My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found.  - 

Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace ; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgment  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord, 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  Word, 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there, 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 

I.Wi^in9,ab. 

Q  A  Broad  is  the  way.  -r     -., 

•'V  Matt.vu.13.  L.  M. 

Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death. 
And  thousands  walk  .together  there ; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveller. 

*'Deny  thyself,  and  take  thy  cross," 
Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  I 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross. 
If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 

The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  faints. 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more. 
Is  but  esteemed  almost  a  saint, 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  sure. 

Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain. 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new ; 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain, 
Which  false  apostates  never  knew. 

I.  W»ttB,1709. 

Ql  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  Blain.  t     -kw 

•'A  Rev. V.  12.  I"   ^*' 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway, 
In  earth  and  heaven  the  Lord  of  all ; 
Let  all  the  powers  of  earth  obey. 
And  low  before  his  footstool  fall. 

Higher,  still  higher,  swell  the  strain ; 
Creation's  voice  the  note  prolong  I 
Jesus,  the  Lamb,  shall  ever  reign : 
Let  hallelujahs  crown  the  song ! 

Walter  W.  Shirley,  1786-1788. 
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jW  Hit  Jktfrh,  ®  jft^  Umi. 


Brids^water. 


L.  M 


Lewis  Bdfloa,  1782. 


-      1^ 

1    Swvet   is  tliewoil[,  mj  God,  my  King,  To  praiie  thy  null^  give  tlunks,  and  Bing-,  To  shovtliy  lore    by 


show  thy  lore  by  nofmng  light,  To  show  Hy  lore  by  monuBg  light,  And  talk  of  all  thy    troth 
monliig  light,  To  show  thy  lore  by  morning  fights  And    talk     of      all       thy  troth 


at 

•t 


tigU. 


^ 


Tif'^^nr  n:\ 
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l>nk«  street. 


page  20.         Welton. 
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It  iB  a  good  thinp:  to  gire  thanlu.  j     \f 


2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest, 
No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David^s  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

8  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word  : 
Thy  wovks  of  gruce,  how  bright  they  shine ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels,  how  divine ! 

4  Fools  never  raise  their  thoughts  so  high ; 
Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die ; 
Like  grass  they  flourish,  till  thy  breath 
Blasts  them  in  everlasting  death. 

5  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  has  well  refined  my  heart ; 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  Sin,  my  worst  enemy  before, 
Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more, 
My  inward  foes  shall  all  be  slain, 
Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again ! 

7  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

Isaac  Watti,  ab.  1718. 


QQ  All  thingi!  are  ready :  come !  t     -u- 

*^0  MBttxzii.4.  ^  ■"•• 

Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast ; 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest ; 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind, 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all : 
Come,  all  the  world ;  come,  sinner,  thou ; 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  opprest, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest, 
Ye  poor,  and  maimed,  and  halt,  and  blind. 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

My  message  as  from  God  receive ; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ,  and  live ; 
O  let  his  love  your  hearts  constrain. 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain ! 

See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes. 
That  precious,  bleeding  Sacrifice ! 
His  offered  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 

ilis  love  is  mighty  to  compel ; 
His  conquering  love  consent  to  feel ; 
Yield  to  his  love's  resistless  power, 
And  fight  against  your  God  no  more. 


Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1747. 
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ftil  Compel  them  to  come  in.  i      ^r 

V*  Lukeziy.23.  ^'   ^^*- 

Come  and  partake  the  gospel  feast ; 
Be  saved  from  sin ;  in  Jesus  rest ; 
All,  all  in  Christ  is  freely  given, 
Pardon  and  holiness  and  heaven. 

Bo  not  begin  to  make  excuse ; 
Ah,  do  not  you  his  grace  refuse ! 
Your  worldly  cares  and  pleasures  leave, 
And  take  what  Jesus  hath  to  give. 

Yet  must  I,  Lord,  to  thee  complain, 
The  world  hath  made  thy  offers  vain. 
Too  busy  or  too  happy  they. 
They  will  not.  Lord,  thy  call  obey. 

''Go  then,"  my  Lord  indignant  said, 
"Since  these  on  all  my  mercies  tread, 
Invite  the  rich  and  great  no  more. 
But  preach  my  gospel  to  the  poor. 

**Confer  not  thou  with  flesh  and  blood. 
Go  quickly  forth,  invite  the  crowd. 
Search  every  lane  and  every  street. 
And  bring  in  all  the  souls  you  meet." 

^Tis  done.     My  all-redeeming  Lord, 
I  have  gone  forth  and  preached  thy  Word. 
The  sinners  to  thy  feast  are  come, 
And  yet,  O  Saviour,  there  is  foom. 

96  SECOND    PART.  L.  M. 

'*Go  then  again,"  my  Lord  enjoined, 
"And  other  wandering  sinners  find. 
Go  to  the  hedges  and  highways. 
And  offer  all  my  pardoning  grace." 

Ye  wandering  souls,  on  you  I  call. 

Oh,  that  my  voice  might  reach  you  all ! 

Ye  all  are  freely  justified; 

Ye  all  may  live,  for  Christ  hath  died. 

Sinners  my  gracious  Lord  receives, 
Harlots,  and  publicans,  and  thieves ; 
Monsters  of  daring  wickedness, 
The  worst  into  this  feast  may  press. 

Ye  who  believe  this  record  true 
Shall  sup  with  him  and  he  with  you. 
Come  to  the  feast,  be  saved  from  sin, 
For  Jesus  waits  to  take  you  in. 

This  is  the  time ;  no  more  delay ; 
This  is  the  acceptable  day ; 
Come  in,  this  moment,  at  his  call, 
And  live  for  him  who  died  for  all. 

Charlet  Wealeif,  ab.  1719. 


Qi|  The  Lord  God  U  a  sun  and  gUeld.  r     tur 

«y  V  Psalm  Ixxxiv.  11.  ^  ^' 

Great  God,  attend  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs. 
To  spend  one  day  with  Thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  thine  house,  O  God  of  grace ; 
Not  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power. 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 

God  is  our  sun,  he  makes  our  day ; 
God  is  our  shield,  he  guards  our  way 
From  all  th'  assaults  of  hell  and  sin ; 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow. 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory,  too ; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 

O  God  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  hosts  of  heaven  obey ; 
And  devils  at  thy  presence  flee ; 
Blest  is  the  man  that  trusts  in  thee. 

iMoe  Watte,  1710. 
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'  springB  are  in  thee, 
fm  Ixxxvii.  7. 
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My  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  springs 
Of  boundless  love  and  grace  unknown. 
Hide  me  beneath  thy  spreading  wings 
Till  the  dark  cloud  is  over-blown. 

Up  to  the  heavens  I  send  my  cry ; 
The  Lord  .will  my  desires  perform; 
He  sends  his  angels  from  the  sky, 
And  saves  me  from  the  threatening  storm. 

My  heart  is  fixed :  my  song  shall  raise 
Immortal  honors  to  thy  name ; 
Awake,  my  tongue,  to  sound  his  praise — 
My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns. 
And  reaches  to  the  utmost  sky ; 
His  truth  to  endless  years  remains. 
When  lower  worlds  dissolve  and  die. 

Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 
Above  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell, 
Thy  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad. 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

iMUiC  Watts,  1719. 
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A  hymn  of     glo-ry    let  us    sing;  New  songs  throughout  the  world  shall  ring; 


By      a  new  way  none     ever  trod,    Christ  mounteth    to      the  throne  of  God. 
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AO         While  they  beheld  He  was  taken  ttp.         j-     -^^ 

A  hymn  of  glory  let  us  sing; 

New  songs  throughout  the  world  shall  ring ; 

By  a  new  way  none  ever  trod, 

Christ  mounteth  to  the  throne  of  God. 

The  apostles  on  the  mountain  stand, — 
The  mystic  mount,  in  Holy  Land ; 
They,  with  the  Virgin  mother,  see 
Jesus  ascend  in  majesty. 

The  angels  say  to  the  eleven: 
**Why  stand  ye  gazing  into  heaven? 
This  is  the  Saviour, — ^this  is^e! 
Jesus  hath  triumphed  gloriously  I" 

They  said  the  Lord  should  come  again, 
As  these  beheld  Him  rising  then, 
Calm  soaring  through  the  radiant  sky. 
Mounting  its  dazzling  summits  high. 

May  our  affections  thither  tend, 
And  thither  constantly  ascend, 
Where,  seated  on  the  Father^s  throne, 
Thee  reigning  in  the  heavens  we  own  I 

Be  thou  our  present  joy,  O  Lordl 
Who  wilt  be  ever  our  reward ; 
And,  as  the  countless  ages  flee. 
May  all  our  glory  be  in  thee. 

Veziecable  Bede,  cir.  87a-7S{(.   TV*.  Mn.  £.  Charles,  18A8. 
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OO  Let  UB  worship  and  bow  down.  -w     -.r 

Oh,  come,  loud  anthems  let  us  sing, 
Loud  thanks  to  our  almighty  King  I 
For  we  our  voices  high  should  raise, 
When  our  salvation's  Rock  we  praise. 

Into  his  presence  let  us  haste. 
To  thank  him  for  his  favors  past ; 
To  him  address  in  joyful  songs 
The  praise  that  to  his  name  belongs. 

Oh,  let  us  to  his  courts  repair. 
And  bow  with  adoration  there  I 
Down  on  our  knees,  devoutly,  all 
Before  the  Lord,  our  Maker,  fall. 

Tate  and  Brady,  ab.  1G96. 
1A/\  Blew  the  Lord,  O  my  aooL  y     ^r 

My  soul,  with  humble  fervor  raise 
To  Gk)d  the  voice  of  grateful  praise. 
And  all  my  ransomed  powers  combine, 
To  bless  his  attributes  divine. 

Deep  on  my  heart  let  memory  trace 
His  acts  of  mercy  and  of  grace. 
Who,  with  a  Father's  tender  care, 
Saved  me  when  sinking  in  despair ; 

Gave  my  repentant  soul  to  prove 
The  joy  of  his  forgiving  love ; 
Poured  balm  into  my  bleeding  breast. 
And  led  my  weary  feet  to  rest. 

Livingitone.  1789. 
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1 0'l*^     ^'°^*  '"*^*  ^^"^^^  ''H/'i  du  ricVre  Welt,   t    m 

Lo,  He,  on  whom  all  power  is  laid, 
Who  sitH  at  God's  right  hand  on  high. 
To  judge  the  living  and  the  dead, 
In  power  and  glory  draweth  nigh. 

Awake,  ye  careless  souls,  awake, 
Tremble,  ye  sinners,  at  his  ire, 
When  on  a  guilty  world  shall  break 
The  Lord  revealed  in  flaming  fire. 

Te  saints  who  watch  and  wait  shall  see 
That  morning  dawn  in  glory  bright ; 
Your  King  shall  come  to  set  you  free, 
And  crown  you  then  with  life  and  light. 

His  people,  with  a  mighty  hand, 
He,rrom  earth's  conflicts  then  shall  bring 
To  dwell  within  their  fatherland. 
Where  hallelujahs  they  shall  sing. 

Ye  saints  awake,  make  haste  to  meet 
The  Holy  Bridegroom  with  his  train ; 
So  shall  we  worship  at  his  feet. 
So  shall  we  in  his  kingdom  reign. 

JokamElMt,%h.Kxc.VaL   2V.  ur.  H.,  IB87. 
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All  nations  shall  seire  him. 
Faalm  Ixzii.  XL 


L.  :m. 


Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

For  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head ; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  nis  name. 

Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns ; 
The  joyful  prisoner  bursts  his  clmins ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 
And  all  the  scms  of  want  are  blest. 

Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1718. 


1  A  Q         Put  on  the  whole  armor  of  God.  ▼     itr 

lUO  Eph.vl.ll.  ^«  ^'^ 

Oh,  Israel,  for  the  strife  prepare : 
Why  thus  secure  on  hostile  ground? 
Thy  King  commands  thee  to  beware, 
For  many  foes  thy  camp  surround. 

The  trumpet  gives  a  martial  strain : 
Oh,  Israel,  gird  thee  for  the  fight  I 
Arise,  the  combat  to  maintain. 
And  put  thine  enemies  to  fiight. 

Thou  shouldst  not  sleep,  as  others  do ; 
Awake ;  be  vigilant ;  be  brave ! 
The  coward,  and  the  sluggard  too. 
Must  wear  the  fetters  of  the  slave. 

A  nobler  lot  is  cast  for  thee ; 
A  crown  awaits  thee  in  the  skies : 
With  such  a  hope,  shall  Israel  flee. 
Or  yield,  through  weariness,  the  prize? 

No ;  let  a  careless  world  repose, 
And  slumber  on  through  life's  shortday. 
While  Israel  to  the  conflict  goes, 
And  bears  the  glorious  prize  away ! 

Thomas  Keily,  1806. 


Betum  unto  thy  Rest,  O  my  soul. 
Psalm  cxvi.  7. 


L.  M. 
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O  restless  as  the  troubled  wave, 
O  weary  soul  with  burdens  pressed, 
Turn  thou  to  Him  who  waits  to  save ; 
He  gives  the  heavy  laden  rest. 

Around  his  golden  mercy  seat. 
The  lights  of  love  perpetual  bum. 
To  guide  the  weary  wandering  feet ; 
To  bid  the  wayward  soul  return. 

Return  unto  thy  Rest,  my  soul, 
The  Lord  deals  bounteously  with  thee, 
On  him  thy  woes  and  burdens  roll 
And  he  shall  set  the  captive  free. 

H.  1879. 


Grace  mercy  and  peace. 
lTimotl^ri.f 


L.  M. 
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The  grace  which  is  in  Christ  revealed. 
The  peace  which  only  God  imparts. 
The  Spirit  by  which  saints  are  sealed. 
Direct,  console,  and  keep  our  hearts. 

O  holy,  holy,  holy  One, 
O  Father,  Son,  and  Comforter  I 
Pour  an  abiding  blessing  down 
On  every  soul  assembled  here. 

H.,  1865. 
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1  Thy  wa>t*,  O  Lord,  with  wise  design,   Are  framed  up- on  Thy  throne  above, 
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And  er  -  ery  dark  and  bending    line    Meets  in     the     cen  -  tre     of  Thy  lore. 
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His  ways  put  finding  out. 
Bom.  xi.  88. 
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2  With  feeble  light  and  half  obscure, 
Poor  mortals  Thy  arrangements  view ; 
Not  knowing  that  the  least  are  sure, 
And  the  mysterious  just  and  true. 

8  Thy  flock,  thine  own  peculiar  care, 
Though  now  they  seem  to  roam  uneyed, 
Are  led  or  driven  only  where 
They  best  and  safest  may  abide. 

4  They  neither  know  nor  trace  the  way 
But,  trusting  to  thy  piercing  eye, 
None  of  their  feet  to  ruin  stray, 

Nor  shall  the  weakest  fail  or  die. 

5  My  favored  soul  shall  meekly  learn 
To  lay  her  reason  at  thy  throne ; 
Too  weak  thy  secrets  to  discern, 
I'll  trust  Thee  for  my  guide  alone. 

Ambrote  Serle*  178r. 

1  AT      The  commnnion  of  the  Holy  Qhost        ▼     xjr 
111/  2Cor.xiii.l4.  ^-  M» 

O  Thou  who  camest  from  above, 
The  pure  celestial  fire  to  impart. 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
On  the  mean  altar  of  my  heart. 

There  let  it  for  thy  glory  bum, 
With  inextinguishable  blaze ; 
And  trembling  to  its  source  return. 
In  humble  prayer  and  fervent  praise. 
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Jesus,  confirm  my  hearths  desire,  v 
To  work,  and  speak,  and  think  for  thee ; 
Still  let  me  guard  the  holy  fire, 
And  still  stir  up  thy  gift  in  me. 

Ready  for  all  thy  perfect  will. 
My  acts  of  faith  and  love  repeat, 
Till  death  thy  endless  mercies  seal. 
And  make  the  sacrifice  complete. 

C.  Weal^f . 
1  A  Q      The  Bubitance  of  things  hoped  for.         ▼     itr 

'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys, to  come 
We  walk  through  deserts  dark  as  night ; 
Till  we  shall  gain  our  heavenly  home, 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies. 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear; 
Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pnes. 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through, 
While  faith  inspires  a  heavenly  ray. 
Though  lions  roar,  and  tempests  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

So  Abraham  by  divine  command, 
Left  his  own  house  to  walk  with  God ; 
His  faith  beheld  the  promised  land, 
And  fired  his  zeal  along  the  road. 

/.  WatU,  1703, 
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1 AA         Condder  the  lilies,  how  they  grow.         j       xt 
iVa  LukexiL27.  *^-     **• 

Behold  the  lilies  of  the  field 
That  bloom  around  the  Haster^s  feet ; 
Their  droopiiig  leaTes  new  fragrance  yield, 
By  Hermon's  dew  and  grateful  heat. 

Behold  the  sparrows  as  they  fly ; 
They  come  at  his  command  and  call ; 
They  seem  but  specks  upon  the  sky; 
And  yet  he  notes  them  when  they  fall. 

Our  very  hairs  he  counts  with  care ; 
He  knows  our  daily  hopes  and  fears ; 
When  griefs  assail  and  tempests  scare, 
He  notes  the  mourner's  secret  tears. 

Oh,  look  upon  the  Lord  so  near  t 
Repose  beneath  the  sheltered  rock ; 
The  cross  he  lightens  by  his  cheer, 
The  wind  he  tempers  to  his  flock. 

IT&known. 


An  azample  that  ye  should  follow. 
1  Peter  iL  SI. 


L.  M. 
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My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  Word ; 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  thy  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 
I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer; 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict,  and  thy  victory  too. 

Be  thou  my  pattern ;  may  I  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

L  Watts,  1700. 


Thoa  hast  delivered  my  soul  from  death. 
Itahn  czvi.  &  • 


L.  M. 


Ill 

My  soul,  through  my  Redeemer's  care, 
Saved  from  the  second  death  I  feel. 
My  eyes  from  tears  of  dark  despair. 
My  feet  from  falling  into  hell. 

Wherefore  to  him  my  feet  shall  run ; 
My  eyes  on  his  perfections  gaze ; 
My  soul  shall  live  for  God  alone; 
And  all  within  me  shout  his  praise. 

C.  Wesley,  1782. 


1  1  Q  The  winds  and  the  aea  obey  Him.  t     -m- 

**«  Matt.  Yiii.  27.  ^»  M. 

The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 
Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky ; 
Out  of  the  depths  to  Thee  I  call. 
My  fears  are  ^at,  my  strength  is  small. 

O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform. 
And  guide  ana  guard  me  through  the  storm ; 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill. 
Control  the  waves,  say,  **Peace,  be  still  I" 

Amidst  the  roaring  of  the  sea 
My  soul  still  hangs  her  hopes  on  Thee ; 
Thy  constant  love.  Thy  faithful  care 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

Dangers  of  every  shape  and  name 
Attend  the  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  shore 
And  leave  it  to  return  no  more. 

Though  tempest-tost  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek : 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again ! 

Wm.  Cowper.  1779. 


Ye  are  complete  in  Him. 
GoLiLlO. 


L.  M. 
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Fountain  of  grace,  rich,  full,  and  free. 
What  need  I,  that  is  not  in  thee? 
Full  pardon,  strength  to  meet  the  day. 
And  peace  which  none  can  take  away. 

Doth  sickness  fill  my  heart  with  fear? 
'Tis  sweet  to  know  that  thou  art  near; 
Am  I  with  dread  of  justice  tried? 
'Tis  sweet  to  know  that  Christ  hath  died. 

In  life,  thy  promises  of  aid 
Forbid  my  heart  to  be  afraid ; 
In  death,  peace  gently  veils  the  eyes ; 
Christ  rose,  and  I  shall  surely  rise. 

O,  all-suflicient  Saviour,  be 

This  all-sufficiency  to  me ; 

Nor  pain,  nor  sin,  nor  death  can  harm 

The  weakest,  shielded  by  thine  arm. 

James  Edmeston.  1844. 


God  that  giveth  the  increase. 
1  Cor.  iiL  7. 


L.  M. 
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O  Lord,  who  givest  all  increase, 
Bid  thy  disciples  Go  in  peace. 
May  blessing  thro'  thy  Word  a,bound. 
And  fruit  an  hundred-fold  bo  iFound. 

H..  1879. 
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1  Come  to    me,  Lord, when  first    I  wake,  As  the  faint  lights  of    morning  break, 


Bid    purest  thoughts  within  me  rise,  Like  crystal  dew-drops  to    the  skies. 


Duke  Street. 
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lie         Evening,  and  moraing,  and  at  noon.        t    -kt 

2  Come  to  me  in  the  sultry  noon ; 
Let  earth's  low  cares  for  thee  make  room. 
Lest  their  dull  shades  eclipse  Thy  light, 
And  change  my  fairest  day  to  night. 

3  Come  to  me  in  the  evening  shade, 
And  if  my  heart  from  Thee  has  strayed, 
Oh,  bring  it  back,  and  from  afar 
Smile  on  me  like  the  evening  star. 

4  Come  to  me  in  the  midnight  hour, 
When  sleep  withholds  her  balmy  power ; 
Let  my  lone  spirit  find  its  rest, 
Like  John,  upon  my  Saviour's  breast. 

5  Come  to  me  through  life's  varied  way, 
And  when  its  pulses  cease  to  play   - 
Then,  Saviour,  come  and  call  for  me. 
That  where  thou  art,  thy  child  may  be  I 

Henry  Vertue  Tebbs,  1858. 

1  1  A      Thy  loving  kindness  in  the  morning,      t     x«- 
llO         ^  *    PsalmxciLS.  ^*  M. 

Now  with  creation's  morning  song 
Let  us,  as  children  of  the  day, 
With  wakened  heart  and  purpose  strong, 
The  works  of  darkness  cast  away. 

Oh,  may  the  mom  so  pure,  so  clear, 
Its  own  sweet  calm  in  us  instill ! 
A  guileless  mind,  a  heart  sincere, 
Simplicity  of  word  and  will. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1880.  30 


And  ever,  as  the  day  glides  by. 
May  we  the  busy  senses  rein ; 
Keep  guard  upon  the  hand  and  eye. 
Nor  let  the  conscience  suffer  stain. 

Grant  us,  O  God,  in  love  to  thee. 
Clear  eyes  to  measure  things  below ; 
Faith,  the  invisible  to  see ; 
And  wisdom,  Thee  in  all  to  know. 

Boman  Breviary.    Tr.  Edward  CaswalU  18i9. 

1  1 17  Faith  Cometh  by  hearing.  t     -xr 

JLli  Horn.  X.  17.  -L-  M.. 

Praise,  everlasting  praise,  be  paid 
To  him  that  earth^s  foundations  laid : 
Praise  to  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word. 

Firm  are  the  words  his  prophets  give. 
Sweet  words,  on  which  his  children  live ; 
Each  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God, 
Who  spoke)  and  spread  the  skies  abroad. 

O  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  faith, 
To  credit  what  the  Almighty  saith. 
To  embrace  the  message  of  his  Son, 
And  call  the  joys  of  heaven  our  own. 

Then  should  the  earth^s  old  pillars  shake. 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break ; 
Our  steady  souls  should  fear  no  more 
Than  solid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 

I.  Watts,  ab.  1700. 


6h»t  Sbrt;  itttia  li^^  ^erh* 


118-122 


1  1  Q     To  liim  be  glorr.  both  now  and  forever. 
11 0  2  Peter  iu.  18. 


I<.    m.t 


Great  King  of  glory,  hear  the  prayer 
We  offer  now  &f  ore  thy  throne ; 
For  worship  every  heart  prepare, 
And  on  us  shed  thy  blessing  down. 

Great  Qod,  thy  glorious  light  reveal, 
Fulfill  to  us  each  promise  given ; 
May  we  thy  gracious  presence  feel ; 
Oh  make  this  place  the  gate  of  heaven ! 

Here  let  the  savor  of  thy  love 
Attract  each  wandering  heart  to  thee ; 
And  let  thy  mercies  from  above 
The  mourners  cheer,  the  captives  free. 

Spirit  Divine,  through  thee  we  raise 
To  God  our  Father  and  our  Friend, 
And  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  grace, 
Glory  and  praise,  world  without  end. 
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In  remembrance  of  me. 
1  Cor.  xi.  25. 


H..1885. 


lie    M* 


Oft  we,  alas,  forget  the  love 
Of  Him  who  bought  us  with  his  blood ; 
Who  now,  as  our  High  Priest  above, 
E'er  intercedes  for  us  with  God. 

Oft  we  forget  the  woe,  the  pain. 
The  bloody  sweat,  th*  accursed  tree. 
The  wrath  his  soul  did  once  sustain. 
From  sin  and  death  to  set  us  free. 

Oft  we  forget  that,  strangers  here, 
This  world  is  not  our  rest  or  home ; 
That,  waiting  till  our  Lord  appear, 
Our  hearts  should  cry,"Come,Saviourcome." 

Oft  we  forget  that  we  are  one 

With  every  saint  that  loves  his  name ; 

United  to  Him  on  the  throne ; 

Our  life,  our  hope,  our  Lord,  the  same. 

0,  then,  what  love  is  here  displayed, 
That  Jesus  did  this  feast  provide 
The  very  night  he  was  betrayed, 
The  very  night  before  he  died  I 

Here,  in  the  broken  bread  and  wine, 
We  hear  him  say,  * 'Remember  me ! 
I  gave  my  life  to  ransom  thine, 
1  bore  thy  curse  to  set  thee  free." 

James  Oeorge  Deck,  b.  1H02. 


t  O  A     My  Godt  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?     *     -^ 
±X\3  Matt  xxvii.  46.  ^  ^' 

From  Calvary  a  cry  was  heard, 
A  bitter  and  heart-rending  cry ; 
My  Saviour  I  every  mournful  word 
Bespeaks  thy  soul's  deep  agony. 

A  horror  of  great  darkness  fell 
On  thee,  thou  spotless,  holy  one  I 
And  all  the  swarming  hosts  of  hell 
Conspired  to  tempt  God's  only  Son. 

The  scourge,  the  thorns,  the  deep  disgrace, 
These  thou  couldst  bear,  nor  once  repine; 
But  when  thy  Father  veiled  his  face, 
Unutterable  pangs  were  thine. 

Let  the  dumb  world  its  silence  break ; 
Let  pealing  anthems  rend  the  sky ; 
Awake,  my  sluggish  soul,  awake  I 
He  died,  that  we  might  never  die. 

Lord  I  on  thy  cross  I  fix  mine  eye ; 
If  it  should  lose  its  strong  control, 
Oh  let  that  dying, .  piercing  cry. 
Melt  and  reclaim  my  wandering  soul. 

John  W.  CYomtn^Aam,  mo. 


Behold,  all  things  are  become  new. 
2  Cor.  V.  17. 


L.  Al* 
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Thou  strong  and  loving  Son  of  Man, 
Redeemer  from  the  bonds  of  sin, 
'Tis  thou  the  living  spark  dost  fan, 
That  sets  my  heart  on  fire  within. 

Li  thee  I  find  a  nobler  birth, 
A  glory  o'er  the  world  I  see, 
And  Paradise  returns  to  earth. 
And  blooms  again  for  us  in  thee. 

Thou  openest  heaven  once  more  to  men. 
The  soul's  true  home,  thy  kingdom.  Lord, 
And  I  can  trust  and  hope  again. 
And  feel  myself  akin  to  God. 

Cknnan  of  Fred,  von  UardenberBr-Novalis,  1708-1801. 
Tr.  Catharine  Winkworth,  ab.  I8fi5. 


To  whom  be 


for  ever  and  ever, 
eb.  xiii.  21. 


L.  M* 
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The  God  of  peace  who  from  the  dead 
Brought  the  Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep ; 
Through  His  own  blood  on  Calvary  shed 
Us  in  perpetual  covenant  keep : 

Perfect  our  souls  to  do  his  will, 
Working  in  us  his  holy  ways ; 
That  we  his  pleasure  may  fulfil 
Through  Christ,  to  whom  be  endless  praise. 

H.,  187». 


198-124 


WiiB  'JktAti  %$rmnhim  ^ta^ttidtts. 


40" 


Jasper* 


L.  M. 


H.,  18T9» 


With  jasper,  gold,and  gems  aflame.The  Holy  City  shall  descend ;  And  mighty  Toiees 


shall  proclaim,Behold  God's  dwellingis  withmen  IBehold  God's  dwelling  is  withmen. 


Duke  Streeti 


page  20.         HTzbrid^e. 


page  14.         Federal  Street,      page  16. 
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Bev.xxi.lJ,  li-  M. 

With  jasper,  gold,  and  gems  aflame, 
The  Holy  City  shall  descend ; 
And  mighty  voices  shall  proclaim, 
Behold  God^s  dwelling  is  with  men  I 

Wide  swing  the  everlasting  gates, 
Those  pearly  portals  bright  and  fair ; 
At  every  one  an  angel  waits. 
To  welcome  weary  wanderers  there. 

No  griefs  nor  anguish,  pains  nor  sighs, 
No  sin,  no  death,  no  curse,  no  tears. 
Invade  that  city  from  the  skies, 
Through  all  the  glad  eternal  years. 

There  pleasures  wait,  and  joys  unknown, 
For  saints  who  earth  in  tears  have  trod ; 
And  crystal  waters  from  the  throne 
Make  glad  the  City  of  our  God  I 

There  countless  forms  immortal,  fair. 
Reflect  the  image  of  their  Lord, 
And  songs  of  praise  on  all  the  air 
Exalt  the  King  by  all  adored. 

O  blest  are  they  whose  raiment  bright 
Is  washed  from  every  stain  of  sin ; 
They  shall  to  life's  fair  tree  have  right. 
And  through  the  gates  shall  enter  in. 

H.,187& 


1  Qi|  StOiet  Lamm  und  Fried^ftirHe.  t     tlt 

Thou  Lamb  of  God,  thou  Prince  of  Peace, 
For  thee  my  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
My  longing  heart  implores  thy  grace ; 
O  make  me  in  thy  likeness  shine ! 

With  f raudless,  even,  humble  mind. 

Thy  will  in  all  things  may  I  see ; 

In  love  be  every  wish  resigned. 

And  hallowed  my  whole  heart  to  Thee. 

When  pain  o'er  my  weak  flesh  prevails, 
With  Lamb-like  patience  arm  my  breast  \ 
When  grief  my  wounded  soul  assails. 
In  lowly  meekness  may  I  rest. 

■ 

Close  by  thy  side  still  may  I  keep, 
Howe'er  life's  various  currents  flow . 
With  steadfast  eye  mark  every  step. 
And  follow  thee  where'er  thou  go. 

Thou,  Lord,  the  dreadful  fight  hast  won, 
Alone  thou  hast  the  winepress  trod : 
In  me  thy  strengthening  grace  be  shown ; 
Oh,  may  I  conquer  through  thy  blood  I 

So,  when  on  Sipn  thou  shalt  stand, 
And  all  heaven's  host  adore  their  King^ 
Shall  I  be  found  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  free  from  pain  thy  glories  sing. 

John  Wesley,  1739,  from  C.  F.  Rickter,  1676-1701. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HaHtingt,  1880. 
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l5  "aCa*  ©^ittfigit^fh  J^fe^  Wipjftt.         126-129 


1  QC  A  crown  of  thorns.  ^     -u- 

XaO  Johnxix.8.  *^'  ^' 

O,  grace  divine !  the  Saviour  shed 
His  life-blood  on  the  cursed  tree ; 
Bowed  on  the  cross  his  blessed  head, 
And  died  to  make  his  brethren  free. 

Through  suffering  there,  beneath  his  feet 
He  trod  the  fierce  avenger  down : 
There  power  itself  and  weakness  meet — 
Emblem  of  each,  yon  thorny  crown. 

Fruit  of  the  curse,  the  tangled  thorn 
Showed  that  he  bore  its  deadly  sting ; 
The  crown,  'mid  Israel's  cruel  scorn. 
Marked  him  as  earth's  anointed  King. 

O  blessed  hour,  when  all  the  earth 
Its  rightful  Heir  shall  yet  receive ; 
When  every  tongue  shall  own  his  worth, 
And  all  creation  cease  to  grieve. 

Thou  dearest  Saviour,  thou  alone. 
Canst  give  thy  weary  people  rest ; 
And,  Lord,  till  thou  art  on  the  throne. 
This  groaning  earth  can  ne'er  be  blest. 

£dward  Denny,  1830. 


t  OA  Into  an  hieh  mountain  apart  j '   -j|^ 

High  on  the  mount  the  Saviour  stands: 
His  altered  face  resplendent  shines ; 
And  while  he  elevates  his  hands, 
Lo !  glory  marks  its  gentle  lines ! 

Two  heavenly  forms  descend  to  wait 
Upon  their  suffering  Prince  below ; 
But  while  they  worship  at  his  feet. 
They  talk  of  fast  approaching  woe. 

Amid  the  lustre  of  the  scene. 
To  Calvary  he  turns  his  eyes ; 
And  with  submission  all  serene. 
He  marks  the  future  tempest  rise. 

Then  let  us  climb  the  mount  of  prayer. 
Where  all  his  beaming  glories  shine ; 
And,  gazing  on  his  brightness  there, 
Our  woes  forget  in  joys  divine. 

Oh,  that  on  yonder  heavenly  hills 
Where  now  the  risen  Saviour  stands. 
And  peace  like  softest  dew  distills, 
I,  too,  may  elevate  my  hands. 

WiUiam  Bengo  Vollyer,  1812. 
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127  ''''^^^{^!t^  L.  M. 

O  praise  the  Lord,  'tis  sweet  to  raise 
The  grateful  heart  to  God  in  praise : 
When  fallen  raised,  when  lost  restored. 
Oh !  it  is  sweet  to  praise  the  Lord ! 

Great  is  his  power,  divine  his  skill, 
His  love  divmer,  greater  still ; 
The  sinner's  friend,  the  mourner's  stay. 
He  sends  no  suppliant  sad  away. 

The  lions  roar  to  him  for  bread, 
The  ravens  by  his  hand  are  fed ; 
And  shall  his  chosen  flock  despair? 
Shall  they  mistrust  their  Shepherd's  care? 

His  church  is  precious  in  his  sight ; 
He  makes  her  glory  his  delight ; 
His  treasures  on  her  head  are  poured ; 
O  Zion's  children,  praise  the  Lord. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte,  1884. 


The  blind  see,  the  lame  walk. 
Luke  vii.  22. 


L.  M, 
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Behold,  the  blind  their  sight  receive ; 
Behold,  the  dead  awake  and  live : 
The  dumb  speak  wonders ;  and  the  lame 
Leap  like  the  hart,  and  bless  His  name. 

Thus  doth  the  eternal  Spirit  own 
And  seal  the  mission  of  the  Son ; 
The  Father  vindicates  his  cause 
While  He  hangs  bleeding  on  the  cross. 

He  dies !  the  heavens  in  mourning  stood ; 
He  rises,  and  appears  our  God ! 
Behold  the  Lord  ascending  high. 
No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die. 

Hence  then  forever  from  my  heart 
I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart ; 
And  to  those  hands  my  soul  resign, 
Which  bear  credentials  so  divine. 

I.  WatU,  1709. 


And  when  they  had  rang  an  hymn. 
Matt.  zxvi.  aO. 


L.  M. 
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Come,  Christians,  brethren,  ere  we  part. 
Join  every  voice  and  every  heart : 
One  solemn  hymn  to  God  we  raise, 
One  final  song  of  grateful  praise. 

Christians!  we  here  may  meet  no  more. 
But  there  is  yet  a  happier  shore ; 
And  there,  released  from  toil  and  pain, 
Soon,  brethren,  we  may  meet;  aprain. 

'  Henry  Kirke  White.  1800. 


130-133 


9i^  1^  JIttirit  la  V^m  iifHt  %A. 


Mlserioopcfla. 


L.  M. 


H.,1880. 


Have  mercy      on    me,    O     my  God,  Ac  -  cord-lng    to     thy    ten-der    love; 

£  -  -    -    -    * 


res 


Oh,  wash  me    in    my  Saviour's  blood,Let     me   thy    pard'ning     mercy    prove. 


180  Hay»ercj«joame.OOod.  j^  ^ 

Have  mercy  on  me,  O  my  God, 
According  to  thy  tender  love : 
Oh,  wash  me  in  my  Saviour's  blood, 
Let  me  thy  pardoning  mercy  prove. 

Against  my  God  my  faults  I  own ; 
My  sins  before  me  ever  rise ; 
Let  not  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 
Shut  up  thine  ears  against  my  cries. 

Lord,  make  me  pure  and  true  within. 
Thy  hidden  wisdom  may  I  know ; 
So  shall  I,  purged  from  guilt  and  sin. 
Be  whiter  than  the  driven  snow. 

Restore  to  me  salvation's  joys, 
By  thy  free  Spirit  me  uphold ; 
Transgressors  then  I'll  teach  thy  ways, 
And  gather  sinners  to  thy  fold. 

H.  1880, 


Deacendliiff  like  ft  dove. 


li.  al» 


Mat!.  iU.  1ft, 

Eternal  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
On  these  baptismal  waters  move. 
That  we,  through  energy  divine. 
May  hAve  the  substance  with  the  sign, 
All  ye  that  love  Immanuel's  name, 
And  long  to  feel  the  increasing  flame, 
'Tis  you,  ye  children  of  the  light, 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  invite. 

y.  It  Benjamin  Beddome,  inr-ITWL 
.  V.  2.  John  Bippon,  17M-1838. 

'  «pyright  H.  L,  UastingsTiaiS^ 


He  ihaU  testUV  of 


John  xy. 


me. 


L*  n. 
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Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind. 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God ; 
Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire? 
Oh,  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame. 
And  make  me  bum  with  pure  desire. 

A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see ; 
Oh,  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

John  Stewart,  1808. 

IftQ  HiB  Spirit  that  dweUeth  in  you.  ,     -^ 

I'OO  "    Rom.?itt.ll.  L.  M. 

Come,  thou  eternal  Spirit,  come 
From  heaven,  thy  glorious  dwelling-place ; 
Oh,  make  my  sinful  heart  thy  home. 
And  consecrate  it  by  thy  grace. 

There  fix,  O  Lord,  thy  blest  abode, 
And  drive  thy  foes  forever  thence ; 
There  shed  a  Saviour's  love  abroad. 
And  light  and  life  and  joy  dispense. 

My  wants  supply;  my  fears  suppress; 
Direct  my  way,  and  hold  me  up ; 
Teach  me  in  times  of  deep  distress, 
To  pray  in  faith  and  wait  in  hope. 

Brajamln  Beddome,  mr-lTSS. 


Jkiaik  naUx  ftLt  mix  3^  t^t  JimA. 


134-139 


1  O^  Looking  on  afkr  oit  r     %r 

Lord  Jesus,  when  we  stand  afar 
And  gaze  upon  thy  holy  cross, 
Id.  love  of  thee  and  scorn  of  self, 
Oh,  may  we  count  the  world  as  loss. 

When  we  behold  thy  bleeding  wounds, 
And  the  rough  way  that  thou  hast  trod, 
Make  us  to  hate  the  load  of  sin 
That  lay  so  heavy  on  our  God. 

O  holy  Lord !  uplifted  high 
With  outstretched  arms,  in  mortal  woe. 
Embracing  in  thy  wondrous  love 
The  sinful  world  that  lies  below ! 

Give  us  an  ever-living  faith 
To  gaze  beyond  the  things  we  see ; 
And  in  the  mystery  of  thy  death 
Draw  us  and  all  men  after  thee ! 

Wm,  Walaham  How,  18M. 

1  Oft  Whfle  it  is  called  to-day.  w     -^ 

XOO  Heb.iiU  IS.  *-•  M» 

Oh,  why  wilt  thou  so  long  delay, 
And  spurn  the  mercy  of  the  Lord? 
Sinner,  while  it  is  called  to-day. 
Obey  the  reconciling  word. 

Alas !  thy  day  of  grief  draws  nigh, 
When,  haply,  on  a  dying  bed. 
Thou  may^st  for  peace  and  pardon  cry. 
When  the  last  ray  of  hope  is  fled. 

When  through  the  clouds  of  wrath  and  gloom 
Shall  shine  the  awful  judgment  throne, 
Oh,  wilt  thou  burst  the  silent  tomb 
To  be  eternally  undone? 

Oh,  weary  wanderer,  far  from  bliss, 
Wretched  and  burdened  and  forlorn ; 
Return,  and  Christ  shall  give  you  peace, 
His  light  shall  be  your  endless  morn. 

H„  1885, 


1  QA  Buried  with  him  by  bap^m,  t     iLt 

loo  Kom,vl.4.  L.  M. 

Come,  saints,  adore  your  Saviour,  God, 
Who  led  your  willing  footsteps  here ; 
Walk  in  the  blessed  paths  he  trod, 
Nor  duty  dread,  nor  danger  fear. 

Come,  sacred  Dove,  in  peace  descend, 
As  once  thou  didst  on  Jordan's  wave ; 
Now  with  this  scene  thine  influence  blend, 
And  hover  o'er  this  solemn  grave. 

S.  p.  Ulll.  lii'H! 


1  QT  Led  by  the  spirit  of  God.  ,    u 

±0§  Rom.  viii.  14.  L-  M. 

Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Be  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  ffuide ; 
O'er  every  thought  and  ste^  preside. 

To  us  the  light  of  truth  display. 
And  make  us  know  and  choose  the  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

Lead  us  to  holiness — the  road 
Which  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  Christ — the  living  way ; 
Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures  stray. 

Simon  Browne,  1720. 


Who  his  own  lelf  bare  our  elns, 
1  Peter  iL  24. 


L.  M. 
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Saviour,  the  sorrows  thou  hast  known 
And  borne  for  one  so  vile  as  me, 
Would  melt  to  tenderness  a  stone. 
And  bind  my  heart  by  love  to  thee. 

But  oh,  the  crimes  that  I  have  done 
Have  sharpened  all  thine  agony ; 
My  sins  thy  bleeding  hands  have  torn ; 
How  can  I  from  this  guilt  be  free? 

Thy  voice  can  all  my  fears  control ; 
Thy  glance  can  make  my  sadness  flee : 
Oh,  chase  the  midnight  from    my  soul, 
Thou  crucified  of  Calvary  I 

O  weeper  in  the  garden's  gloom  I 
O  sufferer  on  the  shameful  tree  I 
Great  conqueror  of  the  vanquished  tomb, 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  remember  me  I 


H.1865. 


too        Uc  leadeth  me  beside  the  still  waters.       ^      -kr 
XOV  Psalm  xxiii.  2.  ^   •'"• 

Now  may  the  Lord  our  Shepherd  lead 
To  living  streams  his  little  flock ; 
May  he  in  flowery  pastures  feed. 
Shade  us  at  noon  beneath  the  rock ! 

Now  we  may  hear  our  Shepherd's  voice. 
And  gladly  answer  to  his  call ; 
Now  may  our  hearts  for  him  rejoice. 
Who  knows,  and  names,  and  loves  us  all. 

When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear. 
And  small  and  great  before  him  stand. 
Oh,  be  the  flock  assembling  here 
Found  with  the  sheep  on  his  right  hand ! 

James  Montgomery,  1771—1854. 
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H.,  1879. 


1      0  Lord,  who  did*  St  from  heaven  come  do wn,To  wear  for  me    the    thorny  crowft. 
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2  Grant,  Lord,  in  hours  of  pain,  to  me 
Thy  deep  and  tender  sympathy ; 
Beside  my  bed  in  mercy  stand, 

And  on  me  lay  thy  healing  hand. 

3  In  sorrow  and  in  grief  draw  nigh, 
Thou  who  for  me  didst  weep  and  die. 
Oh,  heal  my  inward  wound  and  smart, 
And  gently  bind  my  broken  heart. 

4  Though  men  forsake,  betray,  despise, 
Still  turn  on  me  Thy  pitying  eyes, — 
Thou  who  didst  stoop  from  heavenly  bliss. 
To  bear  a  traitor's  venomed  kiss. 

5  In  life's  last  hour,  oh,  be  Thou  nigh, 
Thou  who  for  me  didst  deign  to  die. 
And  when  thou  sittest  on  thy  throne, 
O  Lord,  receive  me  for  thine  own. 

H.,  1879. 


First  of  all,  su 

1  Tim.  fi:  1. 


•ns. 


L.  M. 


lAI  Therefore  come' boldly.  -r     -.r 

1*1  Heb.  iv.  le.  I''  ^^' 

I  will  approach  Thee — I  will  force 
My  way  through  obstacles  to  Thee ; 
To  Thee  for  strength  will  have  recourse, 
To  thee  for  consolation  flee. 

Oh,  cast  me,  cast  me  not  away. 
From  Thy  dear  presence,  gracious  Lord. 
My  burden  at  Thy  feet  I  lay; 
My  soul  reposes  on  Thy  word. 

Charlotte  ElUott,  1834.    | 

"opyrlght,  H.  L,  Hastinga,  1880.  «^G 
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We  pray  for  those  who  do  not  pray  I 
Who  waste,  O  Lord,  salvation's  day : 
For  those  we  love  who  love  not  thee ; — 
Our  grief,  their  danger,  pitying  see. 

Those  for  whom  many  tears  are  shed. 
And  blessings  breathed  upon  their  head ; 
The  children  of  thy  people  save. 
From  godless  life  and  hopeless  grave. 

Hear  fathers,  mothers,  as  they  pray 
For  sons,  for  daughters,  far  away — 
Brother  for  brother,  friend  for  friend — 
Hear  all  our  prayers  that  upward  blend. 

We  pray  for  those  who  long  have  heard, 
But  still  neglect  thy  gracious  word ; 
Soften  the  hearts  obdurate  made 
By  calls  unheeded,  vows  delayed. 

Release  the  drunkard  from  his  chain. 
Save  those  beguiled  by  pleasure  vain. 
Set  free  the  slaves  of  lust,  and  bring 
Back  to  their  home  the  wandering. 

The  hopeless  cheer ;  guide  those  who  doubt ; 
Restore  the  lost ;  cast  no  one  out ; 
For  all  that  are  far  off  we  pray. 
Since  we  were  once  far  off  as  they. 

Christopher  Newman  Uall,  b.  181G 
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*!  ^Q       They  shall  call  his  name  £inmanuel.     -r     ^r 
A*0  Matt  i.  23.  ^-   ■**• 

Lord  Jesus,  in  thy  name  alone 
Assembling,  we  thy  promise  plead ; 
Thy  presence  with  us  now  make  known ; 
Our  prayer  and  praise  thy  Spirit  lead. 

Emmanuel,  God  with  us,  thou  art, 
This  is  thy  dear,  thy  chosen  name ; 
Its  savor  fills  the  loving  heart, 
To-day,  forevermore  the  same. 

Thou  art  the  light,  our  feet  to  guide. 
Our  sun,  to  cheer  the  desert  way ; 
The  rock,  beneath  whose  shade  we  hide, 
Whose  waters  flow  and  never  stay. 

Blest  in  thy  fellowship  divine. 
The  heart  has  found  a  perfect  rest ; 
In  joy  or  tears,  we  still  recline 
For  safety  on  thy  sheltering  breast. 

Here  let  our  hearts  forever  dwell, 
Live  on  thy  fuUness,  Lord,  and  be 
Thy  living  witnesses,  to  tell 
The  glories  that  are  found  in  thee. 

Unknown. 

1 AA  For  Tonr  sakea  He  became  poor.       -r     ^r 

1**  2Cor.viii.9.  ^'-   ^' 

We  know  the  grace  of  Him  who  died, 
Once  rich,  but  for  our  sakes  made  poor ; 
He  heavenly  glory  laid  aside. 
To  make  us  rich  forevermore. 

Who  glory  had  ere  earth  was  made. 
Stooped  low  a  ruined  race  to  save ; 
Was  in  a  wayside  manger  laid ; — 
Was  buried  in  a  stranger's  grave. 

The  manger  bed,  the  stranger's  tomb, 
Begin  and  end  His  earthly  stay ; — 
He  came  to  bring  the  wanderers  home. 
And  wipe  the  mourner's  tears  away. 


Lord,  in  the  way  that  thou  hast  trod, 
]May  we,  thy  followers,  humbly  go ; — - 
That  like  the  suffering  Son  of  God, 
We  to  the  lost  thy  love  may  show. 

So  when  he  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  all  creation  sings  His  name. 
May  we,  remembered  then,  be  known, 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

H.,1880. 


1  AR  If  any  inan  thirst.  r     -%r 

IrtO  John  viL  37.  ^'  ■**• 

I  thirst,  but  not  as  once  I  did. 
The  vain  delights  of  earth  to  share ; 
Thy  wounds,  Emmanuel,  all  forbid 
That  I  should  s€ek  my  pleasures  there. 

It  was  the  sight  of  thy  dear  cross 
First  weaned  my  soiil  from  earthly  things ; 
And  taught  me  to  esteem  as  dross 
The  mirth  of  fools  and  pomp  of  kings. 

I  want  that  grace  that  springs  from  thee. 
That  quickens  all  things  where  it  flows, 
And  makes  a  wretched  thorn  like  me. 
Bloom  as  the  myrtle,  or  the  rose. 

Dear  fountain  of  delight  unknown ! 
No  longer  sink  below  the  brim : 
But  overflow,  and  pour  me  down 
A  living,  and  life-giving  stream  i 

Wm.  Cowper, 


ab.,  1779. 


Pray  ye  therefore  the  Lord  of  the  harvest. 
Luke  X.  2. 


L.  M. 
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Saviour  divine.  Thy  heart  of  love 
Which  led  Thee  from  thy  home  on  high, 
Still  for  the  sons  of  men  doth  move. 
And  yearning  cries,  Why  will  ye  die? 

Do  thou  our  hearts  with  love  control. 
Till  filled  with  deep,  divine  desire. 
We  seek  to  save  each  dying  soul. 
And  pluck  them  quickly  from  the  fire. 

Filled  with  the  spirit  of  our  Head, 
May  we  with  Him  co-workers  be ; 
And  may  His  tears  o'er  sinners  shed, 
Be  ours  as  we  their  ruin  see. 

Lord,  send  forth  laborers  day  by  day, 
Strong  in  the  power  of  love  divine ; 
And  may  they  toil,  and  weep  and  pray, 
Till  like  the  stars  at  last  they  sliine. 

H.,1879. 


Give  thanks  unto  the  Lord. 
Psalm  evil.  1. 


L.  M. 
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Give  thanks  to  God,  He  reigns  above ; 
Kind  are  His  thoughts,  His  name  is  love ; 
His  mercy  ages  past  have  known, 
And  ages  long  to  come  shall  own. 

Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonders  of  His  grace  record ; 
How  great  His  works  !  how  kind  His  ways ! 
Let  every  tongue  pronounce _^His  praise. 

87 


Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1719. 
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L.  M.    J-  Ingalls,  from  Scotch.  Arr.  H.  B.  H.,  1879. 
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r  He  dies !  the  Friend  of  sin-ners  dies !     Lo,  Salem's  daughters  weep  around ;  > 

\  A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies !  A  sudden  trembling  shakesthe  ground!  / 

He  shed  a  thou-  sand  drops    for  you,     A  thousand  drops  of    rich-er  blood ! 


Come.saint8,anddrop   a    tear  or    two,   For  him  whi>  groaned  beneath  your  load ; 
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Jeras  died  and  rose  again. 
lThe88.iY.14. 


L.  M. 
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He  dies!  the  Friend  of  sinners  dies! 
Lo,  Salem's  daughters  weep  around; 
A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies! 
A  sudden  trembling  shakesthe  ground! 
Come,  saints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two, 
For  him  who  groaned  beneath  your  load ; 
He  shed  a  thousand  drops  for  you, 
A  thousand  drops  of  richer  blood! 

Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men ! 
But  lol  what  sudden  joys  we  seel 
Jesus  the  dead  revives  again! 
The  rising  Lord  forsakes  the  tomb  1 
Up  to  his  Father's  courts  he  flies; 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home ; 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies! 

Break  off  your  tears,  ye  saints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns; 
Sing  how  he  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell. 
And  led  the  monster.  Death,  in  chains. 
Say,  '*Live  forever,  wondrous  king, 
Bom  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save !" 
Then  ask  the  monster,  «•  Where's  thy  sting? 
And  Where's  thy  victory,  boasting  grave?" 

Jtaae  Watts,  1706.     Martin  Madan,  1700. 


lAO  Let  US  fhezefloreoome  boldly.  j     fuf 

What  various  hind'rances  we  meet 

In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat! 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 

But  wishes  to  be  often  there? 

Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw, 

Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 

Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 

Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

Hestraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 
While  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 
Success  was  found  on  Israel's  side; 
But  when  through  weariness  they  failed, 
That  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 

Have  you  no  words?    Ah !  think  again, 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain, 
And  fill  your  fellow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 
Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent 
To  heav'n  in  supplications  sent, 
Your  cheerful  song  would  of tener  be, 
**  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me." 

WUIiam  Cowper,  1779. 


^oyrifht,  H.  L,  Haatings,  UJ80, 
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1  Ki\  Oatiwred  tosether  in  my  name.  ^     -m- 

lOU  Matt.  xvui.  ao.  ^  M« 

With  thankful  hearts  we  meet,  O  Lord) 
To  sing  thy  praise  and  hear  thy  word, 
To  seek  thy  face  in  earnest  prayer, 
To  cast  on  thee  each  earthly  care. 

Dear  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  flock. 
Thy  people's  shield,  their  shadowing  rock, 
Once  more  we  meet  to  hear  thy  voice, 
Once  more  before  Thee  to  rejoice. 

Oh,  may  thy  servants,  by  thy  word. 
Refresh  each  wearied  heart,  dear  Lord, 
Wearied  of  earth's  vain  strife  and  woe. 
Wearied  of  sin  and  all  below. 

Thy  presence.  Saviour,  now  we  seek. 
Confirm  the  strong,  sustain  the  weak. 
Way-worn  and  tried,  we  hither  come. 
Give  us  a  foretaste  of  our  home. 

Unknown. 
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£Ten  so,  come.  Lord  Jesus. 


Bo,eon 
Bev. 


zzii.ao. 


li*  HL» 


When  shall  thy  lovely  face  be  seen? 
When  shall  our  eyes  behold  our  God? 
What  lengths  of  distance  lie  between, 
And  hills  of  guilt  I  a  heavy  load ! 

Our  months  are  ages  of  delay, 
And  slowly  every  minute  wears ; 
Fly,  winged  time,  and  roll  away 
These  tedious  rounds  of  sluggish  years. 

Ye  heavenly  gates,  loose  all  your  chains, 
Let  the  etenUtl  pillars  bow ; 
Blest  Saviour,  cleave  the  starry  plains. 
And  make  the  crystal  mountains  flow. 

Hark,  how  thy  saints  unite  their  cries. 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  doom ; 
Come  thou,  the  soul  of  all  our  joys. 
Thou,  the  Desire  of  nations,  come. 

Our  spirits  shake  their  eager  wings. 
And  bum  to  meet  thy  flying  throne ; 
We  rise  away  from  mortal  things 
To  attend  thy  shining  chariot  down. 

Our  heart-strings  groan  with  deep  complaint, 
Our  flesh  lies  panting.  Lord,  for  thee ; 
And  every  limb,  and  every  joint, 
Stretches  for  immortality. 

Iswu:  Watts  ab.l709. 


89 


IRQ     IwilleomelntohimftiidiaptrHhlitatt.    t     -m- 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  worldj  be  gone ; 
Let  my  religious  houfs  alone ; 
Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see ; 
I  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 

My  heart  ctows  warm  with  holy  flre, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire ; 
Come,  gracious  Saviour,  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

Blest  Jesus,  what  delicious  fare ! 
How  sweet  thy  entertainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  taste  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

HaU,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine. 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine. 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  one 
That  eyes  have  seen  or  angels  known. 

When  I  can  say  my  God  is  mine 
When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  shine, 
I  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet 
And  all  the  world  calls  good  or  great. 

While  such  a  scene  of  ^acred  joys. 
Our  raptured  eyes  and  soul  employs 
Here  we  could  sit  and  gaze  away 
A  long,  an  everlasting  day. 

Aaae  WoUm,  ab.  ITW. 


168  ^iJSTi.T^-         L.  M. 

Prayer  is  appointed  to  convey 
The  blessings  God  designs  to  give ; 
Long  as  they  live  should  Christians  pray ; 
They  learn  to  pray  when  first  they  live. 

If  pain  afllict,  or  wrongs  oppress ; 
If  cares  distract,  or  fears  dismay ; 
If  guilt  deject ;  if  sin  distress ; 
In  every  case,  still  watch  and  pray. 

'Tis  prayer  supports  the  soul  that's  weak : 
Though  thought  be  broken,  language  lame, 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  or  canst  not  speak ; 
But  pray  with  faith  in  Jesus'  name. 

Depend  on  him ;  thou  canst  not  fail ; 

Make  all  thy  wants  and  wishes  known : 

Fear  not ;  Ms  merits  must  prevail ; 

Ask  but  in  faith,  it  shall  be  done. 

jotqfh  Mart,  nea. 
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^urlal  Hymni 


EL,  3878. 


1    We  give  this    bo  -  dy     to    the  dust    In      certain  hope,  in  steadfast  trust ; 


In  Christ,  our  life,  our  hope,  our  head,  Lord  of     the    liv-ing    and  the  dead. 


Old  Hundred. 
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1  R^  Unto  dnst  Shalt  thoax«tum.  t     >«■ 

10«  Gen.  m.  19.  ^'  M. 

2  We  dread  thee  not,  pale  Terror's  king ! 
Oar  Leader  plucked  thy  venomed  sting ; 
We  trust  in  His  .immortal  powers; 
Thro'  him  both-  life  and  death  are  ours ! 

3  Soon,  soon  the  trumpet  of  our  King 
Shall  call  his  saints  to  wake  and  sing ; 
Then  may  we,  through  His  power  divine, 
In  resurrection  splendor  shine ! 

4  In  certain  hope,  in  holy  trust, 
We  lay  the  weary  pilgrim  down ; 
The  resurrection  of  the  just 
Shall  bring  life's  fair  immortal  crown  I 

H.  1876. 
JLOO  2  Pet.  i.  19.  L.  M. 

Though  love  may  weep  with  breaking  heart* 
There  comes,  O  Christ,  a  day  of  thine ! 
There  is  a  Morning  Star  must  shine. 
And  all  these  shadows  shall  depart. 

Though  faith  may  droop  and  tremble  here 
That  day  of  light  shall  surely  come ; 
The  shadowy  path  leads  safely  home ; 
When  twilight  breaks,  the  dawn  is  near. 

Though  hope  seem  now  to  hope  in  vain, 
And  death  seem  king  of  all  below, 
There  yet  shall  come  the  morning  glow, 
And  wake  our  slumberers  once  again. 

Fred.  Adolphus  Krummachcr,  1805.  TV.  C.  Winkworth,  18S& 
Copyright,  XL  L.  Hastings,  1H7B.  40 


The  time  U  short 
1  Cor.  vii.  2i). 


L.  M. 
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The  time  is  short  ere  all  that  live 
Shall  hence  be  called  their  God  to  meet, 
And  each  a  strict  account  must  give, 
At  Jesus*  awful  judgment  seat. 

The  time  is  short :  sinner,  beware ! 
Nor  squander  these  brief  hours  away ; 
Oh,  flee  to  Christ  by  faith  and  prayer, 
&e  yet  shall  close  this  fleeting  day. 

The  time  is  short ;  ye  saints,  rejoice 
Your  Saviour- Judge  will  quickly  come ; 
Soon  shall  you  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice 
Invite  you  to  His  heavenly  home. 

The  time  is  short,  ere  time  shall  cease, 
Eternity  be  ushered  in. 
And  death  shall  die,  and  joy  and  peace 
O'er  the  new  earth  benignant  reign. 

Joaejih  ^odbdw,  ob.,  1789. 


n  is  sown  in  weakness. 
1  Cor.  XV.  43. 


li.  M. 
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In  sadness  yet  in  faith  we  go. 
Our  precious  seed  in  dust  to  sow ; 
To  wait  the  glorious  harvest  day, 
When  death's  cold  shades  shall  flee  away. 

Thro'  all  earth's  gloom,  hope  sheds  its  smile. 
And  whispers,  **Yet  a  little  while; " — 
Soon  shall  the  just  in  glory  rise, 
And  tears  be  wiped  from  all  our  eyes. 

H.,  1880. 
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t  KQ  I  vHl  'ear  no  evil.  t     lu 

L09  PBaImxxui.4.  ^'  "• 

Shrinking  from  the  cold  hand  of  death, 
I  soon  may  gather  up  my  feet ; 
May  soon  resign  my  fleeting  breath, 
And  die,  my  father's  God  to  meet. 

Numbered  among  thy  people,  I 
Expect  with  joy  thy  face  to  see : 
Because  thou  didst  for  sinners  die, 
Jesus,  in  death  remember  me ! 

Walk  with  me  through  the  dreadfiil  shade, 
And,  certified  that  thou  art  mine. 
My  spirit,  calm  and  undismayed, 
I  shall  into  thy  hands  resign. 

No  anxious  doubt,  no  guilty  gloom, 
Shall  damp  whom  Jesus'  presence  cheers : 
My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God  is  come, 
And  glory  in  his  face  appears. 

ChaHeB  Wesley,  1762, 1772. 


1  RSk  "^0°^^^  ^^  ^®  ftclins  of  oar  Inflrmlties. 
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The  Lord  who  once  on  Calvary  bled. 
And  rose  triumphant  from  the  dead, 
Pursues  in  heaven  his  plan  of  grace, 
The  Friend  of  man's  apostate  race. 

There  as  our  Advocate  he  reigns, 
Touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
His  tears,  and  groans,  and  agonies. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart 
This  Man  of  Sorrows  bears  a  part ; 
In  all  our  grief,  our  grief  he  shares. 
And  rescues  us  from  Satan's  snares. 

0,  let  us,  then,  before  his  throne, 
With  boldness  make  our  sorrows  known ! 
And  seek,  from  fears  distrustful  freed. 
His  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

Michael  Bruce,  1746-1767. 

t  MX  I  will  both  lay  me  down  in  peace  and  sleep. ,     tlt 
lOU  PMlmiv.8.  ^'  M' 

Gently,  my  Saviour,  let  me  down. 
To  slumber  in  the  arms  of  death ; 
I  rest  my  soul  on  thee  alone. 
E'en  till  my  last,  expiring  breath. 

Soon  will  the  storm  of  life  be  o'er, 
And  I  shall  enter  endless  rest ; 
There  I  shall  live  to  sin  no  more. 
And  bless  thy  name,  forever  blest. 

Rowland  Hill,  ab.  1832. 


1  A1  To  whom  ihall  we  CO?  t     •»«■ 

lOl  John  vi.  68.  I**  M. 

-Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 
My  refuge,  my  almighty  friend. 
And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart. 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend? 

Whither,  ah,  whither  shall  I  go, 
A  wretched  wanderer  from  my  Lord  ? 
Could  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  woe, 
One  glimpse  of  happiness  afford  ? 

Eternal  life  thy  words  impart ; 
On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives : 
Here  sweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart. 
Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine. 
While  thou  art  near,  in  vain  they  call ; 
One  smile,  one  blissiful  smile  of  thine. 
My  gracious  Lord,  outweighs  them  all. 

Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie, 
Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine ; 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 
For  life,  eternal  life  is  thine. 

Anne  SteekfUb.  1760. 

1  HO         Where  two  or  three  are  gathered.         ▼     -^ 
IO4©  Matt  xviii.  ac:  L.  M. 

Where  two  or  three  with  faithful  heart 
Unite  to  plead  the  promise  given, 
As  truly  in  the  midst  thou  art. 
As  with  the  countless  hosts  of  heaven. 

Can  we  believe  this  precious  word, 
And  not  assemble  in  thy  name  ? 
Sure  if  we  meet  to  meet  our  Lord, 
And  catch  thy  whisper,  **Here  I  am"? 

Charles  Wesley,  1762. 


1 1151  Grace  be  with  vou  all.  t     -kx 

A  00  Heb.xia.25.  ^  M. 

Now  as  thy  people  hence  depart 
May  grace  and  peace  fill  every  heart ; 
And  may  thy  word  abide  within 
To  keep  us  free  from  every  sin. 

Help  us  amid  the  world's  rude  strife 
To  walk  in  peace  the  path  of  life. 
Serving  the  Lord  while  pilgrims  here. 
With  reverence  and  with  godly  fear. 

Be  thou  our  Sun,  our  Shield,  our  guard, 
Our  portion  and  our  great  reward. 
Till  Christ,  our  everlasting  king. 
Our  glory  and  our  crown  shall  bring. 
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164-166 


Festivalt 


L.  M. 


H.,  1876. 


1    Yet  there    is  room!  the   feast   is  spread  Ho!  all  who  hun-gry,  thirsty, roam ! 


See     living  streams  and  lir-ing  bread !  And  who-so  -  ev  -  er     will  may  cume. 
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1  AA  '^d  yet  there  is  room.  ■«     -w- 

XOV  Lakeziv.22.  -'^*   ''^• 

2  Yet  there  is  room !  the  home  of  peace 
Throws  open  wide  each  crystal  door ; 
And  voices  full  of  love  and  bliss 

Bid  us  come  in!  and  rove  no  more. 

3  Yet  there  is  room !  the  eternal  song 
Waits  till  otir  voices  join  the  strain ; 
Room,  room  amid  the  choral  throng, 
Who  praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain  1 

4  Yet  there  is  room  I  the  arms  of  love 
Stretch  wide  to  welcome  sinners  home. 
Oh,  haste,  no  more  in  sorrow  rove, 
**The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come!" 

H.,  1875. 


I  will  that  men  pnjr  eTerywhere. 
lTim.ir.8. 


L.  M. 
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Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  thee,  thou  art  found. 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind; 
Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 

Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few ! 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 
Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

William  Cowper,  ab.  1739. 


1  Oik  In  power  and  in  the  Holy  Ohott.         t     -m- 

O  Saviour,  is  thjy  promise  fled? 
Nor  longer  might  thy  grace  endure. 
To  heal  the  sick  and  raise  the  dead. 
And  preach  thy  gospel  to  the  poor? 

Come,  Jesus,  come  I  return  again ; 
With  brighter  beam  thy  servants  bless, 
Who  long  to  feel  thy  perfect  reign. 
And  share  thy  kingdom's  happiness. 

A  feeble  race,  by  passion  driven, 
In  darkness  and  in  doubt  we  roam ; 
And  lift  our  anxious  eyes  to  heaven, 
Our  hope,  our  harbor,  and  our  home. 

Yet,  mid  the  wild  and  wintry  gale, 
When  death  rides  darkly  o'er  the  sea. 
And  strength  and  earthly  daring  fail. 
Our  prayers,  Redeemer,  rest  on  thee  I 

Come,  Jesus,  come !  and  as,  of  yore. 
The  prophet  went  to  clear  thy  way, 
A  harbinger  thy  feet  before, 
A  dawning  to  thy  brighter  day, — 

So  now  may  grace  with  heavenly  shower, 
Our  stony  hearts  for  truth  prepare ; 
Sow  in  our  souls  the  seed  of  power. 
Then  come  and  reap  thy  harvest  there. 

Reffinald  Ueber,  1788—1826. 


Copyright,  H.  L,  Hastings,  1879. 
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mqr  And  H«  will  dwell  with  them.  j     -m- 

When  Crod  descends  with  men  to  dwell, 
And  all  creation  wakes  anew, 
What  tongue  can  half  the  wonders  tell? 
What  eye  the  dazzling  glory  view? 

Zion,  the  desolate,  again 
Shall  see  her  lands  with  roses  bloom ; 
And  CarmePs  mount,  and  Sharon's  plain. 
Shall  yield  their  spices  and  perfume. 

Celestial  streams  shall  gently  flow ; 
The  wilderness  shall  joyful  be, 
Lilies  on  parched  ground  shall  grow ; 
And  gladness  spring  on  every  tree. 

The  lame  shall  walk,  the  blind  behold, 
The  deaf  shall  hear,  the  dumb  shall  sing. 
The  weak  be  strong,  the  fearful  bold. 
And  joy  through  all  the  earth  shall  ring. 

Monarchs  and  slaves  shall  meet  in  love ; 
Old  pride  shall  die,  and  meekness  reign. 
When  GkxL  descends  from  worlds  above, 
To  dwell  with  men  on  earth  again. 

U.  Bdlott.  1771-1852. 


Thcfe  am  I  in  the  midst. 
Matt.XTiU.20. 


L.  M. 
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0  Lord,  who  art  with  two  or  three, 
Met  in  thy  name  to  worship  thee ; 
Grant  thou  that  we  may  know  Thee  near, 
And  thy  sweet  Spirit's  whisper  hear. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  a  God  afar, — 
The  guide  of  every  rolling  star ; 
But  still  thou  art  a  God  at  hand. 
Our  inmost  thoughts  to  understand. 

Touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  woe, 
Thou  dost  our  need  and  nature  know  ; 
Oh,  may  we  now,  to  seek  Thy  face, 
Come  boldly  to  a  throne  of  grace. 

Thou  art  our  helper,  ever  near. 
Thou  knowest  all  we  feel  or  fear ; 
Bless  us  in  whom  thy  grace  hath  wrought, 
Above  our  prayer,  above  our  thought. 

We  know  not  how  to  ask  aright, 
Unless  thy  Spirit  gives  us  li^ht. 
Oh,  in  its  deep,  unspoken  cries. 
Make  td\  our  wants  and  needs  to  rise. 

H.,  1880. 


1 AQ  ODeua!  ego  amo  Te.  r     lur 

i-va  lJohaiT.19.  *-•  »• 

O  Gk)d,  my  Saviour,  I  love  Thee, 
But  not  because  thou  savest  me ; 
Nor  that  thou  dost  my  love  require. 
On  pain  of  everlasting  fire. 

Thou,  thou,  my  Jesus,  in  thy  grace 
Upon  the  cross  didst  me  embrace, 
For  me,  a  sinner,  thou  didst  bear, 
The  nails,  the  anguish,  and  the  spear. 

Innumerable  griefs  were  shed 
Upon  thy  bleeding  thorn-crowned  head, — 
In  sweat  and  anguish  thou  didst  die 
For  me,  and  sinners  such  as  I 

Why  therefore  should  I  not  love  Thee 
O  Jesus,  who  hast  first  loved  me? 
Not  for  the  hope  of  heavenly  gain, 
Not  for  the  fear  of  endless  pain : — 

Not  for  rewards  laid  up  above. 
But  to  return  thy  matchless  love, 
To  Thee  love's  tribute  will  I  bring, 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  King. 

FraacU  Xavierr  ISOi^vm   TV.  H.,  18?9. 


An  Jemm  derden  oft  tmd  vieL 
Paalm  eiv.  84. 


l/«    JA* 
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Sweet  meditation  on  the  Lord 
'Bjings  purest  joy  and  boundless  bliss ; 
This  world  no  comfort  can  afford 
Compared  with  Jesus*  love  and  peace. 

No. sweeter  name  my  tongue  shall  sing. 
No  other  sound  so  sweet  shall  be, 
My  heart  shall  know  no  dearer  thing 
Than  Christ  who  bled  and  died  for  me. 

O  Christ,  my  peace,  my  joy,  my  bliss, 
The  wellspring  of  my  life,  my  sun ; 
Earth  hath  no  blessedness  like  this. 
That  I  my  Saviour's  love  have  known. 

0  Christ,  within  my  deepest  soul 
Thy  sacred  flame  of  love  I  hide, 
There  streams  of  endless  comfort  roll, 
There  thousand  thousand  joys  abide. 

On  Thee  my  heart  delights  to  rest. 
Thy  faithfulness  to  me  is  known, 

1  glory  in  Thee,  and  am  blessed. 
For  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  Lord  alone. 

<H4  Oannan  Hjrmn,  TV.  B,  ]879, 
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^t  tiXM  9tm«sb  foq  0itr  |^mqmiit$. 


Exhortation. 


L.M. 


Eliakim  Doolittle,  1806.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 


1   Now         in       the  heat      of       youth  -  ful  blood  Re  -  mem  -  ber   your    Cre- 


a   -  tor    God.    Behold     themonths  come  hastening  on, When  you  shall  say  my 

^    ^    ^^    -r  ^  1^  ^  ^   ^ 
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joys  are  gone.  Behold  the  months  come  hastening  on,  When  you  shall  say  my  joys  are  gone. 


WelU. 
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Uzbridge. 


P 


page  14. 


P 


-^ 


Remember  now  thy  Creator. 
£ccl.  xU.  1. 


I..  A. 
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2  When  nature's  pulses  feebly  play, 
And  life's  faint  current  ebbs  away ; 
Say,  will  you  sorrow  at  the  last, 
O'er  life  misspent,  o'er  harvest  past? 

3  Thou  great  Creator,  let  thy  truth 
Inspire  our  hearts  in  hours  of  youth. 
That  thus  the  young  may  clioose  thy  way 
And  dwell  with  Thee  in  endless  day. 

V.  1,  Ibiuu:  Watts,  1700.    v.  2, 8,  H.,  1880. 


His  aoul  an  offvrin^  for  sin. 
Isaiah  liii.  10. 


L.  M. 
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See  how  the  patient  Jesus  stands, 
Insulted  in  his  lowest  case ! 
Sinners  have  bound  the  almighty  hands, 
And  spit  in  their  Creator's  face. 

With  thorns  his  temples  gored  and  gashed 
Send  streams  of  blood  from  every  part : 
His  back's  with  knotted  scourges  lashed, 
But  sharper  scourges  tear  liis  heart. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1880. 
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Nailed  naked  to  the  accursed  wood, 
Exposed  to  earth  and  heaven  above, 
A  spectacle  of  wounds  and  blood, 
A  prodigy  of  injured  love ! 

Hark !  how  his  doleful  cries  affright 
Affected  angels,  while  they  view ; 
His  friends  forsook  him  in  the  night, 
And  now  His  God  forsakes  him,  too ! 

Behold  that  pale,  that  languid  face, 
That  drooping  head,  those  languid  eyes ! 
Behold  in  sorrow  and  disgrace 
Our  conquering  Hero  hangs,  and  dies ! 

Ye  that  assume  His  sacred  name. 
Now  tell  me,  what  can  all  this  mean  ? 
What  was  it  bruised  God's  harmless  Lamb, 
What  was  it  pierced  his  soul  but  sin  i 

Blush,  Christian,  blush ;  let  shame  abound : 
If  sin  affects  thee  not  with  woe. 
Whatever  life  is  in  thee  found, 
The  life  of  Christ  thou  dost  not  know. 

Jo$eph  Hart,  1 750. 


W^t  Iftm-tai  fSf^n^  {mi  m  f  nntraHal^ 


173-176 


178 


Comet  for  all  things  are  now  ready. 
Luke  xiv.  17. 


L.  M. 


Sinners,  obey  the  gospel  word, 
Haste  to  the  Supper  of  my  Lord ; 
Be  wise  to  know  your  gracious  day ; 
All  things  are  ready,  come  away ! 

Ready  the  Father  is  to  own 
And  kiss  his  late-returning  son. 
Ready  your  loving  Saviour  stands, 
And  spreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  Love, 
The  stony  heart  to  melt  and  move; 
To'  apply  and  witness  with  the  blood. 
And  wash  and  seal  the  sons  of  God. 

Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait. 
To  triumph  in  your  blest  estate : 
Timing  their  harps,  they  long  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Are  ready,  with  their  shining  host : 
All  heaven  is  ready  to  resound, 
"The  dead's  alive!  the  lost  is  found !" 
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SECOND   PART. 


L.  M. 


Come,  O  ye  sinners,  to  your  Lord, 
In  Christ  to  paradise  restored : 
His  proffered  benefits  embrace, 
The  plenitude  of  gospel  grace : 

A  pardon  written  with  his  blood ; 
The  favor  and  the  peace  of  God ; 
The  seeing  eye,  the  feeling  sense, 
The  mystic  joys  of  penitence : 

The  godly  grief,  the  pleasing  smart. 
The  meltings  of  a  broken  heart ; 
The  tears  that  tell  your  sins  forgiven. 
The  sighs  that  waft  your  souls  to  heaven : 

The  guiltless  shame,  the  sweet  distress ; 

Th'  unutterable  tenderness ; 

The  genuine,  meek  humility ; 

The  wonder,  **Why  such  love  to  me?" 

Th'  o'erwhelming  power  of  saving  grace, 
The  sight  that  veils  the  seraph's  face ; 
The  speechless  awe  that  dares  not  move. 
And  all  the  silent  heaven  of  love. 

Charles  Wesley,  1749. 


1  lyK  Turn  ye  to  the  stronir  hold.  t     -m- 

i-  •  O  •'zech.  ix.  12.  ^  M. 

Prisoners  of  hope,  lift  up  your  heads  I 
The  day  of  liberty  draws  near; 

Jesus,  who  on  the  Serpent  treads. 
Shall  soon  in  your  behalf  appear : 

The  Lord  will  to  his  temple  come ; 

Prepare  your  hearts  to  make  him  room. 

Ye  all  shall  find,  whom  in  his  word 
Himself  hath  caused  to  put  your  trust. 

The  Father  of  our  dying  Lord 
Is  ever  to  his  promise  just; 

Faithful,  if  we  our  sins  confess, 

To  cleanse  from  all  unrighteousness. 

O  ye  of  fearful  hearts,  be  strong ! 

Your  downcast  eyes  and  hands  lift  up  I 
Ye  shall  not  be  forgotten  long ; 

Hope  to  the  end,  in  Jesus  hope ! 
Tell  Him  ye  wait  his  grace  to  prove, 
And  cannot  fail,  since  God  is  love ! 

Charles  Wesley,  1741. 
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The  trumpet  shall  sound. 
1  Cor.  XV.  S2. 


J..  M. 
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We  sing  His  love  wlio  once  was  slain, 
Who  soon  o'er  death  revived  again, 
That  all  His  saints  through  Him  might  have 
Eternal  conquests  o'er  the  grave. 

Soon  shall  the  trumpet  sound,  and  we 
Shall  rise  to  immortality. 

The  saints  who  now  in  Jesus  sleep. 
His  own  almighty  power  shall  keep, 
Till  dawns  the  bright  illustrious  day. 
When  death  itself  shall  die  away. 

How  loud  shall  our  glad  voices  sing. 
When  Christ  his  risen  saints  shall  bring 
From  beds  of  dust,  and  silent  clay. 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day ! 

When  Jesus  we  in  glory  meet. 
Our  utmost  joys  shall  be'  complete : 
When  landed  on  that  heavenly  shore. 
Death  and  the  curse  will  be  no  more ! 

Hasten,  dear  Lord,  the  glorious  day, 
iCnd  this  delightful  scene  display : 
When  all  thy  saints  from  death  shall  rise, 
Raptured  in  bliss  beyond  the  skies, 

Rowland  Hill,  1796. 


177-178 


'IB^i||^  J^fsir^  n  H^ti^  6iuiiili{i2« 


Pllsrim's  Hymn; 


SST' 


L.  M.  6  lixies. 


H.,  1879. 
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1   Ye  tower  -  ing  halls  of   lord  -  ly  pride,    I  know    ye     nev  -  er     can  be  mine ; 


While  I        up- on     the     earth  a- bide,     AU  pomp,  all  show,     I    must  re-sign ; 


j^JlJ     ^J    i    j 


Con- tent      to      suf  -  fer    and 


to  wait,  Till  Christ  shall  come  for     me    in  state. 
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2  I  seek  not  fame,  I  shun  renown ; 
I  k^ow  I  never  can  be  great ; 

But  I  shall  wear  a  conqueror's  crown 

If  only  faithfully  I  wait. 
The  marshalled  hosts  of  God  shall  see 
Him  make  a  priest  and  king  of  me. 

3  What  though  my  robes  wax  poor  and  old, 
And  hunger  often  sups  with  me? 

I  soon  shall  walk  the  streets  of  gold, 

Reflecting  back  divinity ; 
And,  clad  in  robes  washed  white  in  blood. 
Feast  with  the  mighty  sons  of  God. 

4  The  world  despises  me,  I  know, 
And  I  am  left  to  walk  alone. 

But  when  to  be  with  Him  I  go, 

Then  he  shall  share  with  me  his  throne : 
And  God  shall  take  awav  my  shame, 
And  seal  me  with  a  glorious  name. 

5  What  though  I  be  compelled  to  live 
A  life  of  want  and  poverty? 

I  yet  have  more  than  earth  can  give  • 

The  witness  that  Christ  died  for  me ; — 
That  in  our  Father's  land  of  light 
He  will  my  sufferings  all  requite. 


Copjriffht,  H.  L.  Hairtingt*  1880. 
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6  Now  knowing  this,  I  am  content ; — 
When  I  shall  rise  to  be  with  him, 

On  tower  and  wall  and  battlement, 
Shall  stand  the  flaming  seraphim ; 

And  they  my  triumph- song  shall  sing, 

With  shouting  and  with  trumpeting. 

Joseph  Parker  Camp,  iSTS. 

1*712      That  ye  should  foUoirhi*  steps,     t      -k#    A  1 
I/O  '     lP*terU.21.  L.  M.  O  J. 

Come,  O  my  soul,  the  call  obey, 
Take  up  the  burden  of  thy  Lord ; 

His  practice  is  the  living  way, 
Thy  guide  his  pure  unerring  word : 

The  lovely,  perfect  pattern  read. 

And  haste  in  all  his  steps  to  tread. 

What  did  my  Lord  from  sinners  bear? 

His  patience  is  the  rule  for  me : 
Walking  in  him  I  cannot  err. 

And  lo  I  the  Man  of  Griefs  I  see. 
Whose  life  one  scene  of  suffering  was. 
Quite  from  the  manger  to  the  cross. 

Here  then  my  calling  I  discern : 
'Tis  written  in  aifliction^s  book ; 

My  first  and  latest  lesson  learn, 
For  nothing  here  but  sufferings  look  ; 

I  bow  me  to  the  will  Divine ; — 

To  suffer  with  my  Lord  be  mine  I 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


jBnr^i^  %  Siutt^  Sm^kiij. 
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£▼611  so,  come  Lord  Jesus. 
Bev.  zzil.  20. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


O  quickly  come,  dread  Judge  of  all; 

For  awful  though  thine  advent  be, 
All  shadows  from  the  truth  will  fall, 

And  falsehood  die,  in  sight  of  thee : 
0  quickly  come ;  for  doubt  and  fear, 
Like  clouds  dissolve  when  thou  art  near. 

0  quickly  come,  great  King  of  all; 

Reign  all  around  us,  and  within ; 
Let  sin  no  more  our  souls  enthrall, 

Let  pain  and  sorrow  die  with  sin : 
0  quickly  come :  for  thou  alone 
Canst  make  thy  scattered  people  one. 

0  quickly  come,  true  Life  of  all ; 

For  death  is  mighty  all  around ; 
On  every  home  his  shadows  fall, 

On  every  heart  his  mark  is  found : 
0  quickly  come ;  for  grief  and  pain 
Can  never  cloud  thy  glorious  reign. 

0  quickly  come,  sure  Light  of  all, 
For  gloomy  night  broods  o'er  our  way ; 

And  fainting  souls  begin  to  fall 
"With  weary  watching  for  the  day : 

0  qfickly  come :  for  round  thy  throne 

No  eye  is  blind,  no  night  is  known. 

Laurence  Tuttiett,  1875. 


1  Qi\  Kept  by  the  power  of  God. 

lOU  *^       1  Peter,  i.  5. 


L.  M.  6  1. 
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ShaUbeMhklCMter. 
Luke  tI.  40. 


L.  K.  6  1. 


Lord,  we  believe,  and  wait  the  hour 
Which  all  thy  great  salvation  brings; 

The  Spirit  of  love,  and  health,  and  power. 
Shall  come,and make  us  priests  andkings : 

Thou  wilt  perform  thy  faithful  word, 

*The  servant  shall  be  as  his  Lord." 

The  promise  stands  forever  sure, 
And  we  shall  in  thine  image  shine. 

Partakers  of  a  nature  pure, 
Holy,  angelical,  divine; 

In  Spirit  joined  to  thee,  the  Son, 

As  thou  art  with  thy  Father  one. 

Faithful  and  true,  we  now  receive 
The  promise  ratified  by  thee : 

To  Thee  the  when  and  how  we  leave, 
In  time  and  in  eternity ; 

We  only  hang  upon  thy  word, 

*'The  servant  shall  be  as  his  Lord." 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1741. 
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Walk  in  the  fear  of  our  God. 
Nehemiah  v.  V. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


Jesus,  to  thee  our  hearts  we  lift, — 
Our  hearts  with  love  to  thee  o'erflow, — 

With  thanks  for  thy  continued  gift, 
That  still  thy  gracious  name  we  know, 

Retain  our  sense  of  sin  forgiven, 

And  wait  for  all  our  inward  heaven. 

What  mighty  troubles  hast  thou  shown 
Thy  feeble,  tempted  followers  here ! 

We  have  through  fire  and  water  gone, 
But  saw  thee  on  the  floods  appear, 

And  felt  thee  present  in  the  flame. 

And  shouted  our  Deliverer's  name. 

Thou  who  hast  kept  us  to  this  liour. 
Oh,  keep  us  faithful  to  the  end. 

When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power. 
Our  Jesus  shall  from  heaven  descend, 

His  friends  and  witnesses  to  own, 

And  seat  us  on  his  glorious  throne . 

Chartei  Wesley,  1746. 
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Watched  by  the  world's  malignant  eye, 
Who  load  us  with  reproach  and  shame ; 

As  servants  of  the  Lord  Most  High, 
As  zealous  for  his  glorious  name. 

We  ought  in  all  his  paths  to  move. 

With  holy  fear  and  humble  love. 

Workmen  and  soldiers  of  the  Lord, 
Weapons  and  tools  at  once  we  bear. 

We  hold  the  trowel  and  the  sword ; 
The  foe  repel,  the  wall  repair; 

Till  Jesus  in  himself  brings  down 

The  laborer's  hire,  the  victor's  crown. 

Thy  wisdom.  Lord,  on  us  bestow. 

From  every  evil  to  depart ; 
To  stop  the  mouth  of  every  foe. 

While,  upright  both  in  life  and  heart. 
The  proofs  of  godly  fear  we  give. 
And  show  them  how  the  Christians  live. 

Charle$  We$Uy^  ins. 

1  QO       That  ye  may  be  found  of  Him  in  peace .    t     vr 
loo  2  Peter  Ui.  14.  ^"  *»• 

O  Father,  in  this  peaceful  hour 
Reveal  in  us  thy  saving  power ; 

And  may  each  waiting  spirit  be 
ChastenedfSubdued,  and  cleansed  by  Thee. 

So  may  our  trusting  souls  be  found 

In  peace,  when  Thy  last  trump  shall  sound. 

II  ~  1880t 
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Ij«  m. 


H.  Symonds,  d.  1730  ? 


1  Loud  hal-le-lu-jahs  to  the  Lord  From  distant  worlds  where        crea  -    tures 


^^ 


dwell,    Let  heaven  begin       the  sol  -  emn  word,  And     all     be-neath  His 
I 


■& 


^ :e. 


± 
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And    all     be-neath  His    glo-ry      tell.  And  all  be-neath  His  glo  -  ry       tell. 


g 
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glo 
I>ake  Street. 


page  20. 


tell. 


Vxbrid^e* 


page  14. 


Sesgions. 


page  2^ 


Pmdge  ye  the  Lord  from  the  heavens. 
Faolm  cxlviii. 


L.  M. 


2  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell 
An  angel  throne  of  shining  blisjs ; 

Ply  through  the  world,  O  Sun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  beams  compared  with  His. 

3  Awake,  ye  tempests,  and  his  fame 
In  sounds  of  dreadful  praise  declare ; 
Let  the  sweet  whisper  of  his  name 
Pill  every  gentler  breeze  of  air. 

4  Let  clouds  and  winds  and  waves  agree 
To  join  their  praise  with  blazing  fire ; 
Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  sea 

In  this  eternal  song  conspire. 

6  Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  tongues, 
When  nature  all  around  you  sings? 
Oh,  for  a  shout  from  old  and  young, 
Princes  and  peasants,  lords  and  kings. 

6  Wide  as  his  vast  dominion  Jies 
Make  the  Creator's  glories  kuown ; 
Loiid  as  his  thunder  shout  your  praise, 
And  sound  it  lofty  as  his  throne. 


7  Sing  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 
Which  angels  play  on  every  chord. 
Let  all  below  and  all  above 
Sing  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

Jtaae  Watts,  ab.  ]718. 


BleH  the  Lord,  O  my  loul. 
Psahn  clii.  1. 


L,  M. 
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Bless,  O  my  soul  I  the  living  God ; 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad : 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

Bless,  O  my  soul  I  the  God  of  grace : 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise ; 
Why  should  the  wonders  ne  hatn  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  forgot? 

Tis  he,  my  soul,  that  sent  his  Son 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done ; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

Let  every  land  his  power  confess ; 
Let  all  the  earth  adore  his  grace: 
My  heart  andl  tongue  with  rapture  join, 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

Jgaac  ffatf«,ob.  1719. 


i 
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1  fiA  Put  on  the  whole  armor  of  God.  t      -kj- 

AOQ  Bph.TL  U.  ^*    -M.. 

Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy. 
Where  thy  great  Captain  Saviour's  gone. 

Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course. 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes ; 
Thy  Jesus  nailed  them  to  the  cross. 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 

What  though  thine  inward  lusts  rebel ; 
'Tis  but  a  struggling  gasp  for  life ; 
The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 
Shall  slay  thy  sins,  and  end  the  strife. 

Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown. 
And  triumph  in  Almighty  grace ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1709. 
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Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the  Lord? 
Psalm  xxiv.  3. 


L.  M. 


The  earth  and  all  her  fulness  owns 
Jehovah  for  her  sovereign  Lord ; 
The  countless  myriads  of  her  sons 
Rose  into  being  at  his  word. 

His  word  did  out  of  darkness  call 
The  world,  and  founded  all  that  is ; 
Launched  on  the  floods  this  solid  ball. 
And  fixed  it  in  the  floating  seas. 

But  who  shall  quit  this  low  abode. 
Who  shall  ascend  the  heavenly  place. 
And  stand  upon  the  mount  of  God, 
And  see  his  Maker  face  to  face? 

The  man  whose  hands  aad  heart  are  clean, 
That  blessed  portion  shall  receive ; 
Whoe'er  by  grace  is  saved  from  sin. 
Hereafter  shall  in  glory  live. 

He  shall  obtain  the  starry  crown ; 
And,  numbered  with  the  saints  above, 
The  God  of  his  salvation  own, 
The  God  of  his  salvation  love. 

Wealey,  ab.  1743. 


1  Ml  Thou,  O  Grxl,  didst  send  a  plentit\il  rain.   »      w 

Lord,  send  on  us  a  plenteous  rain. 
Thy  weary  heritage  confirm. 
Within  thy  church  triumphant  reign,, 
And  sinners  from  their  wanderings  turn. 

Lord,  give  the  word,  and  let  thy  host 
Of  servants  and  of  handmaids  speak. 
Anointed  by  the  Holy  Ghost, 
May  they  the  far  off  wanderers  seek. 

To  every  nation  speed  thy  word. 
Let  every  tribe  and  people  hear ; 
The  gospel  of  Thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
May  we  in  all  the  world  declare. 

From  Egypt  and  from  heathen  lands 
Shall  princes  come  to  kiss  Thy  rod. 
And  Ethiopia  her  hands 
Shall  suddenly  stretch  forth  to  God. 

Sing  unto  God,  ye  kingdoms  wide, 
Oh,  sing  ye  praises  to  the  Lord, 
Let  Him  that  on  the  heavens  doth  ride 
Be  honored,  glorified,  adored. 


1  fiO       Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 


H.,  1880. 


li.  M. 


Glory  to  God  our  heavenly  King ; 
Worship  and  thanks  to  thee  we  bring ! 
And  with  the  angels  join  to  raise 
Anthems  of  gladness,  rapture,  praise. 

O  Holy  Comforter  divine. 
Who  in  our  lowly  hearts  doth  shine ; 
Help  us  with  souls  sincere  to  sing, 
Glory  and  praise  to  Christ  our  King. 

Thou,  Lord,  who  art  our  Life  and  Light, 
Dost  give  us  songs  in  sorrow's  night, 
To  cheer  us  on  our  weary  way 
With  joyful  hopes  of  endless  day. 

Weeping  endureth  for  a  night. 
For  sin  hath  cast  o'er  earth  its  blight; 
But  when  the  endless  day  shall  spring, 
Then  shall  the  dead  awake  and  sing. 

Then  shall  our  night  of  tears  be  o'er ; 
Then  songs  shall  swell  like  thunders  roar 
Loud  as  the  billows  of  the  main, 
* 'Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain." 

H.,  1888. 


49 


lftO-192 
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Prayer. 


L.M. 


H..uffr. 


1    The   mu-sic     of     my  heart  is    gone;  It     can-not  sing     as  once   it   sung, 


For  grief  hath  marred  its  ev-ery  tone,  And  all    its    sweet- est  chords  unstrung. 

fiifir  I  r  f'lif  r  r'li 


Rockingham. 


page  8.        Ward. 


page  12.         Federal  Street.      pag«  1& 


f.\M^^ 


100  Barely  he  hath  borne  our  grieft.         !«.]£. 

The  music  of  my  heart  is  gone ; 
It  cannot  sing  as  once  it  sung ; 
For  grief  hath  marred  its  every  tone, 
And  all  its  sweetest  chords  unstrung. 

But  ah !  too  long  it  thus  hath  lain, 
Like  some  deserted,  broken  shell: 
Gome,  heavenly  wind,  and  breathe  again 
Through  each  forlorn  and  silent  cell. 

And  if  but  one  responsive  sigh. 
Obedient  to  the  call,  awake. 
Bearer  to  Jesus  that  reply. 
Than  melody  that  angels  make. 

For  only  He  whose  skillful  hand 
To  nicest  touch  attuned  the  strings, 
How  slight  the  touchy  can  understand ; 
Which  every  chord  with  anguish  wrings 

Whatever  the  bruised  spirit  grieves. 
No  light  distress  will  Jesus  deem ; 
There's  not  a  throb  my  bosom  heaves, 
But  stirs  a  kindred  pulse  in  him. 

Thrice  welcome  then  shall  sorrow  be. 
Though  nature  faint  beneath  the  smart, 
Since  every  pang  supplies  a  key 
To  open  the  Redeemer's  heart. 


Unknown. 


Eater  into  thy  cloeet. 


Tf     Ma 


tot  JEaterintothT 

Come,  O  my  weary  wandering  soul, 
Withdraw  thyself  from  mortal  care ; 
And  while  lifers  fleeting  moments  roll, 
Oh,  seek  thy  Saviour's  love  to  share. 

In  calm  retreats  from  earthly  fear. 
By  prayer  thou  shalt  to  God  draw  nigh ; 
Aiid  he  shall  bow  his  gracious  ear, 
And  listen  to  thy  earnest  cry. 

In  humble,  trustful,  fervent  prayer, 
]M[ake  all  thy  wants  and  wishes  known : 
With  boldness  at  his  feet  appear. 
On  wings  of  faith  approach  his  throne. 

So  shalt  thou  soar  from  scenes  of  earth. 
Its  pain,  its  turmoil,  and  its  fears. 
Ana,  glorying  in  thy  heavenly  birth, 
Rejoice  with  Christ  thro'  endless  years. 

H.,  1865. 


Mr  eoal  thireteth  after  thee. 
Fialm.ezliU.6. 


L.   M. 


By  FenniMion. 
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My  soul,  till  God  his  Spirit  pours, 
Gasps  as  a  thirsty  land  for  showers ; 
Jesus,  thy  fainting  follower  see. 
And  send  the  ^f t  received  for  me. 

The  promised  Comforter  bestow ; 
Let  holy  love  my  heart  o'erflow ; 
Till,  watered  by  thyself,  I  rise 
Fair  as  thy  garden  in  the  skies. 

Charles  Wedey,  178L 


W^  hx  m  \mmkrnttai  ^^  9Bl>t' 
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ipQ  Behold,  I  nuke  all  fhingt  new.  ^  y^^ 

A  day  will  dawii  when  from  on  high, 
Heayen  shall  come  down  to  dwell  on  earth ; 
And  then  shall  through  creation  fly 
Once  more  the  word  that  gave  it  birth. 

Full  many  a  noble  germ  now  hid 
Deep  in  our  breasts  as  in  a  tomb, 
Waits  the  new  Let  theke  be,  to  bid 
It  wake  to  life,  and  bud,  and  bloom. 

Yes, — even  the  elements  that  day, 
When  freedom's  shout  rings  through  the  air, 
Shall  shake  the  dust  of  earth  away, 
And  as  at  first  grow  young  and  fair. 

As  through  the  crystal,  warm  and  bright, 
Pierces  the  sun's  meridian  beam. 
So  through  all  creatures  whom  his  might 
Has  made,  the  breath  of  God  shall  stream. 

A.  TholQek,  1880.    TV.  R.  Menxics. 


In  lemembraaee  of  me. 
Luke  xzii.  19. 


L.  M. 


194 

Around  a  table,  not  a  tomb, 
He  willed  our  gathering-place  to  be, 
When,  going  to  prepare  our  home, 
Our  Saviour  said,    * '  Remember  me. " 

We  kneel  around  no  sculptured  stone, 
Marking  the  place  where  Jesus  lay : 
Empty  the  tomb,  the  angels  gone, 
The  stone  forever  rolled  away. 

No,  sculptured  stones  are  for  the  dead ; 
Thy  three  dark  days  in  death  are  o'er ; 
Thou  art  the  Life,  the  living  Head, 
Our  living  Light  for  evermore. 

Of  no  fond  relics,  sadly  dear, 
0  Master,  are  thine  own  possessed — 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  cross,  the  spear, 
The  purple  robe,  the  seamless  vest — 

No,  relics  are  for  those  who  mourn 
The  memory  of  an  absent  friend : 
Not  absent  thou,  nor  we  forlorn ; 
Art  thou  not  with  us  to  the  end? 

Thus  round  thy  table,  not  thy  tomb, 
We  keep  thy  sacred  feast  with  thee, 
Until  within  the  Father's  home 
Our  endless  gathering  place  shall  be. 

lydia  Huntley  Sigoumey,  1791-1865. 


ttkR  itUsowBin  weftkneag.'  •     ^r 

±aO  1  Cor.  XV.  45  L.  M. 

Soft  be  the  turf  on  thy  dear  breast, 
And  heavenly  calm  thy  lone  retreat ; 
How  longed  the  weary  frame  for  rest  1 
That  rest  is  come,  and,  oh,  how  sweet ! 

Why  should  we  ever  shrink  from  death? 
'Tis  but  to  cast  our  robes  away, 
And  sleep  at  night  without  a  breath 
To  break  repose,  till  dawn  of  day. 

'Tis  not  a  night  without  a  mom, 
Though  glooms  impregnable  surround ; 
Nor  lies  the  buried  saint  forlorn, 
A  hopeless  prisoner  in  the  ground. 

The  darkest  night  to  day  gives  birth, 
And  sunshine  comes  when  storms  are  fled ; 
The  seed,  though  buried  in  the  eartli, 
Springs  from  its  grave  as  from  its  bed. 

So  shall  the  bodies  of  the  just, 
In  weakness  sown,  be  raised  in  power ; 
The  precious  seed  shall  leave  the  dust, 
A  glorious  and  immortal  flower. 


Unknown. 


Did  not  onr  heart  bum  within  us  ? 
Luke  sziT.  82. 


L.   sa.» 


196 

O  thou  who  didst  with  mourners  walk 
Along  their  sad  and  tearful  way ; 
Who  with  the  doubting  two  didst  talk. 
And  turn  their  darkness  into  day ; 

Now  walk  with  us,  so  slow  of  heart 
Thy  words  of  promise  to  receive ; 
Wisdom  and  faith  and  hope  impart. 
And  help  the  faithless  to  believe. 

Oh,  speak !  to  ua  expound  thy  word ; 
Let  us  a  blest  assurance  feel; 
Draw  near,  O  gracious,  risen  Lord, 
To  us  thy  blessed  self  reveal. 

Come  near  and  bless  the  bread  we  break ; 
Be  known  to  us,  a  living  guide ; 
Give  us  the  cup  our  thirst  to  slake ; 
Speak  peace,  and  show  thy  hands  and  side. 

Thus  shall  our  longing  hearts  aspire 
To  know  thy  love,  to  see  thy  face ; 
So  shall  love's  bright  and  holy  fire 
Light  up  the  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 
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Compassion 


L.  M. 


1       Oh,  worn  with  griefs  and  pains  and  fears,  Heart-broken,  friendless,  fax  from  home, 


^      ^ 


Black  with  the  guilt  of  squandered  years ;  ToChrist^the  sinner's    refuge   come. 


Rookingrbam. 


page  & 


Welton. 


^^ 


He  shall  dellTer  the  needy. 
Pialm  Izzil.  IS. 


1  ACT  n«  vfuut  ueiiYBr  WHS  iiveujr.  -w       -^m 

IVf  Pialm  Izzil.  IS.  ^'   ^• 

2  His  power  divine  can  make  thee  whole, 
Lift  up  to  him  thy  tearful  eyes ; 

His  grace  can  save  the  sinful  soul, 
No  contrite  heart  will  he  despise. 

3  O  Christ,  whose  mercies  never  fail, 
Pity  the  lost  who  wait  for  thee ; 
Hear  thou  their  deep,  unuttered  wail, 
Oh,  break  their  chains,  and  set  them  free. 

4  Ten  thousand  hands,  ten  thousand  eyes, 
Are  lifted  to  thy  gracious  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  voices  raise  their  cries, 
Ten  thousand  hearts  in  anguish  groan. 

5  Conquerer  of  sin  and  death  and  hell, 
Set  thou  the  captive  sinner  free ; 
Then  we  to  endless  years  will  tell 

The  story  of  thy  victory. 

H.,1877. 

1QQ  I  count  all  things  but  loss.  ,      ^, 

XVO  Phil.lu.8  L.  M. 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done ; 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before. 
To  trust  the  merits  of  Thy  Son. 

Now  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 


^ 


page  4. 


XTzbridire. 


page  14. 


Yes,  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake : 
Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake ! 

The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne : 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Isaac  Watts,  ITQS. 


Caught  up  t<Mether  with  thedi. 
lThess.lv.  17. 


Li.    M. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HastingB,  1876. 
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When  swift  as  on  the  lightning's  wing, 
We  soar  aloft  to  scenes  sublime, 
And  in  the  clouds  of  glory  sing 
Sodgs  all  unknown  mid  scenes  of  time. 

Then  bearing  palms  before  thy  throne, 
And  clad  in  robes  of  dazzling  white, 
We  shall  thy  saving  mercy  own 
With  holy  rapture  and  delight. 

Thou  once  for  guilty  man  wast  slain, 
And  in  thy  blood  our  hopes  have  birth ; 
Thou  didst  revive  and  rise  again, 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee  on  earth. 

Lord,  that  we  may  these  glories  share, 
And  in  that  lofty  song  unite, 
Now  by  thy  grace  our  hearts  prepare 
To  dwell  with  all  thy  saints  in  light. 

H.,  1865. 


Tottit  'S.Bbstititttnit  IPrHQt^  !Qt9i^ 


200-5 
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It  is  I;  benotafrdd. 
Matt.  xiv.  2r. 


L.  M. 


When  Power  divine,  in  mortal  form, 
Hushed  with  a  word  the  raging  storm, 
In  soothing  accents  Jesus  said, 
*'Lo!  it  is  I;  be  not  afraid." 

So  when  in  silence  nature  sleeps. 
And  lonely  watch  the  mourner  keeps, 
One  thought  shall  every  pang  remove,  — 
Trust,  feeble  man,  thy  Maker^s  love. 

Blest  be  the  voice  that  breathes  from  heaven 
To  every  heart  in  sunder  riven, 
When  love,  and  joy,  and  hope  are  fled, 
"Lo!  it  is  I;  be  not  afraid." 

God  calms  the  tumult  and  the  storm ; 
He  rules  the  seraph  and  the  worm :    , 
No  creature  is  by  him  forgot 
Of  those  who  know,  or  know  him  not. 

And  when  the  last  dread  hour  is  come, 
And  shuddering  nature  waits  her  doom. 
This  voice  shall  wake  the  pious  dead, 
"Lo!  it  is  I;  be  not  afraid." 

Sir  James  Edward  Smith,  ab.  ISaS. 


The  resarrection  of  the  jnst 
Luke  xiv.  14. 


L.  M. 
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No,  I'll  repine  at  death  no  more. 
But  with  a  cheerful  gasp  resign 
To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave 
These  dying,  withering  limbs  of  mine. 

Let  wor.ms  devour  my  wasting  flesh. 
And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  dust ; 
My  God  shall  raise  my  frame  anew 
At  the  revival  of  the  just. 

Break,  sacred  morning,  through  the  skies, 
Bring  that  delightful,  dreadful  day ; 
Cut  short  the  hours,  dear  Lord,  and  come ; 
Thy  lingering  wheels,  how  long  they  stay ! 

Our  weary  spirits  faint  to  see 
The  light  of  thy  returning  face. 
And  hear  the  language  of  those  lips, 
Where  God  has  shed  his  richest  grace. 

Haste,  then,  upon  the  wings  of  love, 
Rouse  all  the  pious  sleeping  clay  ; 
That  we  may  join  in  heavenly  joys. 
And  sing  tjie  triumph  of  the  day. 

Isaac  WattB  1709. 


O^O  The  Lord  reurneth  ;  let  the  earth  rejoice,    r 
«U2»  Psalm  xcvii.  1.  ^' 

He  reigns ;  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reig 
Praise  him  in  e^ngelic  strains ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  in  songs  rejoice, 
And  distant  islands  join  their  voice. 

Deep  are  his  counsels  and  unknown; 
But  grace  and  truth  support  his  throne; 
Though  gloomy  clouds  his  way  surroui 
Justice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

In  robes  of  judgment,  lo !  he  comes ; 
Shakes  the  wide  earth  and  cleaves  the  torn' 
Before  him  bums  devouring  fire ; — 
The  mountains  melt,  the  seas  retire. 

His  enemies,  with  sore  dismay, 
Fly  from  the  sight  and  shun  the  day 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  saints !  on  hij 
And  sing,  for  your  redemption's  nig] 

Isaac  Watts,  If 


As  thy  days,  so  shall  thy  strength  be. 
Deut.  zxzUi.  25. 


L. 


208 

Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
"Strength  shall  be  equal  to  thy  day,' 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  distress, 
Upheld  "by  all-sufficient  grace. 

I  can  do  all  things,  or  can  bear 
All  suffering,  if  my  Lord  be  there ; 
Sweet  pleasures  mingle  with  the  pai 
While  he  my  sinking  head  sustains. 

I  glory  in  infirmity. 
That  Christ's  own  power  may  rest  on  r 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong ; 
Grace  is  my  shield,  and  Christ  my  soi 

baac  Watts,  ab.  17 


The  Lord  bless  thee  and  keep  thee. 
Numbers  yi.  24. 


L. 


204 

Now,  Lord,  on  every  waiting  heart 
Command  thy  blessing  as  we  part ; 
Bid  doubt,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  ceas< 
Bid  contrite  souls  depart  in  peace. 

Guide  us.  Great  Shepherd  of  the  she 
Our  souls  from  sin  and  danger  keep ; 
Bring  us,  when  mortal  scenes  are  o'e 
Where  pains  and  partings  come  no  mc 

Grant  that  we  may,  through  Jesus'  bio 
Enter  the  paradise  of  God ; 
There  may  we  praise  our  heavenly  Ki 
And  Holy,  holy,  holy,  sing, 

B.,  li 
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Sing  to  tho  Lord. 


L.  M. 


n»f  XoOok 


1    Sing  to    the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  grace,  Sing  to     the  Lord  in  songs    of  praise ; 
CHOKUs.'^Wide  08  the  world  the  tid-ingt   telU     Je  -  sus    has   conquered  death  and  hell; 

f^     T^'  T    f^ m — m — «. 


Sing  of   the  wonders     he  hath  done,Sing  of   the  vie- tries     he    hath  won. 
Je-stu     has  made  sal  -  va  •  tion  free^    Opened      its  gates     to  you    and  me. 


Welton. 


page  4. 


(f/'jjjH' 


Uxbrldge. 


page  14. 


Duke  Street. 


page  L ). 
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Sing  ye  pnioes  with  under^tandiog. 
Fsalm  xlvli.  7. 


L.  M. 


S05 

2  Sing  of  the  manger  where  he  lay, 
Sing  of  the  tears  he  wiped  away ; 
Sing  of  the  battles  he  hath  fought, 
Sing  of  the  mercies  he  bath  brought. 

3  Sing  of  the  cross  on  which  he  died. 
Sing  of  his  bleeding  hands  and  side ; 
Sing  of  the  blood  for  sinners  spilt, 
Sing  of  the  blood  that  cancels  guilt. 

4  Sing  of  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay, 
Sing  of  the  stone  they  rolled  away ; 
Sing  of  the  morn  when  Christ  arose, 
Sing  how  he  triumphed  o'er  his  foes, 

206 

5  Sing  of  the  grace  Christ  waits  to  give, 
Sing  how  he  bids  us  come  and  live ; 
Sing  of  our  pardon  bought  with  blood, 
Sing  of  our  peace  he  made  with  God. 

6  Sing  how  he  lives  to  intercede, 
Sing  how  he  waits  our  cause  to  plead ; 
Sing  how  the  sad  in  him  are  blest, 
Sing  how  the  weary  here  may  rest. 

7  Sing  of  the  day  when  he  shall  come. 
Sing  of  the  trump  that  shakes  the  tomb ; 
Sing  of  the  heavenly  mansions  fair. 
Sing  of  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear. 

Bj  penniid<m. 


L.  M. 


8  Sing  to  the  starving,  poor,  and  blind. 
Sing  of  the  blessings  they  may  find ; 
Sing  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  hymn, 

Sing  till  we  join  the  seraphim. 

9  Sin^,0  ye  heavens,  let  earth  rejoice, 
Sing  like  the  mighty  thunder's  voice ; 
Sing  like  the  rolling  ocean's  roar. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  forevermore. 


Redemption  through  his  blood. 
-  •   r.7» 


U.,  1868. 


L.  M. 


207  Eph. 

Saviour  of  sinners.  Lamb  of  God, 
Thou  hast  redeemed  us  by  thy  blood ; 
Now  to  the  dying  we  proclaim 
Life  and  salvation  through  thy  name. 

Captives  in  Satan's  fetters  bound. 
Hear  ye  the  gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
Jesus  on  Calvary's  rugged  tree, 
Suffered  and  died  to  set  you  free. 

Ransom  for  all,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

We  have  redemption  through  thy  blood ; 

Now  to  the  lost  we  gladly  call 

Come  sinners  come,  Christ  died  for  all. 

Ye  who  are  saved,  come,  swell  the  strain, 
Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
Till  with  the  blest  your  song  shall  rise, 
**Worthy  the  Lamb  I"  in  Paradise. 
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Bleaaed  are  the  poor  in  spirit. 
Matt  y.  8. 


L.  31. 
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Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  see 
Their  emptiness  and  poverty ; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  are  given, 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

Blest  are  the  men  of  broken  heart, 
Who  mourn  for  sin  with  inward  smart ; 
The  blood  of  Christ  divinely  flows, 
A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 

Blest  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 
From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war ; 
God  will  secure  their  happy  state. 
And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 

Blest  are  the  souls  that  thirst  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness ; 
They  shall  be  well  supplied  and  fed 
With  living  streams,  and  living  bread. 

Blest  are  the  merciful,  who  prove 
By  acts  their  sympathy  and  love ; 
From  Christ,  the  Lord,  shall  they  obtain 
Like  sympathy  and  love  again. 

Blest  are  the  pure,  whose  hearts  are  clean 
Ftom  the  defiling  powers  of  sin ; 
With  endless  pleasure  they  shall  see 
A  God  of  spotless  purity. 

Blest  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife ; 
They  shall  be  called  the  heirs  of  bliss, 
The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

Blest  are  the  sufferers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake  ! 
Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

Aaae  Watts^  1709. 

OAO       To  mm  iMgloiybofli  now  and  forever,    t     tut 
•Ulf  1  Peter,  iil.  18.  L.   M. 

Glory  and  praise  to  God  our  King, 
We  with  angels  join  to  sing ; 
Lifting  our  strains  of  praise  on  high, 
Holy,  thrice  holy,  Lord,  we  cry  I 

Comforter,  holy  and  divine, 
Ever  within  us  dwell  and  shine ; 
Witnessing  there  with  Jesus'  blood. 
That  we  are  sons  and  heirs  of  God. 

Saviour  of  men,  for  sinners  slain. 
When  Thou  shaltcome  in  power  to  reign 
Grant  that  we  may  thy  glory  see. 
And  sing  thy  praise  eternally 


H.,  1880. 


Q1 1\  Behold,  I  go  bound  in  the  spirit.  ,     ^, 

«1U  Acts.  zx.  23.  ^«  ^* 

What  though  the  bonds  of  love  divine 
Tenderly  round  our  hearts  entwine; 
Yet  at  our  heavenly  Master's  call, 
Calmly  we  bid  farewell  to  all. 

Cho, — ^Parting  upon  time's  stormy  shore, 
Soon  may  we  meet  to  part  no  more 
Now  though  our  eyes  with  tears  are  dim 
Joyful  we  sing  our  parting  hymn, 

Pure  are  the  joys  that  Christians  taste 
Hearing  the  gospel  of  God's  grace ; 
Meeting  around  the  sacred  board, 
Eating  the  supper  of  the  Lord. 

Bright  is  the  home  to  which  we  go, 
There  shall  our  hearts  no  sorrow  know  ; 
Clouds  never  shadow  that  shining  shore, 
There  sKall  the  ransomed  part  no  more. 

Hands  must  unclasp,  but  hearts  shall  twine 
Members  of  Christ,  the  living  Vine : 
Oh,  when  the  storms  of  time  are  past 
Safe  may  we  rest  with  Him  at  last. 

H.,  1865. 
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Oil  Christ,  who  is  our  Life.  r     «, 

«*!.  Col.iii.4.  »^'   ^' 

Jesus,  our  Kinsman  and  our  God, 
Arrayed  in  majesty  and  blood. 
Thou  art  our  life ;  our  souls  in  Thee 
Possess  a  full  felicity. 

All  our  immortal  hopes  are  laid 
On  Thee,  our  Surety  and  our  Head ; 
Thy  cross,  thy  cradle,  and  thy  throne, 
Are  big  with  glories  yet  unknown. 

Oh,  let  my  soul  forever  lie 
Beneath  the  blessings  of  Thine  eye ; 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above, 
To  see  Thy  face,  and  taste  T^hy  love. 

Isaac  Watts,  1784. 

01Q    An  habitation  of  God  thioufh  the  Spirit.    ^     -^r 
«X49  Eph.ii.  22.  L.   M. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  guest, 
And  make  thy  mansion  in  my  breast ; 
Dispel  my  doubts,  my  fears  control, 
And  heal  the  anguish  of  my  soul. 

Thou  God  of  love  and  peace  divine. 
Oh,  make  thy  light  within  me  shine! 
Forgive  my  sins,  my  guilt  remove, 
And  send  the  tokens  of  thy  love. 

Unkn**' — 


213-214 


"l^  StLnk$iii  Winti  ixc  @«9a^ 


Russia 


L.  M. 


Daniel  Read,  17S7— 1836.    Arr.  SL,  188a 


Come,0  thou  Son  of  Ood  to  me,  May    I  a  child  of  Abraham  be  :Bc  thou  my  portion, 


shield  and  guard,    And  my    exceeding  great  reward.And  my  exceeding  great  reward. 


Uxbridge. 


page  14. 


Dvko  Street. 
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He  alio  is  a  son  of  Abraham. 
Luke  xix-  9. 


L.  M. 


Come,  O  thou  Son  of  God,  to  me, 
May  I  a  child  of  Abraham  be ; 
Be  thou  my  portion,  shield,  and  guard, 
And  my  exceeding  great  reward. 

With  Abraham's  God  to  be  my  guide, 
With  tent  and  altar  side  by  side, 
O  may  I  tread  the  pilgrim's  road, 
And  Uke  the  fathers  walk  with  God. 

The  world  my  pilgrim  tent  may  mock. 
And  hew  their  dwellings  from  the  rock ; 
But  when  their  trust  and  hope  shall  flee. 
My  mansion  shall  remain  for  me. 

Earth's  palaces  can  never  lure 
My  heart  from  its  conviction  sure ; 
While  I  with  faith's  anointed  eyes 
Behold  my  City  in  the  skies. 

So  I  pursue  my  pilgrim  path. 
Nor  oread  earth's  scorn,  nor  fear  its  wrath ; 
As  stranger  on  the  earth  confessed, 
Till  I  shsdl  reach  my  heavenly  rest. 

Soon  shall  that  City  fair  descend : 
My  eyes  shall  gaze  upon  my  Friend ; 
And  He  who  hath  my  place  prepared, 
Shall  be  my  portion  and  reward. 

H.,  1880. 
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reign  on  the  earth. 
Bev.  ▼.  10. 


L.  M. 


Peace  1  earth's  last  battle  has  been  won. 
Earth's  days  of  conflict  now  are  o'er ; 
The  Prince  of  peace  ascends  the  throne, 
And  war  has  ceased  from  shore  to  shore. 

Rest!  the  world's  night  of  toil  is  past. 
Each  storm  is  hushed  above,  below ; 
Creation's  joy  has  come  at  last, . 
After  six  thousand  years  of  woe. 

Messiah  reigns !  earth's  King  has  come, 
Its  diadems  are  on  his  brow ; 
Its  rebel  kingdoms  have  become 
His  everlasting  kingdom  now. 

The  earth  again  is  paradise, 
The  desert  blossoms  as  the  rose ; 
Clothed  in  its  robes  of  bridal  bliss 
Creation  has  forgot  its  woes. 

O I  long-expected,  absent  long, 
Star  of  creation's  troubled  gloom ; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  break  forth  in  song, 
Messiah!  Saviour  I  art  thou  come? 

For  thou  hast  bought  us  with  thy  blood, 
And  thou  wast  slain  to  set  us  free ; 
Thou  madest  us  kings  and  priests  to  God 
And  we  shall  reign  on  earth  with  thee. 

Ho»tiuB  Bonar,  b.  1806. 


©^39^  "f  ^  hmn  ffiam 
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01  IT     Sitltt  ich  atut /ureht  vor  MenM:he.nkiivlern. 
«*0  Actiixx.27. 

Shall  I,  for  fear  of  feeble  man, 
The  Spirit's  course  in  me  restrain? — 
Or,  undismayed  in  deed  and  word, 
Be  a  true  witness  for  my  Lord? 

A^v^ed  by  a  mortal's  frown,  shall  I 
Conceal  the  word  of  God  most  high  ? 
How  then  before  Thee  shall  I  dare 
To  stand,  or  how  thine  anger  bear? 

Shall  I,  to  soothe  the'  unholy  throng, 
Soften  thy  truths,  and  smooth  my  tongue 
To  gain  earth's  gilded  toys,  or  flee 
The  cross,  endured,  my  Lord,  by  thee  ? 

What  then  is  man  whose  scorn  I  dread, 
Whose  wrath  or  hate  makes  me  afraid? 
An  heir  of  death !  to  sin  a  slave ! 
An  empty  bubble  on  the  wave ! 

Ye^  let  men  rage,  since  thou  wilt  spread 
Thy  shadowing  wings  around  my  head ; 
Since  in  all  pain  thy  tender  love 
Will  still  my  sweet  refreshment  prove. 
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Behold,  he  cometh  with  clouds. 
Rev.  i.  7.. 


L.   M 
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SECOND    PART. 


L.  M. 


Saviour  of  men,  thy  searching  eye 
Does  all  my  inmost  thoughts  descry  1 
Doth  aught  on  earth  my  wishes  raise. 
Or  the  world's  favor  or  its  praise? 

The  love  of  Christ  does  me  constrain 
To  seek  the  wandering  souls  of  men ; 
With  cries,  entreaties,  tears,  to  save. 
To  snatch  them  from  the  gaping  grave. 

For  this  let  men  revile  my  name ; 
No  cross  I  shun,  I  fear  no  shame : 
All  hail,  reproach  1  and  welcome,  pain ! 
Only  thy  terrors.  Lord,  restrain. 

My  life,  my  blood,  I  here  present. 
If  for  thy  truth  they  may  be  spent ; 
Fulfil  thy  sovereign  counsel,  Lord ! 
Thy  will  be  done,  thy  name  adored ! 


Give  me  thy  strength,  O  God  of  power;  And  when  my  warfare  shall  be  passed. 
Then  let  winds  blow,  or  thunders  roar.   And  Christ  shall  come  for  me  at  last. 
Thy  faithful  witness  will  I  be ;  May  I  a  crown  of  life  receive, 

Tis  fixed ;  I  can  do  all  through  thee !        And  with  my  Lord  in  fflorv  live. 

J.  J.  Winkler,  1670-1722.     Tr.  J.  WesUy.im.        I  H    1879 
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Now  to  the  Lord  that  makes  us  know 
The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 
Be  humble  honors  paid  below, 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

'Twas  he  that  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 
And  Washed  us  in  his  richest  blood ; 
Tis  he  that  makes  us  priests  and  kings, 
And  brings  us  rebra  near  to  God. 

To  Jesus,  our  atoning  priest. 
To  Jesus,  our  superior  king, 
Be  everlasting  power  confessed, 
And  every  tongue  his  glory  sing. 

Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes. 
And  every  eye  shall  see  him  move ; 
Though  with  our  sins  we  pierced  him  once 
Now  he  displays  his  pardoning  love. 

The  unbelieving  world  shall  wail, 
While  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day : 
Come,  Lord ;  nor  let  thy  promise  fail, 
Nor  let  thy  chariots  long  delay. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709. 


91  fi  Kghteonsness  and  strength.  w     ... 

«10  ^         Isa.xlv.24.  L.   M. 

O  Lord,  my  strength  and  righteousnes. 
Walk  with  me  through  life's  wilderness, 
Be  Thou  my  helper,  Saviour,  friend, 
And  guide  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

Help  me  to  watch  and  strive  and  pray. 
And  trust  thy  mercy  day  by  day ; 
That  I  may  ever  faithful  be. 
And  win  through  Christ  the  victory. 

When  dangers,  f  oes,and  snares  surround, 
Oh,  may  I  watching  still  be  found ; 
No  foe  nor  evil  shall  I  fear. 
When  Thou,  my  sun  and  shield,  art  near 

When  on  my  shoulder  lies  thy  cross, 
And  all  things  earthly  seem  like  dro.ss, 
Help  me  to  honor  still  thy  name. 
And  glory  in  thy  sacred  shame. 
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3tiA  ymt^  yk^t  ju^n  jit^  ite. 


Complaint. 


L.  M.,  6  lines. 


Fumenter,  178&    Arr.  U. ,  1880. 


1     It    is      the  LordfOur  Saviotir's  hand ;  Weakens  our  strength  axnidst  the  race ; 


Disease   and  death  at     his  command  Arrest     us  and    cut  short    our  days. 

'       ■    ■ ^ -^ '^ -^ ^—* "-^ ■ » ■ ' r*^^ 


^i=pp 


Disease    and  death  at  his     command  Arrest     us     and   cut  short  our    days 


Ward. 


page  12.        Hamburg. 


fjJ^I^Mj 


page  6.         Rookingrham. 


page  8. 


Ol  O   O  spare  me,  that  I  may  recorer  strength,    t     vr 
i61a        *^  Pulmxzxiz.18.  ^'  *». 

2.  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 
Nor  let  our  sun  go  down  at  noon; 
Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day ; 
And  must  thy  children  die  so  soon? 

8  Yet,  in  the  midst  of  death  and  grief, 
This  thought  our  sorrow  should  assuage : 
Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  lives, 
Christ  is  the  same  through  every  age. 

4  'T  was  he  this  earth's  foundation  laid ; 
Heaven  is  the  building  of  his  hand ; 
This  earth  grows  old,  these  heav'ns  shall  fisule, 
And  all  be  changed  at  his  command. 

6  The  starry  curtains  of  the  sky 
Like  garments,  shall  be  laid  aside, 
But  still  thy  throne  stands  firm  and  high, 
Thy  church  forever  must  abide. 

6  Before  thy  face  thy  saints  shall  live, 
And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reign ; 
The  fading  world  they  shall  survive, 
And  the  dead  saints  be  raised  again. 

Jaaae  Wattt,  1719. 


S9 


OOA  The  Lord  himself  shall  descend.  ▼      -hr 

40a\J  1  Thess.  iv.  16.  J-  ^• 

The  Lord  will  come ;  the  earth  shall  quake ; 
The  hills  their  fixed  seats  forsake : 
And,  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

The  Lord  will  come ;  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  he  came, — 
A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, — 
The  bruised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come ;  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  fiame,  and  robe  of  storm, 
On  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anointed  Judge  of  human  kind. 

Can  this  be  he  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway. 
By  power  oppressed,  and  mocked  by  pride  ? 
O  God,  is  this  the  Crucified? 

Go,  tyrants»  to  the  rocks  complain ; 
Go  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ; 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb. 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  **The  Lord  is  come. " 

Beginald  Heber,  1811 . 


In  iwi  HMj  dSjaH  I  jB$i{  60^. 
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Q01         Shall  the  dMid  arise  and  pndM  th«er       r     -kt 

Shall  man,  O  God  of  light  and  Uf  e, 
Forever  moulder  in  the  grave? 
Canst  thou  forget  thy  glorious  work, 
Thy  promise,  and  thy  power  to  save? 

In  those  dark,  silent  realms  of  night 
Shall  peace  and  hope  no  more  ari^e? 
No  future  morning  light  the  tomb, 
Nor  day-star  gild  the  darksome  skies  I 

Shall  spring  the  faded  world  restore, 
Shall  buried  seed  rich  harvests  bring? 
And,  O,  shall  man  awake  no  more, 
To  see  Thy  face,  Thy  name  to  sing? 

Cease,  cease,  ye  vain  desponding  fears : 
When  Christ,  our  Lord,  from  darkness  sprang, 
Death,  the  last  foe,  was  captive  led, 
And  heaven  with  praise  and  wonder  rang. 

Faith  sees  the  bright,  eternal  doors 
Unfold  to  make  his  children  way ; 
They  shall  be  clothed  with  endless  life, 
And  shine  in  everlasting  day. 

The  trump  shaU  sound ;  the  dead  shall  wake ! 
From  the  cold  tomb  the  slumberers  spring ! 
Through  heaven  with  joy  their  myriads  rise, 
And  hail  their  Saviour,  and  their  King. 

TunoOiv  Jhtfight,  ab.  180O. 
000      The  people...have  seen  a  great  light;  j     itr   A  1 

The  people  that  in  darkness  lay, 
The  confines  of  eternal  n^ht : — 

We,  we  have  seen  a  gospel  day. 
The  glorious  beams  of  heavenly  light ; 

His  Spirit  in  our  hearts  hath  shone. 

And  showed  the  Father  in  the  Son. 

Father  of  everlasting  grace, 
Thou  hast  in  us  thy  arm  revealed. 

Hast  multiplied  the  faithful  race, 
Who,  conscious  of  their  pardon  seaFd, 

Of  joy  unspeakable  possessed. 

Anticipate  their  heavenly  rest. 

In  tears  who  sowed  in  joy  we  reap, 
And  praise  thy  goodness  all  day  long ; 

Him  in  our  eye  of  faith  we  keep, 
Who  gives  us  our  triumphal  song. 

And  doth  his  spoils  to  all  divide, 

A  lot  among  the  sanctified. 

Ghailea  Wesley,  ab.  17<B. 


QQQ       I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liTeth.  r     -^    A  1 
««0  Job  iix.  36-27.  ^'  M.  0  1. 

I  call  the  world's  Redeemer  mine ; 

He  lives  who  died  for  me,  I  know ; 
Who  bought  my  soul  with  blood  divine, 

Jesus,  shall  re-appear  below. 
Stand  in  that  dreadful  day  unknown, 
And  fix  on  earth  his  heavenly  throne. 

Then  the  last  judgment-day  shall  come ; 

And  though  the  worms  this  skin  devour 
The  Judge  shall  call  me  from  the  tomb. 

Shall  bid  the  greedy  grave  restore, 
And  raise  this  individual  me, 
God  in  the  flesh,  my  God,  to  see. 

In  this  identic  body  I, 

With  eyes  of  fiesh  refined,  restored, 
Shall  see  that  self-same  Saviour  nigh, 

See  for  myself  my  smiling  Lord, 
See  with  ineffable  delight ; 
Nor  faint  to  bear  the  glorious  sight. 

Then  let  the  worms  demand  their  prey, 
The  greedy  grave  my  reins  consume ; 

With  joy  I  drop  my  mouldering  clay, 
And  rest  till  my  Redeemer  come ; 

On  Christ,  my  life,  in  death  rely. 

Secure  that  I  can  never  die. 

Charles  Wesley,  1798. 

OOA      There  shall  come  a  Star  out  of  Jacob.T     \t    R} 
SmSv  Numbers  xxiv.  17.  L..  M.  01. 

O  come,  thou  radiant  Morning  Star, 
Again  in  human  darkness  shine  I 

Arise  resplendent  from  afar! 
Assert  thy  royalty  divine ! 

Thy  sway  o'er  all  the  earth  maintain. 

And  now  begin  thy  glorious  reign. 

Thy  kingdom.  Lord,  we  long  to  see : 
Thy  sceptre  o'er  the  nations  shake ! 

Erect  that  final  monarchy. 

The  world  for  thy  possession  take ; 

Take,  for  thou  didst  their  ransom  find, 

The  purchased  souls  of  all  mankind. 

Now  let  thy  chosen  ones  appear. 
And  valiantly  the  truth  maintain ! 

Proclaim  thy  gracious  kingdom  here ; 
To  all  the  rebel  sons  of  men ! 

Seize  them  with  faith  divinely  bold, 

And  bring  the  wanderers  to  thy  fold  I 

Charle*  Wesley,  ab.  1782. 
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1$  (Samsii^itt  %tA^  %  ^nri\ 


Hosannaa 


L4  M.  6  or  8  lines. 


1  Ho-san-na!  hark  the   mel  -  o  -  dy  Strikes  sweetly  on        my  ravished  ear! 


y.Jii:  i  i  31-1^ 


The    con- stel-la-tloxLS  make    reply       In     echoes     from  each  distant  sphere. 


Till    all     the  wide    expansion    rings  With  "Live  for  -  ev  -  er,  King  of  kings !" 


Till    all     the  wide    expansion  rin^s  With  "Live  for  -  ev  -  er,     King  of   kings  !'* 


90IC  He  doth  Judge  and  make  war.  ^     -sr 

««0  Rev.xix.  11.  I-  M. 

2  He  comes !  lie  comes !  the  heavens  rend ! 
Floods,  clap  your  hands !  ye  mountains,  joy  t 
Forests,  in  glad  obeisance  bend ! 
Earth,  raise  your  hallelujahs  high ! 
Let  Zion  wake  the  lofty  strain — 
**Live,  King  of  kings!  forever  reign!" 

3  Ripe  is  the  vintage  of  the  earth ; 
Its  clustering  grapes  are  round  and  full; 
And  vengeance,  vengeance,  bursts  to  birth, 
Sudden  and  irresistible  1 
Messiah  comes,  to  tread  amain 
The  wine-press  of  the  battle-plain ! 

4  The  cry  is  up,  the  strife  begun. 
The  struggle  of  the  mighty  ones ; 
The  day  of  final  strife  comes  on, 
The  carnival  of  Slaughter's  sons ; 
War  lifts  his  helmet  to  his  brow : 
O  God !  protect  thy  people  now! 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastmgs,  1880.  ^^ 


5  The  graves  are  cleaved !  the  saints  arise ! 
The  resurrection  of  the  just! 
And  now,  unto  their  kindred  skies, 
Up  leap  the  tenants  of  the  dust ! 
They  nse  to  meet  their  Lord  in  air. 
And  tune  their  hallelujahs  there. 

6  Wake,  Zion,  wake !  put  on  thy  strength ! 
Don  thy  bright  robes,  Jerusalem ; 
Rise !  shine !  Thy  light  is  come  at  length, 
And  thou  shalt  all  thy  foes  condemn : 
And  David's  son  on  David's  throne 
Shall  rule,  and  hush  creation's  groan. 

7  Great  King  of  Zion,  in  that  hour 
^Vhen  earth  like  heaven  thy  realm  shall  be ; 
^Vhen  thou  shalt  come  in  pomp  and  power, 
O  Lord,  I  pray,  l*emember  me ! 
And  grant  to  me,  redeemed  with  blood, 
Rest  in  the  paradise  of  God. 

V.  1-6  Unknotont  cir.  1845;  Arr.  ft  v.  7,  U.,  1879. 
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226 


Oott  iitt  gegenwartig. 
Oen.  xxviii.  10, 17. 


I..   M.  6  1. 


Lo !  God  is  here !  let  us  adore, 
And  own  how  dreadful  is  this  place ! 

Let  all  within  us  feel  his  power, 
And  silent  bow  before  his  face ; 

Who  know  his  power,  his  grace  who  prove, 

Serve  him  with  awe,  with  reverence,  love. 

Lo !  God  is  here  I  him  day  and  night 
United  choirs  of  angels  sing ; 

To  him  enthroned  above  all  height, 
Heaven's  host  their  noblest  praises  bring ; 

Disdain  not.  Lord,  our  meaner  song, 

Who  praise  thee  with  a  stammering  tongue. 

Gladly  the  toys  of  earth  we  leave. 
Wealth,  pleasure,  fame,  for  Thee  alone : 

To  thee  our  will,  soul,  flesh,  we  give ; 
Oh,  take,  oh,  seal  them  for  thine  own ! 

Thou  art  the  God,  thou  art  the  Lord ; 

Be  thou  by  all  thy  works  adored. 

Being  of  beings  I  may  our  praise 

Thy  courts  with  grateful  fragrance  fill ; 

Still  may  we  stand  before  thy  face, 
Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will : 

To  thee  may  all  our  thoughts  arise, 

("easeless,  accepted  sacrifice. 

Gerhard  Tersteegen,  1731.  2V.  J.  Wesley,  ab.  1739. 


My  heart  is  fixed.  O  God. 
Psalm  Ivii.  7. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


My  heart  is  fixed,  O  God,  my  heart 
Is  fixed  to  triumph  in  thy  grace : 

Awake,  my  lujte,  and  bear  a  part : 
My  glory  is  to  sing  thy  praise, 

Till  all  thy  nature  I  partake. 

And  bright  in  all  thine  image  wake. 

Thee  will  I  praise  among  thine  own ; 

Thee  will  I  to  the  -world  extol. 
And  make  thy  truth  and  goodness  known : 

Thy  goodness,  Lord,  is  over  all ; 
Thy  truth  and  grace  the  heavens  transcend ; 
Thy  faithful  mercies  never  end. 

Be  thou  exalted.  Lord,  above 

The  highest  name  in  earth  or  heaven ; 
Let  angels  sing  thy  glorious  love. 

And  bless  the  name  to  sinners  given ; 
All  earth  and  heaven  their  King  proclaim ; 
Bow  every  knee  to  Jesus'  name  I 

Wesley's  Fsalms  and  Hymns,  1743. 


At  eyeninff  time  it  shall  be  light, 
^ech.  xiv.  7. 


T..  M.   J>. 
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O  Jttu  Chri»t  meimachantteM  Licht. 


Gal.  it 


lIo. 


i.,M.  6  1. 


My  Saviour,  thou  thy  love  to  me 
In  shame,  in  want,  in  pain,  hast  show'd ; 

For  me,  on  the  accursed  tree, 
Thou  pouredst  forth  thy  guUtless  blood. 

Thy  wounds  upon  my  heart  impress, 

For  naught  shall  the  loved  stamp  efface. 

Still  let  thy  love  point  out  my  way ! 

What  wondrous  thiigi  thy  lore  hath  wrought! 
Still  lead  me,  lest  I  go  astray ; 

Direct  my  word,  inspire  my  thought ; 
And  if  I  fall,  soon  may  I  hear 
Thy  voice,  and  know  that  love  is  near. 

lu  suffering  be  thy  love  my  peace; 

In  weakness  be  thy  love  my  power ; 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 

Jesus,  in  that  important  hour, 
In  death  as  life  be  thoil  my  guide, 
And  save  me,  who  for  me  hast  died. 

Fanl  Gerhardt,  1606-1676.  TV.  J.  Wesley,  ab.  1739. 
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From  each  day's  care  we  gladly  flee 
To  find,  O  Lord,  our  rest  in  thee ; 
Our  burden  to  thy  feet  we  bring. 
Our  sins  to  Mercy's  healing  spring. 
We  know  that  at  thy  gracious  voice 
The  evening's  outgoings  rejoice ; 
To  us,  assembled  in  thy  sight. 
At  evening-time  may  thete  be  light. 

In  Christ  accepted.  Lord,  may  we 
The  light  of  thy  salvation  see ; 
Transformed  by  thy  free  Spirit's  grace, 
Walk  in  the  brightness  of  thy  face. 
Thy  favor  crown  each  peaceful  day. 
Thy  presence  cheer  each  pleasant  way ; 
And  when  we  walk  in  sorrow's  night, 
At  evening- time  may  there  be  light. 

By  every  joy  or  grief  we  find, 
Our  hearts  to  thee  more  closely  bind ; 
Trial  and  blessing,  peace  and  pain 
All  links  in  Mercy's  golden  chain. 
And  when  life's  closing  shadows  come, 
Oh,  may  they  find  us  nearer  home ! 
Then  in  our  souls  with  heaven  in  sight. 
At  evening-time  may  there  be  light. 

XJnltnown. 
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9mi$ii  h  *i$  ii^at  h  m  "fmL 


Temptation. 


L.  M.  6  lines. 


A.  A.  Sftimdert,  1872. 


^^ 


As  oft  with  worn  and  wea-ry    feet,  We  tread  earth's  rugged  pathway  o'er, 


Thethoughthow comforting  and 8weet,Christ trod  this  very      path  be-fore; 

mm 


^       ^ 


Our  wants  and  weaknesses  he knows,Froin  life's  first  dawning  to     its  close. 


280   I'i»»Poi»t«tempted^ljken8weare.   j^    ^    qI 

As  oft  with  worn  and  weary  feet, 
We  tread  earth -s  rugged  pathway  o'er, 

The  thought  how  comforting  and  sweet, 
Christ  trod  this  very  path  before ; 

Our  wants  and  weaknesses  he  knows, 

Prom  life's  first  dawning  to  its  close. 

If  we,  beneath  temptation's  stress. 
Do  fight  against  dark  powers  within, 

So  in  Judea'8  wilderness 
Christ  wrestled  with  the  thought  of  sin, 

When  in  a  lonely,  weary  hour 

The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

So  tried  as  I,  this  earth  he  trod, 
Knew  every  human  ill  but  sin, 

And  though  the  holiest  Son  of  God, 
As  I  am  now  so  he  hath  been ; 

Jesus,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me ; 

With  pity,  love  and  sympathy. 

Still  nigh  me,  O  my  Saviour,  stand, 
And  guard  in  fierce  temptation's  hour ; 

Support  by  thy  almighty  hand ; 
Show  forth  in  me  thy  saving  power; 

Thy  name  blest  Saviour  is  my  plea — 

Dearest  and  sweetest  name  to  me. 

Jame$  EdmtaUmt  1847. 


By  FermiMion. 


OQt       When  thou  Bittett  in  thine  hovae.     r     xr    (K.  \ 
400L  Deutvi.7.  i<.  M.  O  i. 

When  quiet  in  my  house  I  sit, 
Thy  book  be  my  companion  still ; 

My  joy  thy  sayings  to  repeat. 
Talk  o'er  the  records  of  thy  will. 

And  search  the  oracles  divine. 

Till  every  heartfelt  word  be  mine. 

Oh,  may  the  gracious  words  divine 
Subject  of  all  my  converse  be : 

So  will  the  Lord  his  follower  join, 
And  walk  and  talk  himself  with  me ; 

So  shall  my  heart  his  presence  prove, 

And  bum  with  everlasting  love. 

Oft  as  I  lay  me  down  to  rest, 
Oh,  may  the  reconciling  word 

Sweetly  compose  my  weary  breast  I 
While  on  the  bosom  of  my  Lord, 

I  sink  in  blissful  dreams  away. 

And  visions  of  eternal  day. 

Rising  to  sing  my  Saviour's  praise. 
Thee  may  I  publish  all  day  long ; 

And  let  thy  precious  word  of  grace 
Flow  from  my  heart,  and  fill  my  tongue ; 

Fill  all  my  life  with  purest  love. 

And  join  me  to  the  church  above. 

Charles  We«ley,  17« 
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I  X 


OQO  I  ^^1  not  let  thee  go  except  thou  bla  «.  ^     ilt   A  1 
•0«  Gen.  xxxil.  96.  '-•  **.  O  1. 

Come,  O  thou  traveller  unknown, 
Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see 

My  company  before  is  gone, 
And  I  am  left  alone  with  thee : 

With  thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay, 

And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am ; 

My  misery  and  sin  declare ; 
Thyself  hast  called  me  by  my  name, 

Look  on  thy  hands,  and  read  it  there ; 
But  who,  I  ask  thee,  who  art  Thou? 
Tell  me  thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 

In  vain  Thou  strugglest  to  get  free, 
I  never  will  unloose  my  hold ! 

Art  thoa  the  Man  that  died  for  me? 
The  secret  of  thy  love  unfold ; 

Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go 

Till  I  thy  Name  and  nature  know. 

Wilt  thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 
Thy  new,  unutterable  Name? 

Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  thee,  tell : 
To  know  it  now,  resolved  I  am : 

Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go. 

Till  I  thy  Name  and  nature  know. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1743. 

238      ^' ^  ^uSialiL T  "*•*•    L.  M.  6  I. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 
And  murmur  to  contend  so  long? 

I  rise  superior  to  my  pain : 
When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong ! 

And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 

I  shall  with  the  God-Man  prevail. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak ; 

But  confident  in  self -despair : 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak : 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer : 
Speak,  or  thou  never  hence  shalt  move. 
And  tell  me  if  thy  Name  is  Love. 

Tis  Love !  'tis  Love !  thou  diedst  for  me : 
I  hear  thy  whisper  in  my  heart ! 

The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee, 
Piu-e,  universal  love  thou  art : 

To  me,  to  all,  thy  bowels  move. 

Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

Charles  Wesley,  1742. 


And  he  btossed  him  there* 
Gen.  xzxii.  29. 


U  >l.  6  ). 
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My  prayer  hath  power  with  God :  the  grace 
Unspeakable  I  now  receive ; 

Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 
1  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  live ! 

In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strpve ; 

Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

I  know  thee,  Saviour,  who  thou  art, 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  friend : 

Nor  wilt  thou  with  the  night  depart. 
But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end. 

Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove : 

Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness  on  me 
Hath  rose,  with  healing  in  his  wings : 

Withered  my  nature's  strength,  from  thee 
My  soul  its  life  and  succour  brings ; 

My  help  is  all  laid  up  above ; 

Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

Contented  now,  upon  my  thigh 
I  halt,  till  life's  short  journey  end ; 

All  helplessness,  all  weakness,  I 
On  thee  alone  for  strength  depend ; 

Nor  have  I  power  from  thee  to  move; 

Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

Lame  as  I  am,  I  take  the  prey ; 

Hell,  earth,  and  sin,  with  ease  o'ercome ; 
I  leap  for  joy,  pursue  my  way 

And,  as  a  bounding  hart,  fly  home ; 
Through  all  eternity  to  prove 
Thy  nature  and  thy  Name  is  Love. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1742. 
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Gomfort  ye,  comfort  ye  my  people. 
Isa.  zl.  1. 


L.   M.  6  1. 


Comfort,  ye  ministers  of  grace. 
Comfort  my  people,  saith  your  God ! 

Ye  soon  shall  see  his  smiling  face. 
His  golden  sceptre,  not  his  rod ; 

And  own,  when  now  the  cloud's  removed, 

He  only  chastened  whom  he  loved. 

Who  sow  in  tears,  in  joy  shall  reap ; 

The  Lord  shall  comfort  all  that  mourn ; 
Who  now  go  on  their  way  and  weep, 

With  joy  they  doubtless  shall  return 
And  bring  their  sheaves  with  vast  increifte. 
And  have  their  fruit  to  holiness. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1742. 


6B 


236-237  Wipm  si^ait  ittth^  Jfta  b]{  Wlpi  @attn$$L 


Guidance. 


L.  M.  6  lines. 


H.,  1879. 


I  He  leads  his   own !   enough      to  know    He  marks  the  path  and  bids  me    go ; 


m  trust  him  though  the  way  seem  long,  And  follow     on  with  cheerful  song. 


p 


TT '    '     — I -s— I — C 

My  com- fort  thia^   in  paths  unknown^  He    leads  his    own! 


He     leads  his  ovm! 
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Ue  leadeth  me. 
Psalm  xxui.  2. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


2  He  leads  his  own !  not  mine  the  choice, 
Content  I  listen  for  his  voice ; 
Gladly  I  hasten  to  obey,  , 
And  journey  where  he  leads  the  way. 

Chorus:  My  comfort  this,  in  paths  unknown. 
He  leads  his  own,  He  leads  his  own. 

3  He  leads  his  own  I  I  would  not  say 
That  mine  should  be  a  pleasant  way ; 
Only  to  know  He  leads  me  on 

To  perfect  rest,  and  joy  unknown. 

4  He  leads  his  own !  though  deep  the  wave, 
Mighty  the  Arm  reached  forth  to  save. 
My  heart  shall  know  no  doubt  or  fear, 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  very  near. 

5  He  leads  his  own !  when  bade  to  go 
Through  pastures  green  where  streamlets  flow; 
And  when  the  gloomy  vale  they  tread. 
And  clouds  hang  darkly  overhead. 


6  He  leads  his  own !  though  oft  they  find 
Tke  joy  and  sunshine  left  behind ; — 
Just  as  of  old  he  led  his  flock, 
And  gave  them  water  from  the  rock. 

Mary  Ingalls  Pierce.  1875. 
Copyright,  H.  1..  Ilastinjiii,  1880.  64 


OQV   ^  T^7  Father's  honte  are  many  maniions.  r     -hjr 
AOi  Johnxiv.2.-  ^*  ^• 

Thy  Father's  house !  thine  own  bright  home  ! 
And  hast  thou  there  a  place  for  me ! 
Though  yet  an  exile  here  I  roam. 
That  distant  home  by  faith  I  see. 

Chorus:  O  home  of  joy !  O  dwelling  fair ! 
Soon  may  I  rest  in  glory  there. 

I  see  its  domes  resplendent  glow. 
Where  beams  of  God's  own  glory  fall ; 
And  trees  of  life  immortal  grow, 
Whose  fruits  o'erhang  the  jasper  wall. 

I  know  that  thou,  who  on  the  tree 
Didst  deign  our  mortal  guilt  to  bear, 
Wilt  bring  thine  own  to  dwell  with  thee, 
And  waitest  to  receive  me  there. 

Thy  love  will  there  array  my  soul 
In  thine  own  robe  of  spotless  hue 
And  I  shall  gaze,  while  ages  roll, 
On  Thee,  with  raptures  ever  new. 


Oh,  welcome  day  I  when  thou  my  feet 
Shalt  bring  the  shining  threshold  o*er. 
A  Father's  warm  embrace  to  meet. 
And  dwell  at  home  forevermore. 

Kay  Palmer,  b.  1808 


\im  nt[i  ^mii^r  &m  ti^  JBims  of  lien,      238-241 


QOQ  And  thtit  Rock  was  ChrUt       t    xr    A  1 

iSijO  1  Cor.  X.  4.  ^»  ^^  "  A* 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 
Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness ; 
I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame ; 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name : 

Chorus. 
On  Christ  the  solid  rock  I  stand, 
All  other  ground  is  linking  sand. 

When  darkness  veils  his  lovely  face, 
I  rest  on  his  unchanging  grace ; 
In  every  hi^h  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  veil: 

His  oath,  his  covenant,  his  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay : 

When  he  shall  come  with  trumpet's  sound, 
Oh,  may  I  then  in  him  be  found, 
Dressed  in  his  righteousness  alone. 
Faultless  to  stand  before  the  throne. 

Edward  Mote,  ab.  1825. 


OHO  He  shall  be  lent  to  the  Lord,     j     xr    A  1 

•tKf  1  Sam.  i. «.  J"  ^'  ^  ^' 

Captain  of  our  salvation,  take 
The  souls  we  here  present  to  thee. 

And  fit  for  thy  great  service  make 
These  heirs  of  immortality ; 

And  let  them  in  thine  image  rise, 

And  then  transplant  to  Paradise. 

Unspotted  from  the  world  and  pure, 
Preserve  them  for  thy  glorious  cause, 

Accustomed  daily  to  endure 
The  welcome  burden  of  thy  cross ; 

Inured  to  toil  and  patient  pain, 

Till  all  thy  perfect  mind  they  gain. 

Our  sons  henceforth  be  wholly  thine, 
And  serve  and  love  thee  all  their  days, 

Infuse  the  principle  divine 
In  all  who  here  expect  thy  grace ; 

Let  each  improve  the  grace  bestowed ; 

Rise  every  child  a  man  of  God ! 

Train  up  thy  hardy  soldiers.  Lord, 
In  all  their  Captain's  steps  to  tread ! 

Or  send  them  to  proclaim  thy  word. 
Thy  gospel  through  the  world  to  spread, 

Freely  as  they  receive  to  give, 

And  preach  the  death  by  which  we  live ! 


Charles  Wesley,  1763. 
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A  living  Ricrlflcc. 
Rc-m.  xli.  1. 


L.  M.*6l. 


65 


O  God,  what  offering  shall  I  give 
To  thee,  the  Lord  of  earth  and  skies? 

My  spirit,  soul,  and  flesh  receive, 
A  hply,  living  sacrifice  : 

Small  as  it  is,  'tis  all  my  store; 

More  shouldst  thou  have,  if  I  had  more. 

Now  then,  my  God,  thou  hast  my  soul. 
No  longer  mine,  but  thine  I  am ; 

Guard  thou  thine  own,  possess  it  whole ; 
Cheer  it  with  hope,  with  love  inflame, 

Thou  hast  my  spirit ;  there  display 

Thy  glory  to  the  perfect  day. 

Thou  hast  my  flesh,  thy  hallowed  shrine, 

Devoted  solely  to  thy  will ; 
Here  let  thy  light  forever  shine ; 

This  house  still  let  thy  presence  fill: 
O  Source  of  life  I  live,  dwell  and  move 
In  me,  till  all  my  life  be. love. 

Joachim  Lange,  lo70-1744.    TV.  John  Wesley,  1780. 
9A 1        ^7  heart  is  inditing:  a  icood  matter.r    vr    A  1 

My  heart  is  full  of  Christ,  and  longs 
Its  glorious  matter  to  declare  I 

Of  him  I  make  my  loftier  songs, 
I  cannot  from  his  praise  forbear ; 

My  ready  tongue  makes  haste  to  sing 

The  glories  of  my  heavenly  King. 

Fairer  than  all  the  ei^rth-born  race, 
Perfect  in  comeliness  thou  art ; 

Replenished  are  thy  lips  with  grace, 
And  full  of  love  thy  tender  heart : 

God  ever  blest !  we  bow  the  knee. 

And  own  all  fullness  dwells  in  Thee. 

Gird  on  thy  thigh  the  Spirit's  sword, 
And  take  to  thee  thy  power  divine 

Stir  up  thy  strength,  almighty  Lord, 
All  power  and  majesty  are  thine : 

Assert  thy  worship  and  renown ; 

O  all-redeeming  God,  come  down  I 

Come,  and  maintain  thy  righteous  cause 
And  let  thy  glorious  toil  succeed ; 

Dispread  the  victory  of  thy  cross, 
Ride  on,  and  prosper  in  thy  deed; 

Through  earth  triumphantly  ride  on, 

And  reign  in  every  heart  alone. 

Charles  Wesley,  1708-17S7. 


242-243 


00  fi!  into  »{{  fl!^  KnrHi. 


Maoedon. 


L.  M.  6  lines. 


1  Through  midnight  gloom  from  Ma-ce-don     The    cry    of    myriads     as       of  one, 


The    voiceful     silence 


el-o-quent       in    aw  -  fulprayer : 


The  soul's  ex- ceed-ing       bit-ter      cry,"Come  o'er  and  help  us,      or     we    die." 


s? 


^ 


j2l 


^ 


*: 


^1 


Complaint.  p,  58. 


Temptation. 


p.  62. 


Gome  over  into  MecedonU  and  help  ui. 
Acts  xvi.  9. 


Li.    M. 
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2  How  mournfully  it  echoes  on  I 
For  half  the  earth  is  Macedon ; 
These  brethren  to  their  brethren  call, 
And  by  the  Love  which  loved  them  all, 
And  by  the  whole  world's  Life  they  (Ty, 
**0  ye  that  live,  behold  we  die! " 

3  By  other  sounds  the  world  is  won 
Than  that  which  wails  from  Macedon ; 
The  roar  of  gain  is  round  it  rolled, 
Or  men  unto  themselves  are  sold, 
And  cannot  list  the  alien  cry, 

**0  hear  and  help  us,  lest  we  die !" 


4  Yet  with  that  cry  from  Macedon 
The  very  car  of  Christ  rolls  on ; 
**I  come;  who  would  abide  my  day 
In  yonder  wilds  prepare  my  way ; 
My  voice  is  crying  in  their  cry ; 
Help  ye  the  dying,  lest  ye  die." 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hasfinge,  1880. 


5  Jesus,  for  men  of  Man  the  Son, 
Yea,  Thine  the  cry  from  Macedon ; 
Oh,  by  the  kingdom  and  the  power 
And  glory  of  thine  advent  hour, 
Wake  heart  and  will  to  hear  their  cry ; 
Help  us  to  help  them,  lest  we  die  I 

Samuel  J.  Stone,  1873. 
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I  know  irhflm  I  hart  boliered. 
S  Tim.  I. : 


U. 


L.  M.  6  1 


66 


My  Saviour  I  can  it  ever  be, 
And  wilt  thou  deign  to  smile  on  me? 
Yes  1  thou  wilt  own  me  on  that  day, — 
Thou  wilt  not  cast  my  soul  away ; 
I  know  in  whom  I  have  believed ; 
I  know  by  whom  I  am  received. 

Tis  even  so,  my  dying  Lord ! 
Cleansed  by  thine  all  atoning  blood, 
I  venture  to  believe,  that  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
Will  bring  me  bliss  without  alloy, 
And  consummate  and  crown  my  joy. 

Charlotte  Elliott.  1789-1871. 


^  yksmn  0f  ®]^mt  6mt>irmi»ii|. 
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flM^    Not  willing  tluit  any  Bhonld  pMith.  t     at    A   1 

Would  Jesus  have  the  smner  die? 

Why  hangs  he  thus  on  yonder  tree  r 
What  means  that  strange  expiring  cry? 

Sinners,  he  prays  for  you  and  me : 
"Forgive  them,  Father,  O  forgive: 
They  know  not  that  by  me  they  live  !'* 

Thou  loving,  all-atoning  Lamb, 
Thee — by  thy  painful  agony. 

Thy  bloody  swaat,  thy  grief  and  shame, 
Thy  cross,  and  passion  on  the  tree. 

Thy  prjBcious  death  and  life — I  pray, 

Take  all,  take  all  my  sins  away  I 

Oh,  let  me  kiss  thy  bleeding  feet, 
And  bathe  and  wash  them  with  my  tears ; 

The  story  of  thy  love  repeat 
In  every  drooping  sinner's  ears; 

That  all  may  hear  the  quickenmg  somid, 

Since  I,  even  I,  have  mercy  found. 

Oh,  let  thy  love  my  heart  constrain. 
Thy  love  for  every  sinner  free ; 

That  every  fallen  soul  of  man 
May  taste  the  grace  that  found  out  me ; 

That  all  mankind  with  me  may  prove 

Thy  sovereign,  everlasting  love. 

Cliarles  Wesley,  ab.  1741. 

Q^JT         I  win  ariae  and  go  to  my  Father,  t     at    A  1 
•XO  Luke  XV.  18.  L.   M.   O  1. 

Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 

I  hear,  and  bow  beneath  the  rod ; 
For  thee,  not  without  hope,  I  mourn : 

I  have  an  Advocate  above, 

A  Friend  before  the  throne'  of  love. 

0  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  grace  ^ 
More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  sin ; 

Yet  once  again  I  seek  thy  face. 
Open  thine  arms  and  take  me  in ; 

And  freely  my  backslidings  heal, 

And  love  the  faithless  sinner  still. 

Thou  knowest  the  way  to  bring  me  back, 

My  fallen  spirit  to  restore ; 
Oh,  for  thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake, 

For^ve,  and  bid  me  sin  no  more  I 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair, 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prayer. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.,  1749, 


67 


QAM  7e  an  oome  unto  Mount  Sion.  .     -., 

^Oran  Hab.ziL22.  ^  M» 

Not  to  the  mount  that  burned  with  flame 
To  darkness,  tempest,  and  the  sound 

Of  trumpet's  tone  that  startling  came, 
Nor  voice  of  words  that  rent  the  ground, 

While  Israel  heard   with  trembling  awie 

Jehovah  thunder  forth  his  law, — 

But  to  mount  Sion  we  are  come. 

The  city  of  the  living  God, 
Jerusalem  our  heavenly  home. 

The  courts  by  angel-legions  trod ; 
Where  meet  in  everlasting  love 
The  Church  of  the  first-born  above ; — 

To  God,  the  Judge  of  Quick  and  dead, 
The  perfect  spirits  of  the  just, 

Jesus,  our  ereat  new-covenant  Head, 
Tha  blooa  of  sprinkling, — ^from  the  dust, 

That  better  things  than  AbePs  cries, 

And  pleads  a  Saviour's  sacrifice. 

Oh,  hearken  to  the  healing  voice. 
That  speaks  from  heaven,  in  tones  so  mild ! 

To-day,  are  life  and  death  our  choice ; 
To-day,  through  mercy  reconciled. 

Our  all  to  God  we  yet  may  give ; 

Now  let  us  hear  his  voice  and  live, 

Jame*  Montffomery,  1835. 

OAT    Of  Uia  fulness  have  all  we  received,    x      ■»«■    «  1 
«*•  John  1.16.  L.   M.  D  1. 

Jesus,  thou  great  redeeming  Lord, 
The  kingdom  of  thy  peace  restored 

Let  all  thy  followers  perceive, 
And  happy  in  thy  Spirit  live ; 

Retain  the  grace  through  Thee  bestowed, 

The  favor  and  the  peace  of  God. 

Give  all  thy  saints  to  find  in  thee 

The  fulness  of  the  Deity ; 
His  nature,  life,  and  mind  to  prove. 

In  perfect  holiness  and  love : 
Fountain  of  grace,  thyself  make  known 
With  God  and  man  forever  one. 

Still  with  and  in  thy  people  dwell ; 

Thy  gracious  plenitude  reveal ; 
Till  coming  with  thy  heavenly  train. 

We  eye  to  eye  **behold  the  Man," 
And  share  thy  majesty  divine, 
And  mount  our  thrones  encircling  thine. 

Charlea  Wedey,  I'm, 


248 


Wi^  iti^{  f&mni  op  m  1l[mg$  m  ^n%h^. 


Huntlngtoni 


It.  M.  D.         Justin  Mor^u,  1747—1798.    Arr.  H.,  190. 


1  Lord,   when  thou  comest     in   thy  state,  An -gel- ic  hosts  shall  round  thee  wait 


And   shhiing  throngs,at  thy  command,  Shall  bring  thy  saints  from    ev-ery    land; 


Then  shall  thy  waiting  church  re- joice,  When  the  Arch- an  -  gel        lifts  his  voice  ; 


And  loud  the  mighty  trump  shall  roll,  And  shake  the  world  from  pole 

J. 


to  pole. 


I 


Duke  Street. 


page  20.  Uxbridge. 


page  I'L 


Our  Qod  shall  come. 
Vtaim  1. 8. 


L.  M.  D. 
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2  They  who  on  God  rely,  at  length, 
Triumphant  shall  renew  their  strength, 
On  eagle's  wings  mount  up  on  high, 
To  meet  their  Saviour  in  the  sky : 
While  youth  and  strength  shall  faint  and  fail, 
O'er  death  and  hell  they  shall  prevail ; 
And  run,  unwearied,  on  their  way 
Through  all  the  shining  realms  of  day. 

3  In  weakness  sown  but  raised  in  power, 
They  see  at  length  their  triumph-hour ; 
While  thrones  and  kings  like  chaff  are  whirl' d, 
Tht  ransomed  saints  shall  judge  tiie  world. 
Cdpyright  H.  L.  Hastings,  1880. 


Hosanna»  p.  60. 
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For  them  the  crown  of  glory  waits ; 
And  angels  at  the  pearly  gates, 
Shall  welcome  them  to  their  reward : — 
Oh,  may  we  share  that  glory,  Lord  1 

4  Christ's  foes  shall  then  his  footstool  be ; 
God's  glory,  like  a  molten  sea, 
Shall  fill  the  world  from  shore  to  shore ; 
While  songs  shall  rise  like  ocean's  roar. 
Oh,  soon  may  that  glad  morning  come, 
When  all  the  blest  shall  reach  their  home  ; 
There  low  before  our  King  to  fall, 
And  hail  and  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

H.,1880. 


Wfit  Sbrq  tS  %  ^brh  si^aH  hi  Xmt$si$iL         249-262 


OAO     Pnian  waitath  for  thee,  O  God,  in  Zion.     t      %m 
A'xO  Psalm  Izv.  1.  ^'    "• 

Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee ; 
Thy  saints  adore  thy  holy  name ; 
Thy  creatures  bend  th'  obedient  knee, 
And  hnmbly  thy  protection  claim. 

Thy  hand  has  raised  us  from  the  dust ; 
The  breath  of  life  thy  spirit  gave ; 
Where,  but  in  thee,  can  mortals  trust? 
Who,  but  our  God,  has  power  to  save? 

Eternal  source  of  truth  and  light, 
To  thee  we  look,  on  thee  we  call ; 
Lord,  we  are  nothing  in  thy  sight. 
But  thou  to  us  art  all  in  all. 

Btill  may  thy  children  in  thy  word 
Their  common  trust  and  refuge  see ; 
Oh,  bind  us  to  each  other.  Lord, 
By  one  great  tie — ^the  love  of  thee. 

I 

Here,  at  the  portal  of  thy  house, 

We  leave  our  mortal  hopes  and  fears ; 
Accept  our  prayer,  and  bless  our  vows, 
And  dry  our  penitential  tears. 

So  shall  our  sun  of  hope  arise, 
With  brighter  still  and  brighter  ray, 
TOl  thou  shalt  bless  our  longing  eyes 
With  beams  of  everlasting  day. 

Sir  James  Edward  Smith,  1814. 


He  doth  jpdse  snd  make  war. 
Her.  xlz.  11. 


L.  M. 


260 

Hark !  'tis  the  warlike  clarion : 
On,  to  the  battle,  heroes,  on  1 
To  arms !  to  arms !  resounds  on  high, 
The  voice  of  war  and  victory. 

Haste  to  the  battle  I  8ee  I  the  Lord 
Waves  to  the  clouds  his  conquering  sword. 
To  arms  I  to  arms  I  I  hear  the  crv, 
On,  on,  to  bloodless  victory ! 

The  fierce  embattled  hosts  of  hell 
Before  the  dreadful  onset  fell, 
To  arms  1  to  arms  I  was  once  the  cry, 
But  now  the  trump  sounds  victory ! 

Lo !  the  white  war-horse  treads  them  down, 
I  know  the  rider  by  his  crown. 
All  hail  I  all  hail!  his  legions  cry; 
Jesus,  be  thine  the  victory ! 

tjnknown,  cir.  1»»? 


251       ^^^^aiffxTt*^*^*      I-  M. 

Comfort,  ye  ministers  of  grace. 
Comfort  the  people  of  your  Lord ; 
Oh,  lift  ye  up  the  fallen  race. 
And  cheer  them  by  the  Gospel  word. 

Go  into  every  nation,  go ; 
Speak  to  their  trembling  hearts,  and  ory«— 
Glad  tidings  unto  all  we  show ; 
Jerusalem,  thy  God  is  nigh. 

Hark !  in  the  wilderness  a  cry, 
A  voice  that  loudly  calls, — ^Prepare ; 
Prepare  your  hearts,  for  God  is  nigh, 
And  waits  to  make  his  entrance  there. 

The  Lord  your  God  shall  quickly  come ; 
Sinners,  repent,  the  call  obey : 
Open  your  hearts  to  make  him  room ; 
Ye  desert  souls,  prepare  the  way. 

The  Lord  shall  clear  his  way  through  all ; 
Whatever  obstructs,  obstructs  in  vain ; 
The  vale  shall  rise,  the  mountains  fall. 
Crooked  be  straight,  and  rugged  plain. 

The  glory  of  the  Lord  displayed 
Shall  all  mankind  together  view ; 
And  what  his  mouth  in  truth  hath  said. 
His  own  almighty  hand  shall  do. 

Wesley,  ab.,  1742. 


QCrO  Tet  for  a  little  season.  ▼     xr 

460«  Rer.TLll.  ^*   *^' 

Soon  will  the  sleeping  martyrs  rise 
To  meet  the  Saviour  in  the  skies  I 
No  more  they'll  cry,  how  long,  O  Lord? 
But  be  avenged  and  have  reward. 

Then  will  the  sleeping  saints  come  forth. 
Who  lie  entombed  in  sea  and  earth, 
And,  robed  in  immortality. 
Their  Jesus  face  to  face  will  see. 

The  living  saints,  they  too  will  be 
Remembered  in  the  Jubilee ; 
Caught  up  together  in  the  air, 
The  Saviour's  triumph  they  will  share. 

For  soon  the  trump  of  God  will  sound 
And  earth  shall  quake  to  farthest  bound 
As  swears  the  angel,  time  shall  be ; 
Consigned  to  past  eternity ! 

Emily  Clemeni  Feanon,  1848. 
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Wpi  JStm  BPii  ttti  fkos^  So  ^xmau 


Sunshine. 


L*  M« 


Ut.    2nd. 


As    on    the  sea    of    life  we  sail.  Oppressed  with  storms  and  dangers  sore, 
We  sing   a-midst  each  war-ring  gale,  There's  sunshine  on  the     other shore 


Chorus. 


^fe 


The      other  shore,  the  heav*nly  shore,  The  hap-py,  bright,  e  -  ter  -  nal  shore ; 


The  land   of  rest,  where  storms  are  o'er.  There's  sunshine  on  the    other    shore. 


p.  60. 


Windham. 


page  22,         Hambnrgi 


page  a 


The  light  of  the  sun  shall  be  Mvenfold, 
Isaiah  xxz.  26. 


L.   M. 
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2  Though  fiercely  howls  the  stormy  blast. 
And  wild  the  angry  billows  roar, 
Though  life  with  clouds  is  overcast, 
There's  sunshine  on  the  other  shore. 

3  Though  parted  in  the  thickening  gloom, 
Yet  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more ; 
And  shout,  while  burstmg  from  the  tomb, 
There's  glory  on  the  other  shore ! 

4  Oh,  home  of  hope,  and  peace,  and  rest, 
I  sigh  for  thee,  where  woes  are  o'er; 
To  dwell  with  all  the  pure  and  blest, 
In  glory,  on  the  other  shore. 

5  Thou  Saviour  of  the  lone  and  lost. 
Who  hast  our  sinful  burdens  bore. 
Thy  blood  shall  save  the  tempest-tost, 
In  glory,  on  the  other  shore. 

H..  1865. 
B7  Permission. 


ORA.         Why  stand  ye  here  all  the  day  idle?       •     ^^ 
^aXrk  Matt.  XX.  6.  l*   M. 

The  God  of  glory  v^lks  his  round, 
From  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
And  warns  us  each,  with  awful  sound. 
No  longer  stand  ye  idle  here. 

Ye,  whose  young  cheeks  are  rosy  bright, 
Whose  hands  an  strong,  whose  hearts  tr»  clear. 
Waste  not  of  hope  the  morning  light ; 
Ah,  fools,  why  stand  ye  idle  here? 

And  ye,  whose  locks  <  of  scanty  gray 
Foretell  your  latest  travail  near, 
How  swiftly  fades  your  worthless  day ; 
And  stand  ye  yet  so  idle  here? 

O  Thou,  by  all  thy  works  adored, 
To  whom  the  sinner's  soul  is  dear, 
Recall  us  to  thy  vineyard.  Lord, 
And  grant  us  grace  to  please  thee  here. 

-  BegioaldHeber.ab.  1788-1816. 

70 


Hips,  agaitnt  l«pi|  ieli^A  In  !»)?«.  265-268 


ORR  I  win  rejoice  in  the  Lord.  j     yt 

ZOO  Hab.ul.18.  *'•   ^^'* 

Away,  my  unbelieving  fear  I 
Fear  shall  in  me  no  more  have  place ; 
My  Saviour  doth  not  yet  appear, 
He  hides  the  brightness  of  his  face ; 
But  shall  I  therefore  let  him  go, 
And  basely  to  the  tempter  yield? 
No,  in  the  strength  of  Jesus,  no ! 
I  never  will  give  up  my  shield. 

Although  the  vine  its  fruit  deny, 
Although  the  olive  yield  no  oil, 
The  withering  fig-trees  droop  and  die, 
The  fields  elude  the  tiller's  toil ; 
The  empty  stall  no  herd  afford. 
And  perish  all  the  bleating  race ; 
Yet  will  I  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
The  God  of  my  salvation  praise. 

Barren  although  my  soul  remain, 
And  not  one  bud  of  grace  appear ; 
No  fruit  of  all  my  toil  and  pain, 
But  sin,  and  only  sin,  is  here ; 
Although  my  gifts  and  comforts  lost. 
My  blooming  hopes  cut  off  I  see ; 
Yet  will  I  in  my  Saviour  trust, 
And  glory  that  he  died  for  me. 

In  hope,  believing  against  hope, 
Jesus  my  Lord  and  God  I  clami ; 
Jesus  my  strength  shall  lift  me  up. 
Salvation  is  in  Jesus'  name : 
To  me  he  soon  shall  bring  it  nigh ; 
My  soul  shall  then  outstrip  the  wind. 
On  wings  of  love  mount  up  on  high, 
And  leave  the  world  and  sin  behind. 

Wesley,  1742. 


Let  us  so  forth. 
Heb.  xUi.  18. 


L.  M. 


An  advocate  with  the  Father. 
1  John  it.  1. 


L.  M. 
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Look  up,  my  soul,  with  cheerful  eye, 
See  where  the  great  Redeemer  stands ; 
The  glorious  Advocate  on  high, 
THth  precious  incense  in  His  hands. 

He  sweetens  every  humble  groan. 
He  recommends  each  broken  prayer ; 
Recline  thy  hope  on  Him  alone. 
Whose  power  and  love  forbid  despair. 

Teach  my  weak  heart,  O  gracious  Lord, 
With  stronger  faith  to  call  Thee  mine ; 
Bid  me  pronounce  the  blissful  word, 
My  Father,  God»  with  joy  divine. 

Anne  Steele,  1760. 
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Silent,  like  men  in  solemn  haste, 
Girded  wayfarers  of  the  waste. 
We  press  along  the  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  life,  to  bliss,  to  God. 

We  fling  aside  the  weight  and  sin, 
Resolved  the  victory  to  win ; 
We  know  the  peril,  but  our  eyes 
Rest  on  the  splendor  of  the  prize. 


No  idling  now,  no  wasteful  sleep ; 
We  trim  our  lamps,  our  vigils  keep ; 
No  shrinking  from  the  desperate  fight, 
No  thought  of  yielding  or  of  flight. 

No  love  of  present  gain  nor  ease. 
No  seeking  man  nor  self  to  please, — 
With  the  brave  heart  and  steady  eye. 
We  onward  march  to  victory. 

Night  is  far  spent,  and  mom  is  near, — 
Mom  of  the  cloudless  and  the  clear ; 
'Tis  but  a  little,  and  we  come 
To  our  reward,  our  crown,  our  home. 

Another  year — ^it  may  be  less — 
And  we  have  crossed  the  wilderness. 
Finished  the  toil,  the  rest  begun. 
The  battle  fought,  the  triumph  won. 

Horatius  Bonar,  ab.    b.  1806. 

OKQ    Oiye  unto  the  Lord  glory  and  strength,     t     -m 
TSOO  Psalm  xxix.l.  L.  M. 

Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame, 
Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  power ; 
Ascribe  due  honors  to  his  name, 
And  his  eternal  might  adore. 

The  Lord  proclaims  his  power  aloud 
Through  every  ocean,  every  land ; 
His  voice  divides  the  watery  cloud. 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 

The  Lord  sits  sovereign  on  the  flood ; 
O'er  earth  he  reigns  forever  king; 
But  makes  his  church  his  blest  abode, 
Where  we  his  awful  glories  sing. 

In  gentler  language,  there  the  Lord 
The  counsel  of  his  grace  imparts ; 
Amid  the  raging  storm,  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  comfort  to  our  hearts. 

Isaac  Watt&,  ab.  IZlfl. 
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Jallstown. 

^3 


It.  M.  SI.       Mehemiah Shiimway, cir,  1801.  An. H.,  1S80. 


I  Our    Father,      God, who  art     in  heaven,  To  thee   be    endless     glory     given ; 


Let      ev  -   ery  voice    u  -  nite       to  praise  The  Lord     to      ev  -    er- 
iMi.  or  Solo* 


rrr-im 


^^ 


S^ 


last- iog  days.  Let  ev  -  ery    voice     u  -  nite    to  praise  Let  ev  -  ery  voice    u- 


F  r  F  i:iF 
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2  Great  King,  our  hearts'  petition  hear 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  far  and  near ; 
Beign  thon,  O  Lord,  with  boundless  sway, 
May  all  the  world  thy  word  obey. 

3  Speed  on  the  glad  triumphant  hour 
That  shall  reveal  thy  pomp  and  power : 
May  thine  eternal  kingdom  come, 

Thy  will  on  earth  like  heaven  be  done. 

4  Give  daily  bread  by  which  we  live ; 
As  we  forgive,  our  sins  forgive ; 
From  trials  sore  in  mercy  spare, 
And  save  from  Satan's  every  snare. 

5  Then  may  we  with  the  blood-washed  throng, 
From  every  nation,  tribe  and  tongue, 
Cry,  Glory  to  the  great  I  Am, 

And,  Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb. 


1  will  sing  and  give  pndse. 
m.1.2. 


L.  M. 


CopyriKht  H.  L.  Hastings,  1880. 
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40uO  Fsalm  er 

Awake,  my  soul,  awake,  my  tongue ; 
My  God  demands  the  grateful  song; 
Let  all  my  inmost  powers  record 
The  wondrous  mercy  of  the  Lord. 

Divinely  free  his  mercy  flows, 
Forgives  my  sins,  allays  my  woes, 
And  bids  approaching  death  remove, 
And  crowns  me  with  indulgent  love. 

His  mercy,  with  unchanging  rays. 
Forever  shines,  while  time  decays ; 
And  children's  children  shall  record 
The  truth  and  goodness  of  the  Lord. 

While  all  his  works  Ids  praise  proclaim, 
And  men  and  angels  bless  his  name, 
Oh,  let  my  heart,  my  life,  my  tongue 
Attend,  and  join  the  blissful  song. 

Anne  Steele,  1716-1778. 


H^  ar^  Jlnr^  (f^m  ®tmtpt$rnn. 
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Blessed  be  the  King  that  cometh. 
Luke  xix.  38.    . 


L.  M. 
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Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ; 
Hark !  all  the  tribes  Hosanna  cry ; 
0  Saviour  meek,  pursue  thy  road. 
With  palms  and  scattered  garments  strowed. 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ; 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 
0  Christ,  thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ; 
The  winged  squadrons  of  the  sky 
Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes, 
To  see  th*  approaching  sacrifice. 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty; 
Thy  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh ; 
The  Father,  on  his  sapphire  throne. 
Expects  his  own  anointed  Son, 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ;  . 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 
Bow  thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain ; 
Then  take,  O  Christ,  thy  power,  and  reign. 

Henrf  Hart  Milman,  1827. 


Thin  U  the  victoty . 
lJohny.4. 


L.  M,  6  1. 
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Surrounded  by  a  host  of  foes, 
Stormed  by  a  host  of  foes  within, 

Nor  swift  to  flee,  nor  strong  to  oppose, 
Single  against  hell,  earth,  and  sin, 

|:  Single,  yet  undismayed,  I  am;:|| 

I  dare  believe  in  Jesus'  name. 

What  though  a  thousand  hosts  engage, 
A  thousand  worlds,  my  soul  to  shake? 

I  have  a  shield  shall  quell  their  rage, 
And  drive  the  alien  armies  back ; 

J: Portrayed  it  bears  a  bleeding  Lamb; : 

I  dare  believe  in  Jesus'  name. 

Me  to  retrieve  from  Satan's  hands, 
Me  from  this  evil  world  to  free, 

To  purge  my  sins,  and  loose  my  bands, 
And  save  from  all  iniquity, 

II :  My  Lord  and  God  &om  heaven  he  came ; : 

I  dare  believe  in  Jesus'  name. 

Salvation  in  his  name  there  is ; 

Salvation  from  sin,  death,  and  hell ; 
Salvation  into  glorious  bliss ; 

How  great  salvation,  who  can  tell? 
r.But  all  He  hath  for  mine  I  claim; :| 
I  dare  believe  in  Jesus'  name. 

Charles  Wesley,  1749. 
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9#IQ  WholsaGodliVenntothett?  t      ii;r    A  1 

«00  M.cahvii.l8.  ^'  -M.   O  i- 

Great  God  of  wonders !  all  Thy  ways 
Are  matchless,  God-like,  and  divine ; 

But  the  fair  glories  of  thy  grace 
More  God-like  and  unrivalled  shine : 

|:  Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thee?:) 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free? 

Crimes  of  such  horror  to  forgive, 
Such  guilty,  daring  worms  to  spare ; 

This  is  thy  grand  prerogative. 

And  none  shall  in  the  honour  share : 

||:  Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thee?:|| 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free? 

In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  joy 
We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God ; 

Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye ; 
A  pardon  bought  with  Jesus*  blood : 

||:  Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thee?:|| 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free? 

Oh  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace, 
This  God-like  miracle  of  love, 

Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateful  praise. 
And  all  th'  angelic  choirs  above : 

|!:  Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thee?:|| 

Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free? 

Samuel  Davies,  ab.  17R8. 

264        ^'"^•iSSifuft!""''^'"        I"  M- 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  awake! 
No  longer  in  thy  sins  lie  down : 
The  garment  of  salvation  take ; 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  strength  put  on. 

Shake  off  the  dust  that  blinds  thy  sight, 
And  hides  the  promise  from  thine  eyes ; 
Arise,  and  struggle  into  light ; 
The  great  Deliverer  calls  "Arise  I" 

Shake  off  the  bands  of  sad  despair; 
Zion,  assert  thy  liberty ; 
Look  up,  thy  broken  heart  prepare. 
And  God  shall  set  the  captive  free. 

Depart,  ye  ransomed  saints,  depart ; 
The  house  of  bondage  quit ;  be  clean ; 
Called  to  be  saints,  be  pure  in  heart. 
Abhor  the  loathsome  touch  of  sin. 

Vessels  of  mercy,  sons  of  grace, 
Be  purged  from  every  sinful  stain  ; 
Be  like  your  Lord,  his  word  embrace. 
Nor  bear  his  hallowed  name  in  vain. 

We8le7,  ab.  J74«. 
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^  Vbsrti  i3i9ifhink  ydtj^  %l 


The  Shining  Land 


L.  M.  D. 


H.,imL 


I    Oh,  sweetly  through  the  gloomy  years,  That  roll  their  dimming  vail  betwewi, 

to 


The  promised  goodly  land  appears,    Arrayed    in       never     fad-ing  green. 


And  from  that  peaceful,  hap-py  cUme  Trans -porting  bursts  of  song  a- rise, 


And,    roll-ing  through  the  mists  of  time.  Tell  us    of    joy  that  nev-er  dies. 


Uxbrldse 


page  14.      Sessions. 


page  26.  Hosanna. 
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2  As  voyagers  on  the  stormy  deep 
Look  for  some  bright  and  sunny  Day, 
Where  winds  and  waves  are  hushed  in  sleep, 
And  joy  lights  up  the  happy  day : 
So  o'er  the  tossing  sea  of  years 
We  glance  the  eye  and  stretch  the  hand, 
Where,  robed  in  fadeless  light,  appears 
The  border  of  the  shining  land. 

3  There  angel  hosts  of  glorious  ones, 
With  sinless  hearts  and  stainless  hands, 
Call  us  in  glad  and  loving  tones, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  their  bands: 


By  Permiadon. 


Hark !  how  their  harps  and  voices  tell 
The  glories  of  that  radiant  strand ; 
And  bid  us  breast  the  waves  that  swell 
Between  us  and  the  shining  land. 

4  Mine  ear  hath  heard,  mine  eye  hath  seen. 
The  glories  of  that  home  of  song ; 
Though  stormy  billows  roll  between, 
I  go  to  join  the  angel  throng. 
But  of  the  joys  beyond  the  tide. 
The  welcomes  on  that  golden  strand. 
The  best  shall  be  from  Him  who  died 
To  bring  me  to  the  shining  land. 

Ii.  186S. 

74 


Wpil  y^taktii  far  n  (Stt% 
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OAA         Aeitj  vluchhftthlbiindationi.       L.  M    D 

Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  confest 
We  journey  to  our  promised  rest, 
That  city  of  foundations  bright, 
The  heritage  of  saints  in  light ; 
O  Salem !  city  of  the  skies, 
By  power  divine  thy  walls  arise ; 
And  there  in  spotless  beauty  stands, 
The  house  of  God,  not  made  with  hands. 

O  Holy  City,  free  from  sin. 
And  undisturbed  by  traffic's  din ; 
No  careworn  throngs  with  restless  hearts. 
Surge  straggling  through  thy  crowded  marts : 
No  craft  nor  crime,  no  fraud  nor  greed, 
No  poverty,  nor  want,  nor  need,       • 
Can  reach  us  in  that  home  of  peace 
Where  woes  and  wrongs  and  wailings  cease. 

No  pangs  of  birth,  no  mortal  throes. 
No  dying  groans,  no  deadly  woes ; 
No  sickness  comes,  and  none  grow  old ; 
No  mourners  walk  those  streets  of  gold : 
No  tolling  bell,  no  funeral  verse ; 
No  mournful  dirge,  no  plumed  hearse ; 
No  marble  tombs,  no  graveyards  green, 
Nor  potter's  field  shall  there  be  seen. 

There  shines  the  Lamb,  that  city's  light; 
There  walk  the  saved  in  raiment  bright ; 
By  Him  with  hidden  manna  fed, 
By  Him  to  living  fountains  led : 
Lord,  grant  that  in  that  company 
We  with  the  glorified  may  be, 
To  gaze  upon  our  Saviour's  face, 


And  tell  the  wonders  of  his  grace. 

H, 

Tbe  city  of  the  liying  God. 
Heb.  xil.  22. 


1880. 
L.  M. 
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Jerusalem,  divine  abode. 
The  City  of  the  living  God, 
The  splendors  of  eternal  mom, 
Thy  lofty  walls  and  towers  adorn. 
There  angel  forms  in.  fadeless  youth, 
Obey  the  God  of  love  and  truth; 
There  saints  in  life's  fair  book  enrolled, 
Walk  joyous  through  the  streets  of  gold. 

There  white-rob*  d  throngs  with  waving  palms, 
Triumphant  chant  their  holy  psalms. 
And  roll  the  anthems  of  their  joy. 
Like  mighty  thunders  through  the  sky. 
Our  palace  there  already  waits, — 
Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates ! 
We  come  through  Jesus'  blood  to  claim 
Our  mansions  in  Jerusalem. 

Rassian,  Tr.  John  Bowring,  \S30 


one  tliat  thinteUu 
It.  1. 
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Ho !  every  one  that  thirsts,  draw  nigh, 
'Tis  God  mvites  the  fallen  race ; 
Mercy  and  free  salvation  buy ; 
Buy  wine,  and  milk,  and  gospel  grace. 
Come  to  the  Living  Waters,  come ! 
Sinners,  obey  your  Maker's  call ; 
Return,  ye  weary  wanderers,  home ; 
And  find  my  grace  is  free  for  all. 

See  from  the  rock  a  fountain  rise  I 
For  you  in  healing  streams  it  rolls ; 
Money  ye  need  not  bring,  nor  price. 
Ye  laboring,  burdened,  sin-sick  souls. 
Nothing  ye  in  exchange  shall  give ; 
Leave  all  you  have  and  are  behind ; 
Frankly  the  gift  of  God  receive, 
Pardon  and  peace  in  Jesus  find. 

Why  seek  ye  that  which  is  not  bread. 
Nor  oan  your  hungry  souls  sustain? 
On  ashes,  husks,  and  air  ye  feed ; 
Ye  spend  ^our  little  all  in  vain. 
In  search  of  empty  joys  below, 
Ye  toil  with  unavailing  strife : 
Whither,  ah !  whither  would  ye  go  ? 
I  have  the  words  of  endless  life. 
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Hearken  to  Me  with  earnest  care. 
And  freely  eat  substantial  food ; 
The  sweetness  of  My  mercy  share. 
And  taste  that  I  alone  am  good. 
I  bid  you  all  My  goodness  prove : 
My  promises  for  all  are  free : 
Come,  taste  the  manna  of  My  love. 
And  let  your  souls  delight  in  Me, 

Your  willing  ear  and  heart  incline. 
My  words  believingly  receive ; 
Quickened  vour  souls  by  faith  divine. 
An  everlasting  life  shall  live. 
All  ye  that  in  My  word  believe 
Shall  see  My  love  in  Jesus'  face ; 
The  peace  and  joy  of  faith  receive. 
And  triumph  in  My  saving  grace. 

The  trees  shall  clap  their  hands  and  sing, 
Mountains  and  hills  their  voices  raise ; 
All  the  new  heavens  and  earth  shall  ring, 
With  Jesus  their  Creator's  praise. 
The  trees  of  God  shall  deck  the  soil, 
The  plants  of  righteousness  arise ; 
The  Lord  shall  on  his  garden  smile, 
His  late  returning  paradise. 


Wesley,  ab.  17401 
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Buckfleld. 


L.  Id  or  6  lines. 


Abraham  Maxtm,  1773— i889L 
AiT.  U.,  1680. 


When  strangers   stand  and    hear  me  tell  What    beauties      in     my      Saviour  dwell;  Where 


He     i»  gonethey  fain  wouldknow,That  they  may  seek  and  love  him  too.  That  they  may  seek  and 


Fpfip  F  ^  ^' 


love    him  too.  Where  he    is   gone  they  fain  would  know.That  they  may  seek  and  love  him  too. 


Temptation. 


p.  62.        Oomplalnt 


page  68. 


Hebron. 


page  10. 


Cinr/\  My  beloved  is  mine.  f     -^j 
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When  strangers  stand  and  hear  me  tell 
What  beauties  in  my  Saviour  dwell, 
Where  he  is  gone  they  fain  would  know, 
That  they  may  seek  and  love  him  too. 

Oh,  may  my  spirit  daily  rise 
On  wings  of  faith,  above  the  skies, 
Till  I  shall  make  my  last  remove. 
To  dwell  forever  with  my  love  1 

In  paradise,  within  the  gates, 
A  higher  entertainment  waits ; 
Fruits  new  and  old  laid  up  in  store ; 
There  we  shall  feed,  but  want  no  more. 

Religion  bears'our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope. 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord. 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 

Come,  my  beloved,  haste  away. 
Cut  short  the  hours  of  thy  delay : 
Ply,  like  a  youthful  hart  or  roe, 
Over  the  hills  where  spices  grow. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1  "09. 

Copyright,  U.  L.  Uastingg,  1881. 
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O  Thou  who  art  by  all  adored, 
In  thine  own  name  we  meet,  O  Lord ; 
Thou  dost  to  fellowship  receive. 
All  who  in  truth  on  Thee  believe. 

Behold  from  winds  and  waters  dark 
They  haste  for  refuge  to  thine  ark ; 
Knowing  that  neither  storm  nor  flood 
Can  overwhelm  the  church  of  God. 

Poor  wanderers  from  a  world  of  sin. 
We  stretch  the  hand  and  take  them  in ; 
Oh,  that  as  doves  to  windows  fly, 
The  tossed  and  troubled  may  draw  nigh. 

Welcome,  ye  blessed  of  the  Lord, 
Come,  feast  with  us  around  his  board; 
Por  you  He  hath  his  table  spread, 
And  poured  the  wine,  and  broke  the  bread. 

Come  boldly  in,  nor  doubt  nor  fear, 
Your  gracious  God  abideth  here ; 
Joined  with  his  saints  in  union  be. 
Through  time  and  in  eternity. 

U.  1880. 
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0170  God  i«  our  reftige  and  strength,    t    xr    A  1 

(rod  is  my  refuge !  not  one  fear 
Shall  moYe  my  heart  when  danger's  near 
Thongh  foes  surroimd  on  every  hand ; 
('.Sheltered  in  Him  I  safely  stand :|| 
My  heart  shall  rest  and  sweetly  sing, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  His  wing. 

God  is  my  strength !  I  stand  secure — 
The  windy  tempest  to  endure ; 
Though  storms  may  heat  and  hiUows  roll, 
|:  Peace  shall  possess  my  inmost  soul ;  :| 
With  anchor  c^st  within' the  veil, 
Nor  storm,  nor  tempest  shall  prevail. 

God  is  my  help !  when  foes  assail. 
Strong  in  his  strength  I  shall  prevail ; 
Though  fierce  the  battle  rage,  and  long, 
|:ril  raise  a  loud  triumphant  song;:| 
In  Him  I'll  shout  the  victory  won, 
Before  the  conflict  is  begun. 

A  present  help  in  trouble's  hour — 
In  Him  temptations  lose  their  power; 
Though  darkness  doth  my  sky  o'erspread, 
|:  Still  by  a  hand  divine  I'm  led;:|| 
His  presence  cheers  the  gloomy  way, 
And  turns  my  darkest  night  to  day. 

Mary  In  sails  Pierce,  187B. 


O  Thou  whom  niy  noul  loveth« 
Song  i.  7. 
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Thon  whom  my  soul  admires  above 
All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love, 
Tell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know, 
Where  doth  thy  sweetest  pasture  grow? 

Where  is  the  shadow  of  that  Bock 
That  from  the  sun  defends  thy  flock? 
Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  sheep, 
Among  them  rest,  among  them  sleep. 

Why  should  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  aside  to  paths  unknown? 
My  constant  feet  would  never  rove, 
Would  never  seek  another  love. 

The  footsteps  of  thy  flock  I  see, 
Thy  sweetest  pastures  here  should  be ; 
A  wondrous  feast  thy  love  prepares. 
Bought  with  thy  wounds,  aad  groan8,ud  tears. 

He  gives  me  bread  from  heaven  for  food ; 
My  soul  partakes  his  flesh  and  blood. 
Here  to  this  feast  my  soul  would  come, 
Till  my  beloved  leads  me  home. 

iMoe  Watts,  ab.  1709. 


9f7iX       0JeMiChritltmein9choiute$Lieht,-r    ^61 

Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 
No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare ; 

Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee, 
||:And  reign  without  a  rival  there::! 

Thine  wholly,  thine  alone,  I  am ; 

Be  thou  alone  my  constant  flame ! 

Oh  grant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 
May  dwell  but  thy  pure  love  alone : 

Oh,  may  thy  love  possess  me  whole, 
11 :  My  joy,  my  treasure,  and  my  crown  :j| 

Strange  fires  far  from  my  heart  remove ; 

My  every  act,  word,  thought,  be  love ! 

O  Love,  how  cheering  is  thy  ray ! 

All  pain  before  thy  presence  flies ; 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away, 

I :  Where'er  thy  healing  beams  arise  :| 
O  Jesus,  nothing  may  I  see, 
Nothing  desire,  or  seek,  but  thee. 

Unwearied  may  I  this  pursue, 

Dauntless  to  the  high  prize  aspire ; 

Hourly  within  my  soul  renew 

1:  This  holy  flame,  this  heavenly  fire ; :] 

And  day  and  night  be  all  my  care 

To  guard  the  sacred  treasure  there. 
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Oh,  draw  me  Saviour  after  Thee ; 

So  shall  I  run  and  never  tire ; 
With  gracious  words  still  comfort  me; 

||:Be  thou  my  hope  and  sole  desire.  :|| 
My  health,  my  life,  my  light,  my  crown, 
Oh,  take  me,  seal  me  for  thine  own. 

Oh,  that  I,  as  a  little  child. 
May  follow  thee,  and  never  rest 

Till  thou  hast  sweetly  breathed  thy  mild, 
II  :Thy  lowly  mind  into  my  breast  I  :| 

Nor  ever  may  we  parted  be, 

Till  I  become  one  spirit  with  thee. 

From  all  eternity,  with  love 

Unchangeable,  thou  hast  me  viewed ; 
Ere  knew  this  beating  heart  to  move 

II :  Thy  tender  mercies  me  pursued.  :|| 
Ever  with  me  may  they  abide, 
And  close  me  in  on  every  side. 

What  in  thy  Love  possess  I  not? 

My  Star  by  night,  my  Sun  by  day ; 
My  Spring  of  Life  when  parched  with  drought, 

II :  My  bread  my  fainting  soul  to  stay,  :|| 
My  strength,  my  shield,  my  safe  abode, 
My  Robe  before  the  throne  of  God. 

Paul  Oerhardt.  ie(»-1676.  TV.  J.  Wesley,  ab.  1739. 
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Homeward. 
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1  And  can      it     be    that     I  should  gain  An    interest     in  the  Sariour's  bloodf 


Died  he    for    me,  who  caused  his  pain ?  For  me,  who  him    to  (!feath  pursued? 


jRUard. 


A-maz  -  ing  love !  how  can    it      be  That  thou,  my  Lord,  should'st  die  for  me  ? 


CkkmplAint. 


page  08. 


Hosanna. 


p.  60. 
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iftkable  gift 
ir.ix.15. 


L.  M.  61. 


2  "Tifl  mystery  all!  the  Immortal  dies ! 
Who  can  explore  his  strange  design? 
In  vain  the  nrst-born  seraph  tries 

To  sound  the  depths  of  love  divine; 
'Tis  mercy  all  1  let  earth  adore : 
Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 

3  He  left  his  Father's  throne  above,— 
So  free,  so  infinite  his  grace  I — 
Emptied  himself  of  all  but  love, 
And  bled  for  Adam's  helpless  race ; 
'Tis  mercy  all,  immense  and  free, 
For,  O  my  God,  it  found  out  me  I 

4  Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay. 
Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night; 
Thine  eye  diffused  a  quickening  ray, 

I  woke,  the  dungeon  flamed  with  light 
My  chains  fell  oS,  my  heart  was  free, 
I  rose,  went  forth,  and  followed  thee. 


5  No  condemnation  now  I  dread ; 
Jesus,  with  all  in  him,  is  mine ; 
Alive  in  him,  my  living  Head, 
And  clothed  in  righteousness  divine, 
Bold  I  approach  the  eternal  throne, 
And  claim  the  crown,  thro'  Christ,  my  own. 

CbarleB  Wedej,  ab.  1788. 


QTT  We  look  fbr  the  SaTioor.       t     xr    Al 

«f  #  Phil.iii.  80.  ^  ^'  "^* 

Fain  would  I  leave  the  world  below, 
Of  pain  and  sin  the  dark  abode ; 

Where  shadowy  joy  or  solid  woe, 
Allures,  or  tears  me  from  my  God  t 

Come  quickly.  Lord  I  thy  face  display. 

And  look  my  midnight  into  day. 

Till  then,  to  sorrow  bom,  I  sigh. 
And  gasp  and  languish  after  home  I 

Upward  I  send  my  streaming  eye, 
Expecting,  till  the  Bridegroom  come : 

Come  quickly.  Lord  I  thy  own  receive ; 

Now  let  me  see  thy  face  and  live. 

Weiley,  ab.  1739. 

is 


Jl  ptttt  MitattwmtOU* 


278-281 
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Meek,  patient  Son  of  God  and  man, 
With  us  in  our  temptation  stay; 

Our  fainting,  feeble  minds  sustain, 
And  keep  throughout  the  evil  day ; 

The  evil  day  of  doubts  and  fears, 

And  fightings,  till  Thy  face  appears. 

We  have  not  an  High  Priest  in  Thee, 
Who  cannot  our  afflictions  feel ; 

The  tempted  soul's  infirmity 
With  kind  concern  affects  thee  still ; 

Touched  with  our  every  grief  thou  art. 

And  bleeds  for  us  thy  pitying  heart. 

For  us  by  men  and  fiends  distressed, 
For  us  by  various  passions  torn. 

Who  toil  to  enter  into  rest. 
Who  for  thy  second  coming  mourn, 

And  fill  thy  sacred  sorrows  up, 

And  drink  thine  agonizing  cup. 

Companions  to  the  Man  of  Woe, 
Oh,  let  us  still  with  Thee  abide ; 

Tempted,  alas  I  to  let  thee  go. 
And  start  from  the  command  aside, 

By  «very  wind  of  doctrine  driven, 

To  seek  a  broader  way  to  heaven. 

Us,  and  our  brethren  in  distress. 
Patient  within  thy  kingdom  kee]), 

Sure  all  thy  fulness  to  possess, 
Our  harvest  in  the  end  to  reap, 

Thy  sinless  nature  to  retrieve. 

And  glorious  in  thine  image  live. 

ChAriei  Wesley,  ab.  1740. 

OTA     Ich  kdbe  Htuf  den  Orund  ge/vnden.   t      -kr     A  1 
iSiV  IFeterii.  6.  ^"  ^^'  "  ^' 

Now  I  have  found  the  ground  wherein 
Sure  my  souPs  anchor  may  remain : 

The  wounds  of  Jesus,  for  my  sin 
Upon  the  cross  of  Calvary  slain, 

Whose  mercy  shall  unshaken  stay, 

When  heaven  and  earth  are  fled  away. 

Father,  thine  everlasting  grace 
Our  scanty  thought  surpasses  far : 

Thy  heart  still  melts  with  tenderness ; 
Thy  arms  of  love  still  open  are. 

Returning  sinners  to  receive. 

That  mercy  they  may  taste  and  live. 
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O  Love,  thou  bottomleai  abyss  I 
My  sins  are  flwallowed  up  in  thee ; 

Covered  is  my  unrighteousness. 
Nor  spot  of  guilt  remains  on  me, 

While  Jesus'  blood  through  earth  and  skies, 

Mercy,  free,  boundless  mercy,  cries  1 

With  faith  I  plunge  me  in  this  sea ; 

Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 
Hither,  when  hell  assails,  I  flee ; 

I  look  into  my  Saviour's  breast ; 
Away,  sad  doubt,  and  anxious  fear! 
Mercy  is  all  that's  written  there. 

Though  waves  and  storms  go  o*er  my  head, 
Though  strength,iidhealth,and  friends  be  gone 
Though  joys  be  withered  all  and  dead, 
Though  every  comfort  be  withdrawn ; 
On  this  my  steadfast  soul  relies : 
Father,  thy  mercy  never  dies. 

Fixed  on  this  ground  will  I  remain, 
Though  my  heart  fail,  and  flesh  decay ; 

This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain, 
When  earth's  foundations  melt  away ; 

Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove. 

Loved  witli  an  everlasting  love. 

Johann  Andreas  Rothe,  1688-1708.    Tr.  John  WeOey,  ab.  1780 
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QQ1       A  oorert  firom  the  tempest. 
«01  lBa.zzxli.8. 

Redeemer,  whither  should  I  flee 
Or  how  escape  the  wrath  to  come? 

The  weary  sinner  flies  to  thee 
For  shelter  from  impending  doom ; 

Smile  on  me,  dearest  Lord,  and  show 

Thyself  the  friend  of  sinners  now. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  cross 
My  heavy-laden  soul  flnds  rest ; 

Let  me  esteem  the  world  as  dross, 
So  I  may  be  of  Thee  possessed  1 

I  borrow  every  joy  from  Thee, 

For  Thou  art  light  and  life  to  me. 

Close  to  my  Saviour's  bloody  tree 
My  soul  untired  shall  ever  cleave ; 

Both  scourged  and  crucifled  with  Thee, 
With  Christ  resolved  to  die  and  live ; 

My  prayer,  my  great  ambition  this, 

Living  and  dying  to  be  His. 

Angnatiu  M.  Toplady,  ab.  1710. 
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I'm    not    ashamed    to      own  my  Lord,  Who  lives  by    angels    now  adored ; 
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That  Je-sus     who  once  died  for      me,   Who  bore  my    sins  in      ag-o-ny. 


TJxbrijd^* 


page  14.         Windliam* 
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page  10. 
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O QO   I  am  not  siluimed  of  the  gnspel  of  GhrUt. 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
Who  lives  by  angels  now  adored ; 
That  Jesus  who  once  died  for  me, 
Who  bore  my  sins  in  agony. 


I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  his  laws, 
Kor  to  defend  his  noble  cause ; 
The  way  he's  gone  is  lined  with  blood ; 
Oh !  may  I  tread  the  steps  he  trod  I 

I'm  not  ashamed  his  name  to  bear, 
With  those  who  his  disciples  were ; 
Christian,  sweet  name  I  its  worth  I  view ; 
Oh!  may  I  wear  the  nature  tool 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  bear  my  cross, 
For  which  I  count  all  things  but  dross ; 
Whate'er  I'm  bid  to  do  or  say, 
When  Christ  commands,  I  will  obey. 

I'm  not  ashamed  to  be  despised 
By  those  who  ne'er  religion  prized ; 
Nor  will  I  prove  to  Christ  untrue. 
For  all  that  men  can  say  or  do. 

This  world's  vain  honors  will  I  shun, 
The  narrow  way  to  life  I'll  run ; 
That  this  at  last  my  boast  may  be, 
My  Saviour's  not  ashamed  of  me. 

Unknown,  cir.  1831  ? 
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That  in  Me  ve  might  hare  pe«ee. 
John  xrL  3S. 


L.M. 
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My  heart  hath  found  a  quiet  rest 
In  Him,  the  holy  and  the  blest; 
Who,  tortured  on  the  gory  tree, 
Suffered,  and  groaned,  and  died  for  me. 


Why  should  I  doubt  His  tender  love 
Who  left  for  me  the  joys  above? 
Enduring  poverty  and  pain. 
That  I  eternal  wealth  might  gain? 

Why  should  I  doubt,  and  shrink,  and  fear, 
When  tempted,  tried  and  troubled  here? 
No,  I  will  trust  that  constant  friend, 
Who  loves  his  people  to  the  end. 

What  reck  I  then,  though  pierced  and  stung 
By  traitorous  dart,  and  slanderous  tongue— 
Since  on  my  heart  like  balm  doth  fall 
His  love,  a  solace  'mid  it  all? 

H.,18n). 


To-4ay  if  ye  will  hear  his  yoice. 
^^       Heb.iii.  7. 
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While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given ; 
But  soon,  ah,  soon,  approachmg  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day ' 
How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound ! 
Come,  sinners,  haste.  Oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

Timothy  Dwight,  ab.  ISDO. 
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The  Lord  shmll  command  the  bleuing. 
Deut.  xxviil.  8. 


L.  M. 
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Command  thy  blessing  from  above, 
O  God,  on  all  assembled  here! 
Behold  us  with  a  Father's  love, 
While  we  look  up  with  filial  fear. 

Command  thy  blessing,  Jesus,  Lord ; 
May  we  thy  true  disciples  be ; 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  word, 
Say  to  the  weakest,  **Follow  me." 

Command  thy  blessing  in  this  hour, 
Spirit  of  truth,  and  fill  this  place 
With  humbling  and  exalting  power, 
With  quickening  and  confining  grace. 

O  thou,  our  Maker,  Saviour,  Guide, 
Our  gracious  God,  by  us  confessed ; 
May  naught  in  life  or  death  divide 
The  saiifts  in  thy  communion  blessed. 

With  th^e,  and  these,  forever  bound. 
May  all  who  here  in  prayer  unite, 
With  harps  aad  songs  thy  throne  surround, 
Rest  in  thy  love,  and  reign  in  light. 

Jame$  Montgomerjf,  1816. 

OQit  A  ransom  for  all.  t     -m- 

«OU  lTun.U.6.  ^'  ^' 

Lord,  I  believe  were  siiyiers  more 
Than  sands  upon  the  ocean  shore, 
Thou  hast  for  all  a  ransom  paid. 
For  all  a  full  atonement  made. 

Thus  Abraham,  the  Friend  of  God, 
Thus  all  heaven's  armies  bought  with  blood, 
Saviour  of  sinners  thee  proclaim ; 
Sinners,  of  whom  Hie  chief  I  am. 

Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of  love, 
Let  the  whole  world  thy  mercy  prove  I 
Now  let  thy  word  o'er  all  prevail; 
Now  take  the  spoils  of  death  and  hell. 

Hikokau  L.  Zmsendorf,  173B.  Tr.  J.  Wesley,  ab.  1740. 


Your  redemption  drrnreth  nigh. 

'  IIKC 


L.  M. 


Aiiae,  ahine :  fbr  thy  Idght  ia  oome. 
isa.  Ix.  1. 


L.  M. 
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Arise,  arise  I  with  joy  survey 
The  glory  of  the  latter  day : 
Already  is  the  dawn  begun 
Which  marks  at  hand  the  rising  sun. 

Auspicious  dawn,  thy  rising  ray 
With  joy  we  view,  and  hail  the  day : 
Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise. 
And  fill  the  world  with  glad  surprise. 

ThomaaKeUy,  ab.  178^1855. 


2o8  Luke  xxi.  28. 

Jesus,  thy  church,  with  longing  eyes, 
For  thine  expected  coming  waits ; 
When  will  the  promised  light  arise. 
And  glory  beam  on  Zion^s  gates? 

E'en  now  when  tempests  round  us  fall. 
And  wintry  clouds  o^rcast  the  sky. 
Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall. 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 

Oh  come,  and  reign  o'er  every  land ; 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurled; 
All  nations  bow  to  thy  command, 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 

Teach  us  in  watchfulness  and  prayer. 
To  wait  f pr  thine  appointed  hour ; 
And  fit  us,  by  thy  grace,  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  thy  conq'ring  power. 

Waiiam  miey  Bathurtt,  1881. 


God  is  oar  refdee  and  strength. 
PMilm  xlvL  i; 


Lit    Aa 
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God  is  our  refuge  and  defense ; 
In  trouble  our  unfailing  aid : 
Secure  in  his  omnipotence; 
What  foe  can  make  our  souls  afraid? 

Yea,  though  the  earth's  foundations  rock, 
And  mountains  down  the  gulf  be  hurled, 
His  people  shine  amid  the  shock ; 
They  look  beyond  this  transient  world. 

There  is  a  river  pure  and  bright. 
Whose  streams  nue  glad  tin  heavenly  plains ; 
Where,  in  eternity  of  light. 
The  City  of  our  God  remains. 

Built  by  the  word  of  his  command, 
With  his  unclouded  presence  blest. 
Firm  as  his  throne  the  bulwarks  stand : 
There  is  our  home,  our  hope,  our  rest. 

James  MontgomAQr,  1771—1854. 


Unto  our  Ood-kings  and  prieatt. 
Rev.  T.  10. 


Tm    3J[a 


290 

Now  unto  Him  who  on  the  tree 
Our  sins  in  his  own  body  bore ; 
Be  honor,  strength  and  majesty; 
Dominion  now,  and  evermore. 

Thou  hast  redeemed  us  by  thy  blood, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain; 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
And  we  with  thee  on  earth  shall  reign. 

H..188L 
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Ware. 


L.  M. 


George  Kingsley,  1838. 
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1  Oh !  for      a  glance  of     heayenly  day,  •  To    take  this  stubbdm  stone  away, 


And  thaw, with  beams  of  love  divine,     This  heart,  this  frozen       heart    of     mine. 


Welton. 


page  4. 


Bocklnffhain. 


p»ge& 


^m 


s 


Dnke  Street. 


page  20. 
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QQt        I  will  take  away  the  atony  heart. 
••'•I.  Ezek.  xxxvi.  26, 

2  The  rocks  can  rend ;  the  earth  can  quake ; 
The  seas  can  roar ;  the  mountains  shake : 
Of  feeling,  all  things  show  some  sign, 
But  this  unfeeling  heart  of  mine. 

3  To  hear  the  sorrows  thou  hast  felt, 
O  Lord,  an  adamant  would  melt : 
But  I  can  read  each  moving  line, 
And  nothing  move  this  heart  of  mine. 

4  Thy  judgments,  too,  which  devils  fear — 
Amazing  thought ! — unmoved  I  hear; 
Goodness  and  wrath  in  vain  combine 
To  stir  this  stupid  heart  of  mine. 

5  But  power  divine  can  do  the  deed ; 
And,  Lord,  that  power  I  greatly  need : 
Thy  Spirit  can  from  dross  refine, 

And  melt  and  change  this  heart  of  mine. 

Joseph  Hart,  1762. 


Be  at  peace  among  younelves. 
1  Theaa.  t.  IS. 


L.  M. 
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Now  by  the  mercies  of  my  Lord, 
His  sharp  distress,  his  sore  complaints,- 
By  his  last  groans,  his  dying  blood, 
I  charge  my  soul  to  love  the  saints. 

Glamor,  and  wrath,  and  war  be  gone. 
Envy  and  spite  forever  cease ; 
Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known 
Among  the  saints,  the  sons  of  peace. 


82 


The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  dove, 
Flies  from  the  realms  of  noise  and  strife ; 
Why  should  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love 
Who  seals  our  souls  to  heavenly  life? 

Tender  and  kind  be  all  pur  thoughts ; 
Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run ; 
As  God  forgives  our  numerous  faults, 
For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ  his  Son. 

IiaacWatU.170e. 

OQO  Bonn  in  the  night.  r     -ai- 

4BaO  job  XXXV.  1&  ^  ^* 

Throughout  the  hours  of  darkness  dim 
Still  let  us  watch  and  raise  the  hymn ; 
And  in  deep  midnight's  awful  calm, 
Pour  forth  the  soul  in  deepest  psalm. 

Amid  the  silence,  else  so  drear, 
Think  the  Almighty  leans  to  hear, — 
Well  pleased  to  list,  at  such  a  time, 
The  wakeful  heart,  in  praise  sublime. 

Still  watch  and  pray,  and  raise  the  hymn, 
Throughout  the  hours  of  darkness  dim ! 
God  will  not  spurn  the  humblest  guest. 
But  gives  us  01  his  holy  rest. 

Glory  to  God,  who  is  in  heaven ! 
Praise  to  his  blessed  Son  be  given ! 
Thee,  Holy  Spirit,  we  implore, — 
Be  with  us  now  and  evermore ! 

Latin  Breviary,  TV*.  Hymnarium  AngUcannm,  1844. 
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^9%  1  Tim.  1.  17. 

0  Jesus,  great  and  wondrotw  King, 
Triumphant  over  every  foe ; 
What  untold  gladness  thou  dost  bring — 
All  we  desire  in  thee  we  know. 

Abide  with  us,  O  Lord,  we  pray, 
And  let  thy  Kght  within  us  shine ; 
Scatter  the  mists  of  night  away, 
And  fill  the  world  with  joy  divine. 

When  thou  dost  dwell  within  the  heart 
Then  life's  pure  light  within  we  know ; 
Swiftly  earth's  empty  joys  depart, 
When  in  our  souls  thy  love  doth  glow. 

Oh,  sweet .Ithy  love,  thou  wondrous  King ; 
Pleasantsbeyond  compare,  and  pure ; 
Sweeter  than  we  can  say  or  sing ; 
May  it  abide,  abound,  endure. 

Thy  love  is  proved  by  all  thy  pain, 
By  the  out-pouring  of  thy  blood; 
Through  this  we  our  redemption  gain 
And  share  the  vision  of  our  God. 

Bernard  of  Cialnrftux,  ab.  1091-1153.    Tr.  H.,  1878. 
«lH>  lPoteri.8.  ^-  M. 

Jesus,  thou  joy  of  loving  hearts ! 
Thou  Fount  of  life  I  Thou  Light  of  men ! 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts 
We  turd  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  thee  call  ; 
To  them  that  seek  thee  thou  art  good. 
To  them  that  find  thee,  all  in  all. 

We  taste  thee,  O  thou  Living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still; 
We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  aur  souls  from  thee  to  fill. 

Our  lestless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 
Glad,  when  thy  gracious  smile  we  see, 
Blesty  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 


O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay, 
Make  jail  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light. 

Benuid  of  Clairvaaz,  1001-1158.  2V.  Bay  Palmer,  1856. 
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ggg  Thing, ...  I  hfJJiJJ^^  to'-'W"*  thP  XiiK.  y^.  m. 

Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring ; 
Accept  the  well  deserved  renown. 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

Let  every  act  of  worship  be 
Like  our  espousals.  Lord,  to  thee ! 
Like  that  dear  hour  when  from  above, 
We  first  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 

The  gladness  of  that  happy  day, — 
Our  hearts  would  wish  it  long  to  stay 
Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold, 
Nor  comforts  sink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

Each  following  minute  as  it  flies. 
Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joys; 
Till  we  are  raised  to  sing  thy  namcy 
At  the  g^eat  supper  of  the  Lamb. 

Oh,  that  the  months  would  roll  away, 
And  bring  that  coronation  day  I 
The  King  of  grace  shall  fill  the  throne. 
With  all  his  Father's  glories  on. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.,  1709 


All  nli^t  in  pnyer  to  God . 
Luke  vi.  12. 


U  M. 
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"All  night  in  prayer" — whilst  others  slept, 
Or,  heedless,  their  wild  revels  kept. 
In  lonely  spots,  oppressed  with  care, 
The  Saviour  spent  His  nights  in  prayer. 

*'A11  night  in  prayer" — 'tis  joy  to  know 
I  have  such  comfort  in  my  woe ; 
And  whilst  I  watch,  His  pity  share, 
Who  often  spent  like  hours  in  prayer. 

"All  night  in  prayer" — I  love  to  think 
His  hand  doth  mix  each  cup  I  drink ; 
And  for  my  blessing  doth  prepare 
Each  night  of  weariness  and  prayer, 

"All  night  in  prayer"— O  Saviour,  Christ, 
My  sins  deprived  Thy  life  of  rest ; 
And  love  for  me  didst  make  Thee  bear 
The  sorrows  of  those  nights  of  prayer. 


"All  night  in  prayer" — Soon  morn  shall  come, 
A  morn  whose  light  shall  guide  us  home ; 
Its  dawn  must  scatter  gloom  and  care, 
And  joy  shall  crown  our  nights  of  prayer. 

Elizabeth  Annable  Needham,  ab.,  Iii68. 


298-301       !tyntt%fit»<,  !Qiii  |fti|  W^  M  Wpm^. 


Nllaslonary  Chant. 


L.  M. 


Chftrles  Zeuner.  IBBOL 


1    Ye  Christiaix   her-alds— go,  pro-claim  Sal  -  va-tlon  in     Im- man- ueVs  name; 


To  dis-tant  climes  the  tid  -  ings  bear,  Aad  plant  the  rose  of    8ha  -  ron  there. 


QOQ  Go  70  Into  all  the  would.  ▼     m 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  holy  zeal  your  hearts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  all  are  o^er, 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet,  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 

Bourne  Hall  Draper,  ab.  1808. 

OOO        -^d  befnc  In  an  agony,  he  prajed.         ^     -m- 
aaU  Lukezzii.44.  ^*  ^. 

Within  the  garden's  whispering  shade, 
He  knelt  in  anguish  and  alone ; 
And  mid  the  gathering  gloom  he  prayed. 
While  crushed  by  burdens  not  his  own. 

**My  Father,  if  thou  wilt,  remove 
This  cup  of  woe  and  wrath  divine ; 
But  if  I  must  its  anguish  prove, 
Then  not  my  will  be  done,  but  thine.'' 

Alone  he  knelt,  alone  he  wept; 
Our  cup  he  drank  and  for  us  prayed ; 
My  soul  awake  1  for  thou  hast  slept 
While  Christ  thy  Master  was  betrayed. 

Lord,  think  upon  that  hour  of  gloom, 
Thy  tears,  thy  blood,  thine  agony; 
The  cross,  the  darkness  and  the  tomb. 
Then,  O  my  Saviour,  think  on  me  I 

H.,1881. 


BIy  loul  U  exceeding  eorrowftil 
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'Tis  midnight;  and  on  Olive's  brow 
The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone ; 
'Tis  midnight ;  in  the  garden  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone 

'Tis  midnight ;  and,  from  all  removed. 
The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears ; 
E'en  that  disciple  whom  ha  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

'Tis  midnight ;  and,  for  others'  guilt, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood ; 
Yet  he,  who  hath  in  anguish  knelt. 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

Tis  midnight;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know ; 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

WOliam  Bingham  Tappan,  laVi 

Great  is  the  Lord,  our  tongues  shall  tell, 
The  power  and  glory  of  his  grace, 

And  join  in  the  strains  that  seraphs  swell 
Before  his  throne. with  veilM  face. 

To  him  our  lofty  songs  we  raise. 

To  him  be  endless  worship  given; 

To  him  be  honor,  power,  and  praise. 

From  all  that  breathe  in  earth  and  heaViu 

B.,i8(n. 
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<W|0  ThfliiMntftMwtidomof  God.  j    -.r 

«HI«  Eph.  ML  10.  ^'  M. 

Awake,  my  tongue ;  thy  tribute  bring 
To  Him  who  gave  thee  power  to  sing ; 
Praise  Him  who  has  all  praise  above, 
The  source  of  wisdom  and  of  love. 

How  vast  his  knowledge !  how  profound ! 
A  depth  where  all  our  thoughts  are  drowned! 
The  stars  he  numbers,  and  their  names 
He  gives  to  all  those  heavenly  flames. 

Through  each  bright  world  above,  behold 
Ten  thousand  thousand  charms  unfold ; 
Earth,  air,  and  mighty  seas,  combine 
To  speak  his  wisdom  all  divine. 

But  in  redemption,  Oh,  what  grace  I 
Its  wonders,  Oh,  what  thought  can  trace  I 
Here  wisdom  shines  forever  bright ; 
Praise  him,  my  soul,  with  sweet  delia^t. 

vs.  1-8.  John  NeedhAin,  U88. 


Fnt  notflurMlf  became  of  eTltdoen. 
Fhalm: 
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Be  still,  my  heart ;  what  though  the  strife 
Of  lawless  tongues  may  vex  thy  life ; 
Man's  day  is  short,  his  judgment  light, — 
The  greater  Judge  makes  ul  things  right 

Let  not  thy  spirit  be  dismayed. 
Though  hosts  against  thee  are  arrayed ; 
Thy  Master  bore  the  scorn  of  men. 
Nor  when  reviled  reviled  again. 

Not  like  a  taper's  glimmering  beam. 
With  flickering,  faint,  and  fitful  gleam ; — 
But  steady  as  a  silent  star. 
He  shone,  unmoved  by  strife  or  war. 

Untroubled  by  earth's  babbling  host. 
Anointed  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
His  li^ht  and  life  have  ever  been 
The  life  of  God,  the  light  of  men. 

Thus,  in  this  world  of  wordy  strife. 
Oh,  may  we  live  the  heavenly  life ; 
And  shining  on  through  storm  and  night, 
Walk  as  the  children  of  the  light. 

Father,  preserve  us  safe  from  harm. 
By  thy  great  Spirit's  mighty  charm ; 
And  when  earth's  woes  no  more  betide, 
Our  souls  in  thy  pavilion  hide. 

H.,  1870. 


Olrk  Psalm  xcliLlT  *-•  M» 

With  glory  clad,  with  strength  arrayed. 
The  Lord  that  o'er  all  nature  reigns, 
The  world's  foundations  strongly  laid, 
And  the  vast  fabric  still  sustains. 

How  surely  Established  is  thy  throne, 
Which  shall  no  change  or  period  see ! 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  and  thou  alone, 
Art  God  from  all  eternity. 

The  floods,  O  Lord,  lift  up  their  voioe, 
And  toss  their  troubled  waves  on  high : 
But  God  above  can  still  their  noise, 
And  make  the  angry  sea  comply* 

Thy  promise.  Lord,  is  ever  sure : 
And  they  that  in  thy  house  would  dwell. 
That  happj  station  to  secure, 
Must  still  in  holiness  excel. 

Nahnm  Tale  and  Nieholae  Brady,  16B1 


The  MTenth  angel  Bonnded* 


L.  K. 


Qf\fS  T&e  MTentn  angel 

OUO  Bev.  ^  1& 

Let  the  seventh  angel  sound  on  high. 
Let  shouts  be  heard  through  all  the  sky ; 
Kings  of  the  earth,  with  glad  accord, 
Give  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord. 

Almighty  God,  thy  power  assume, 
Who  wast,  and  art,  and  art  to  come ; 
Jesus  the  Lamb,  who  once  was  slain, 
Forever  live,  forever  reign. 

The  holy  ones  in  heaven,  adore 
The  King  who  takes  his  royal  power; 
While  angry  nations  dread  their  doom, 
And  quail  because  thy  wrath  has  come. 

Now  must  the  rising  dead  appear, 
Now  the  decisive  sentence  hear ; 
Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  Lord 
Receive  an  infinite  reward. 

Imm  WatU,  1700.  ab.    t.8,H.,18A 


Graee  be  unto  you  and  peaoeu 
1  Corfl.  8. 
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Now  bid  us  go  in  peace,  O  Lord, 
According  to  thy  faithful  word ; 
And  all  along  our  pilgrim  road. 
Be  thou  our  guard,  our  guide,  our  Gk>d. 

Through  all  earth's  thorny,  desert  ways 
Conduct  us  ever  to  thy  praise ; 
And  if  we  here  no  more  shall  meet, 
Bring  us  to  worship  at  thy  feet. 

H..]8tt. 
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Lovinflp  Kindness. 
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WUUam  GAldwell,  oir.  HS^ 


1    A*  wake»  my  soul,     in    joyful     lays,  And  sing  Thy    great  Ke^eemer's  praise ; 
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He    justly    claims  a    song  from  me;      His    loving   -    kindness  Oh,liow free ! 

i      *    *    i    *    *    ^    i       i     *..*    ^J     ^   ^   *   r 


His  loving-kindnes8,loving  -  kindness.    His    loving  -   kindness,  Oh,  how  free ! 


How  excellent  is  Thy  lovinsr  kindness. 


L.  M. 


Q/\i7     How  excellent  is  xny  lovmg 
OV#  Ps»linxx:KTi.r. 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all ; 
And  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate ; 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  great  I 

3  Through  mighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes, 
Where  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose ; 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along: 
His  loving-kindness,  Oh,  how  strong! 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood ; 
His  loving-kindness.  Oh,  how  good ! 

5  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
But  though  I  oft  have  him  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not ; 

6  So  when  I  pass  death^s  gloomy  vale. 
And  life  and  mortal  powers  shall  fail ; 
Oh,  may  my  last,  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death; 

7  When  conquered  death  shall  yield  its  prey, 
When  Christ  shall  call  us  hence  away ; 
Then  shall  I  sing,  with  sweet  surprise, 
His  loving^indness  in  the  skies. 

8B 


8  There  with  their  golden  harps  I'll  join, 
And  with  their  anthems  mingle  mine ; 
And  loudly  sound  on  every  chord, 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 

8a>nH«l  Medley,  1787. 


-kindness  of  the  Lord. 


L.  H. 


OXMO  Isa.Ixm.7, 

Thy  loving-kindness,  Lord,  I  sing, 
Of  grace  and  life  the  sacred  spring; — 
In  blood  o'erflowing,  rich  and  free, 
In  loving-kindness  shed  for  me. 

I  to  thy  mercy-seat  repair, 
And  find  thy  loving-kindness  there ; 
And  when  to  thy  sweet  word  I  go, 
Thy  loving-kindness  there  I  know. 

Each  evening  from  the  world  apart, 
Thy  loving-kindness  cheers  my  heart ; 
And  when  the  day  salutes  my  eyes. 
Thy  loving-kindness  doth  arise. 

Lord,  from-  the  moment  of  my  birth, 
I*ve  nothing  known  but  love  on  earth ; 
By  day,  by  night,  where'er  I  be. 
Thy  loving-kindness  follows  me. 

From  daily  sin  and  daily  woe, 
Thy  loving-kindness  saves  me  now ; 
And  I  will  praise,  for  sins  forgiven, 
Thy  loving-kindness,  all,  in  heaven. 

Oeorge  Barrett  Cheever,  ISiS. 


'Si^tt  \tmmnM^  ^trrior^  n  \t^. 


309-810 


Going  Home. 


L.  M. 


Dr.  Wm.  Miller,  1864. 


1  How  many    years,  has  man  been  driven  Far  off  from    hap-pi-ness   and  heaven! 
When  wilt  thou^gracious  Lord,  restore  Thy  wandering  church, to  roam  no  more? 


m 


Chorus, 


Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will    he    done  On  earth  at  round  thy  Jieavenly  throne^ 
Where  shin-ing  hosts  a  -  dor  -  ing  sing  The  praise  of  our  Al  • mighty  King. 


Doke  Street.  page  90.  Uxbridi^e. 


(jAjJ^lrfrirrrlH    p 


page  14. 


Huntington. 


P 


page  68. 


809      ^""'fMgfM?*"^      L.M. 

How  many  years  has  man  been  driven 
Far  off  from  happiness  and  heaven  I 
When  wilt  thou,  gracious  Lord,  restore 
Thy  wandering  church  to  roam  no  more? 

Six  thousand  years  are  nearly  past 
Since  Adam  from  thy  sight  was  cast, 
And  ever  since  his  fallen  race, 
From  age  to  age  are  void  of  grace. 

When  will  the  happy  trump  proclaim, 
The  judgment  of  the  martyred  lamb? 
When  shall  the  captive  troops  be  free, 
And  keep  the  eternal  jubilee? 

Hasten  it.  Lord,  in  every  land, 
Send  thou  thine  angels,  and  command, 
'*Go,  sound  deliverance;  loudly  blow 
Salvation  to  the  saints  below.'' 

We  long  to  have  the  Day  appear. 
The  promised  great  Sabbatic  year, 
When,  far  from  grief,  and  sin,  and  hell, 
Israel  in  ceaseless  peace  shall  dwell. 

Till  then  we  will  not  let  thee  rest ; 
Thou  still  Shalt  hear  our  strong  request : 
And  this  our  daily  prayer  shall  be. 
Lord,  sound  the  trump  of  jubilee. 

Jtthn  CfeiMldk,  b.  17l7.   John  Rlppon.  b.  1751 
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511  n         Whose  builder  and  maker  ii  God.  r     -ur 

*'*  V  Heb.  xi.  10.  ^  ^» 

My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair; 

No  pain  nor  death  can  enter  there: 

Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine ; 

That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 

Chorus:  Fm  going  home,  I'm  going  home, 
I'm  going  home  to  die  no  more ; 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more, 
Fm  going  home  to  die  no  more. 

While  here,  a  stranger  far  from  home, 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam; 
And  tho',  like  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor. 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 

Let  others  seek  a  home  below. 

Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  overflow ; 

Be  mine  a  happier  lot  to  own 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

Then  fail  the  earth,  let  stars  decline, 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine. 
All  nature  sink  and  cease  to  be, 
That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me. 

William  Hunter,  ab.  1888. 

Ye  wandering  souls,  who  weary  roam. 
Afar  from  God  and  peace  and  home ; 
The  Saviour  calls  you,  come  away. 
And  seek  a  heavenly  home  to-day. 

H.,1888. 


811-312         ®%S  S^ai  »%aH  H  %nh$h  f  nt^rqitjttiWt* 


NIear. 


CM. 


Aaron  Williams,  1730,  from  theWolsh. 


fe 


in: 


-«» 


rn  J  'UtW  T-TftTrrj-^^ 


I   Our  God,  our    help    in        a  -  ges    past,  Our    hope  for    years  to      come. 

"  ^-Xiim  iF  f\['>  c  I  !i  li 


I'll    I  I  j '  I  , '  I  I   I 


ij-ld    j   I  »di 


Our      shel-tdr  ftrom  the     storm- y  blast,  And     our     e  -  ter  -  nal     home. 


Dundee. 


page  90. 


Peterboro. 


page  96.  Arling^ton 


page  104. 


^j' jiJ  ^ir  JJ  Ji^  ^ 


Q1  1        Oar  dwelUnff-place  In  all  generationi.      ^^  -^^^ 

3  Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 
Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 

Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

8  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  flesh  to  dust, — 
**Retum,  ye  sons  of  men;" 

All  nations  rose  from  earth  at  first, 
And  turn  to  earth  again. 

5  A  thousand  ages  in  thy  sight 
Are  like  an  evening  gone, 

Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Bef  oee  the  rising  dawn. 

G  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly,  forgotten — as  a  dream 

Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

7  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 

Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 
A.nd  our  eternal  home. 

Iiaac  Watts,  ab.  170U. 


ai2 


The  trumpet  ahall  soaiid . 
1  Cor.  XT.  AL 


C.  M. 
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When  the  last  trumpet^s  awful  vcHOe 

This  rending  earth  shall  shake. 
When  op'ning  graves  shall  yield  their  charge 
And  dust  to  life  awake ; 

Those  bodies  that  corrupted  fell 

Shall  incorrupted  rise, 
And  mortal  forms  shall  spring  to  life 

Immortal  in  the  skies. 

Behold,  what  heavenly  prophets  sung 

Is  now  at  last  fulfilled, 
That  Death  should  yield  his  ancient  reign, 

And,  vanquished,  quit  the  field. 

Let  Faith  exalt  her  joyful  voice, 

And  thus  begin  to  sing ; 
O  grave  1  where  is  thy  tnumph  now  I 

And  where,  0  death  1  thy  sting? 

Then  steadfast  let  us  still  remain, 
Though  dangers  rise  around, 

And  in  the  work  prescribed  by  God 
Yet  more  and  more  abound. 

Assured  that  though  we  labor  now. 

We  labor  not  in  vain, 
But  through  the  grace  of  heaven's  great  Lora 

Th'  eternal  crown  shall  gain. 

William  Cameron,  1781. 


'^^ni  drsat  jlhapi^srh  nf  ti^s  jEii^stp* 


318-818 


Q1  O    ^7  voice  ihalt  fliou  hear  in  the  momins.    f,     %> 

Lord !  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high ; 
To  tiiee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye ; 

Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 

To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 
Presenting  at  his  Father^s  throne 

Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 

Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
N(^  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort. 

To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 
I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 

And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  righteousness  I 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight 

And  plain  before  my  face. 

The  men  that  love  and  fear  thy  name 
Shall  see  their  hopes  fulfilled ; 

The  mighty  Qod  will  compass  them 
With  favor  as  a  shield. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.l719. 

Q1  A  Your  fiithers,  where  are  they?  ^    *, 

Ol«  Z«eh  i.  5.  C.  M. 

What  though  the  arm  of  conquering  death 
Does  God^s  own  house  invade ; 

What  though  the  prophet  and  the  priest 
In  the  dark  grave  are  laid ; 

Though  earthly  shepherds  dwell  in  dust. 

The  aged,  and  the  young ; 
Each  watchful  eye  in  darkness  closed, 

And  mute  the  instructive  tongue  ; — 

The  eternal  Shepherd  still  survives, 

New  comfort  to  impart : 
His  eye  still  guides  us,  and  his  voice 

Still  animates  the  heart. 

"Lo,  I  am  with  you, "  saith  the  Lord, 
'^My  Church  shall  safe  abide; 

For  I  will  ne'er  forsake  my  own, 
Whose  souls  in  me  confide." 

Through  every  scene  of  life  and  death 

This  promise  is  our  trust ; 
And  this  shall  be  our  children's  song 

When  we  are  cold  in  dust. 

Fbillip  Doddridge,  ab.  1755. 


In  the  Spirit  on  the  Lord's  day. 
Rev.  L 10. 


C.  M. 
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316 

May  I  throughout  this  day  of  thine 

Be  in  thy  Spirit,  Lord ; 
And  full  of  humble  fear  divine, 

That  trembles  at  thy  word. 

Spirit  of  faith,  my  heart  to  raise, 

And  fix  on  things  above ; 
Spirit  of  sacrifice  and  praise. 

Of  holiness  and  love. 

Charles  Wesley,  17S2. 

Of  H        O  eome  let  us  sinic  onto  the  Lord.  r^    » 

OxV  FMlmsBOT.  L  ^*  *^' 

0,  all  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord ; 

His  glorious  acts  proclaim ; 
The  fulness  of  his  grace  record, 

And  magnify  his  name. 

His  love  is  great,  his  mercy  sure, 

And  faithful  is  his  word ; 
His  truth  forever  shall  endure ; 

Forever  praise  the  Lord. 

WlUiam  Wrangham,  d.  IStt 

QliT  What  is  the  chair  to  the  wheatr  r<   -u 

Olf  Jer.  xxiii.  88.  CM. 

What  is  the  chaff,  the  word  of  maui 
When  set  against  the  wheat? 

Can  it  a  dying  soul  sustain, 
Like  that  immortal  meat? 

Thy  word,  O  God,  with  heavenly  bread 

Thy  children  doth  supply ; 
And  those  who  by  thy  word  are  fed. 

Their  souls  shall  never  die. 

Charles  Wesley,  17tt2. 

818         ^'^^  STeSTIffi.^  ''"'■^-       c.  M. 

Now  may  the  God  of  peace  and  love, 
Who  from  th'  imprisoning  grave 

Restored  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Omnipotent  to  save ; 

Through  the  rich  merits  of  that  blood 

Which  he  on  Calvary  spilt. 
To  make  th'  eternal  covenant  sure 

On  which  our  hopes  are  built ; 

Perfect  our  souls  in  every  grace. 

To  accomplish  all  his  will, 
And  all  that's  pleasing  in  his  sight. 

Inspire  us  to  fulfill ! 

For  the  great  Mediator's  sake. 
We  for  these  blessings  pray: 

With  glory  let  his  name  be  crowned 
Through  heaven's  eternal  day ! 

Thomas  OibtMmtt  136B. 


310-322 


1^  a%tH  f  nhg^  Oi^  «[«ifi>. 


Dundeep  nftntHL 


aM. 


Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 


I  That    aw  -  ful    day    mtUI    sure- ly  come,  Th' appoint- ed   hour  makes  haste. 


iij  jij  jij  I 


Wlien     I    must  stand  be  -  fore    my  Judge,  And  pass    the    sol  -  emn    test. 


fc^fiF  f.iF  ri^  f ipiiFif  Fip  F'^  " 


Mear. 


$ 


I>age88. 


page  92. 


za 


J^ 


g^^ 


3 


Peterboro* 


j'^^lrrrrlr 


page  96. 


01  O        Beflne  the  ^dgnient  seat  of  Christ       q    ^ 

2  Thou  lovely  chief  of  all  my  joys, 
Thou  Sovereign  of  my  heart! 

How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  the  sound,  '^Depart I ^' 

3  Oh,  wretched  state  of  deep  despair  I 
To  see  my  God  remove, — 

And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  must  not  taste  his  love  1 

4  Jesus,  who  died  lipon  the  tree, 
Beneath  my  sins  oppressed ; 

Without  a  gracious  smile  from  Thee, 
My  spirit  cannot  rest. 

5  Oh,  tell  me  that  my  worthless  name 
Is  graven  on  thy  hands ! 

Show  me  some  promise  inThy  book, 
Where  my  salvation  stands. 

Isaac  WatU,  ob.  1709. 


That  Qbiiflt  may  dweU  in  jour  hMrte. 
Bph.  m.  17. 


CM. 


820 

Oh  might  this  worthless  heart  of  mine 

The  Saviour's  temple  be! 
Emptied  of  every  love  but  Thine, 

And  shut  to  all  but  Thee ! 

I  long  to  find  thy  presence  there, 

I  long  to  see  thy  face : 
Almighty  Lord,  my  heart  prepare 

The  Saviour  to  embrace. 

Angoatqa  K,  Toplady,  1710. 


And  I  will  ffiye  you  rest. 


C.  M. 


90 


QQ1  Ana  i  wui  gii 

OiOJL  Matt.  xl.  88.^«). 

Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  who  mourn. 
With  guilt  and  fear  oppressed; 

Resign  to  me  the  willing  heart, 
And  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Take  up  my  yoke,  and  learn  of  me 

A  meek  and  lowly  mind ; 
And  thus  your  weary,  troubled  souls 

Repose  and  peace  shall  find. 

For  light  and  gentle  is  my  yoke : 

The  burden  I  impose 
Shall  ease  the  heart  which  groaned  before 

Beneath  a  load  of  woes. 

Robert  Blair,  Scotch  Paraphrase,  iee».1746. 

QOO         The  Angel  of  the  Lord  encampeth .      /-,    <» 
OSSa  "    p»».  xxxiv.  7.  C.   M. 

lUl  bless  the  Lord  from  day  to  day ; 

How  good  are  all  his  ways ; 
Ye  humble  souls  that  love  to  pray, 

Come  help  my  lips  to  praise. 

O  sinners,  come  and  taste  his  love. 
Come,  learn  his  pleasant  ways 

And  let  your  own  experience  prove 
The  sweetness  of  his  grace. 

He  bids  his  angels  pitch  their  tents 
Round  where  his  children  dwell ; 

What  ills  their  heavenly  care  prevents 
No  earthly  tongue  can  tell. 

inae  Warn,  ab.  1718. 


®§  l^nt  Jlp  ttt0ttli  ;p^at>5  i^s  J&tirb* 


323-328 


828  .    ^^^sSd^iSrr^      C.M. 

'  O  God !  we  praise  Thee,  and  confess 

That  Thou  the  only  Lord 
And  everlaftting  Father  art, 
By  all  the  earth  adored. 

To  Thee,  all  Angela  cry  alond ; 

To  Thee  the  powers  on  high, 
Both  Cherubim  and  Seraphim, 

Continually  do  cry:  —  '^ 

OHoly,  Holy,  Holy  Lord^ 
Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey. 

The  world  is  with  the  glory  filled 
Of  thy  majestic  sway. 

The  Apostles'  glorious  company^ 
The  Prophets'  crowned  with  light, 

With  all  the  Martyrs'  noble  host, 
T%y  constant  praise  recite. 

The  Holy  Church  throughout  the  world, 

O  Lord,  confesses  Thee, 
And  Thou  Eternal  Father  art 

Of  boundless  majesty. 

Thy  honored,  true  and  oftly  Son 
And  Holy  Ghost,  the  Spring 

Of  never-ceasing  joy ;  O  Christ 
Of  glory,  Thou  art  King.     Amen. 

Tate  and  Bitdy,  1703. 


The  Lord  sustained  me. 
Fsalm  ili.  5. 


G.  M. 


824 

Lord,  for  the  mercies  of  the  night 

My  humble  thanks  I  pay ; 
And  unto  thee  I  dedicate 

The  first-fruits  of  the  day. 

Let  this  day  praise  thee,  O  my  God, 

And  so  let  all  my  days ; 
And  oh,  let  mine  eternal  day 

Be  thine  eternal  praise. 

John  Maion,  168S. 


And  they  shall  mourn  for  Uim. 
Zetih.  xii.  10. 


C.  M. 


836 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  thy  cross. 
Who  all  our  griefs  hast  borne ; 

To  lo(^  on  thee,  whom  we  have  pierced, 
To  look  on  thee  and  mourn. 

While  thus  we  mourn  we  would  rejoice 

And,  as  thy  cross  we  see, 
Let  each  excLaim  in  faith  and  hope, 

The  Saviour  died  for  me. 

Thomas  Cotterill,  1820. 


C.  M. 


5|0|l  BedeeminfftfaetiaM. 

0«D  Eph.  y.  16. 

The  day  approacheth,  O  my  soul, — 

The  great,  decisive  day, — 
Which  from  the  verge  of  mortal  life 

Shall  bear  thee  far  away. 

Another  day,  more  awful,  dawns, 

And  lo,  the  Judge  appears ! 
Ye  heavens,  retire  before  his  face, 

And  sink,  ye  darkened  stars! 

Yet  does  one  short,  preparing  hour — 
One  precious  hour — remain ; 

Rouse,  then,  my  soul,  with  all  thy  pow^. 
Nor  let  it  pass  in  vain. 

For  this  thy  temple.  Lord,  we  throng: 
For  this,  thy  board  surround ; 

Here  may  our  service  be  approved, 
And  in  thy  presence  crowned. 

Philip  Doddridge,  ab.  1702—1751. 


What  shall  I  render  onto  the  Lord 
Psalm  cxvi.  12. 


0»f  Psalm  crvi.  12.  G.  M. 

For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands. 

Which  daily  I  receive 
From  Jesus  my  Redeemer's  hands. 

My  soul,  what  canst  thou  give? 

Alas!  from  such  a  heart  as  mine 
What  can  I  bring  Him  forth? 

My  best  is  stain'd  and  dyed  with  sin ; 
My  all  is  nothing  worth. 

Yet  this  acknowledgment  I'll  make 

For  all  He  has  bestow'd ; 
Salvation's  sacred  cup  I'll  take. 

And  call  upon  my  God. 

The  best  return  for  one  like  me. 

So  wretched  and  so  poor, 
Is  from  his  gifts  to  draw  a  plea. 

And  ask  mm  still  for  more. 

I  cannot  serve  him  as  I  ought ; 

No  works  have  I  to  boast; 
Yet  would  I  glory  in  the  thought. 

That  I  should  owe  him  most. 

John  Newton,  1779. 

QOO  Come,  ye  blessed  of  ray  Father.  «    ^^ 

OaO  Matt.  XXV.  84.  C»  M. 

O  may  I  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
When  earth  and  seas  are  fled ; 

And  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  name, 
With  blessings  on  my  head. 


m 


Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1706. 


829-382 

Balerma. 


Oh    hap  -  py      is      the  man    who  hears    In-struction's    warning  voi«€; 


And  who    ce  -  les  -  tial    wis-  dom  makes  His  ear  -  ly,    on 


Mear* 


page  88.         Peterboro. 


page  98.        Marlow. 


pageM. 


.jj-.ir'fMJ^Ji.iJu^   f^lrrrrlr-^U-l    §sdA^J}tf:^ 


iler  ways  are  waya  of  pleaaantnesa. 


C.  M. 


8«8  '     ProT 

2  For  she  hath  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  and  west  unfold ; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 

Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

8  In  her  right  hand  is  length  of  days 
For  those  who  heed  her  voice ; 

Her  left  hand  offers  wealth  and  praise 
To  make  her  sons  rejoice. 

4  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence 
In  pleasure's  paths  to  tread ; 

A  crown  of  elory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  noary  head. 

5  According  as  her  labors  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 

Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 

ificAoel  Brtic«,ab.  1749-1767.  t.  8.  H.,  1883. 

OOA       The  King  eternal,  immortal,  inTialbla.      . ,   -^ 
OOU  ^^     1  Tim.  L 17.  ^-  ^' 

Now  unto  the  eternal  King, 

Immortal  and  Unseen, 
God  only  Wise,  to  him  we  bring 

Honor  and  praise  supreme. 

All  power  iu  heaven  and  earth  is  Thine, 
To  Thee  our  tongues  shall  raise 

Worship,  thanks^ving,  joy  divine, 
And  never-ceasing  praise. 

H.,1883. 


Opi        ** Iter  Hierr  veriaesst  die  Setnen  Hieht.^      q  «£ 

"The  Lord  forsaketh  not  his  own," 
He  hears  tl^ir  feeblest  cry, — 

The  orphan's  wail,  the  widow's  moan. 
The  weary  pilgrim's  sigh. 

Have  faith  in  God,  and  trust  his  love 
Who  heeds  the  sparrow's  fall ; — 

The  tender  care  of  One  above. 
Who  knows  and  orders  all. 

Though  days  be  dark  and  nights  be  drear, 

Nor  sun  nor  stars  in  sight, 
Let  Him  thy  drooping  spirits  cheer — 

At  even-time  send  light. 

Helen  A.  Steinhaner,  1877. 


For  vet  a  little  while. 
Ueb. 


C  Jf  • 
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882  Ueb.  X.  37. 

Be  patient  yet  a  little  while 

The  siffh  shall  be  a  psalm ; 
The  shade  shall  vanish  in  a  smile. 

Earth's  storm  in  heaven's  broad  calm. 

Be  patient  yet  a  little  while. 
Your  cross  shall  be  a  crown ; 

Glory  shall  all  your  grief  beguile. 
Your  shame  shall  be  renown. 

Be  patient  yet  a  little  while, 

Your  labor  shall  be  rest, 
Earth's  frown  shall  change  for  Jesus'  smile, 

Earth's  scoflE  for  '*Come,  ye  blest." 


333-338 


Take  ye  heed,  watch  and  pray. 
MarkxitLSS. 


C*  M< 


888 

The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray 
Through  timers  briet^  fleeting  hour, 

And  gives  the  Spirit^s  quickening  ray 
To  those  who  seek  its  power. 

The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray, 
Maintain  a  warrior's  strife ; 

Help,  Lord,  to  hear  thy  voice  to-day ; 
Obedience  is  our  life. 

The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray, 

For  quickly  he  will  come, 
To  call  us  from  our  toils  away 

To  our  eternal  home. 

The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray, 

For  lo  I  the  Judge  is  near; 
Oh  may  we  joyfully  obey, 

And  watch  till  he  appear ! 

TkomoM  Sa$limg$t  b.  ITM* 


O  lend  out  thy  UfCht  and  thy  truth. 
Faucis  xUii.  8. 


C«  Al. 


834 

Hail,  sacred  truth  I  whose  piercing  rays 

Dispel  the  shades  of  night ; 
Diffusing  o^er  the  mental  world 

The  healing  beams  of  light. 

Thy  word,  O  Lord,  with  friendly  aid, 
Restores  our  wand'ring  feet, 

Converts  the  sorrows  of  the  mind 
To  joys  divinely  sweet. 

0,  send  thy  light  and  truth  abroad 

In  all  their  radiant  blaze. 
And  bid  th'  admiring  world  adore 

The  glories  of  thy  grace. 

John  Battreaa,  Uao. 


Aak,  and  it  shall  be  giTen  yon. 
Luke  zi.  ^ 


CM. 


886 

What  father,  when  his  children  plead. 

Can  disregard  their  moan, 
Or  when  they,  hungry,  ask  for  bread 

Will  mock  them  with  a  stone  ? 

If  we,  though  evil,  yet  can  give 
6o<>d  gifts  to  children  dear, 

Much  more  shall  we  His  grace  receive 
If  we  in  faith  draw  near. 

Lord,  we  will  seek,  and  knock,  and  wait. 

We  shall  not  ask  in  vain, 
For  thou  wilt  open  mercy's  gate, 

And  blessings  we  shall  gain. 

H.,  1880. 


Speak.  Lord,  for  thy  servant  heareth. 
]  Samuel  ill.  a 


C.  M. 


886 

Before  thy  mercy-seat,  O  Lord, 

Behold  thy  servants  stand, 
To  ask  the  knowledge  of  thy  word, 

The  guidance  of  thy  hand. 

Let  thy  eternal  truth,  we  pray, 

Dwell  richly  in  each  heart; 
That  from  the  safe  and  narrow  way 

We  never  may  depart. 

Lord,  from  thy  word  remove  the  seal, 

UnfolS  its  hidden  store ; 
And  teach  us,  as  we  read,  to  feel 

Its  value  more  and  more. 

Thus,  while  thy  word  our  weakness  guides, 

O  may  we  safely  go 
To  those  fair  realms  where  love  provides 

A  final  rest  from  woe. 

William  HIley  Bathnrst,  ab.  IMI. 


Lord,  make  me  to  know  mine  end. 
TiMlm  JEzzis.  4* 


C.  M 
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Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days. 

Thou  Maker  of  my  frame ; 
I  would  survey  life's  narrow  space, 

And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

A  span  is  all  that  we  can  boast ; 

How  short  the  fleeting  time ! 
Man  is  but  vanity  and  dust, 

In  all  his  flower  and  prime. 

What  should  I  wish,  or  wait  for,  then. 
From  creatures  —  earth  and  dust? 

They  make  our  expectations  vain,     . 
Aiid  disappoint  our  trust. 

Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 

My  fond  desire  recall ; 
I  give  my  mortal  interest  up. 

And  make  my  God  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1718. 
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OOQ  Qathered  together  in  my  name.  ^   -^ 

OOO  Matt  xviU.  SO.  O.  M, 

Lord  Jesus,  in  thy  name  we  meet 

And  in  thy  name  we  part ; 
Guide  thou  our  weary,  wandering  feet. 

Keep  thou  each  trusting  heart. 

Walk  with  us  through  each  shad'wy  vale, 

Lead  us  by  waters  still ; 
Bring  us,  when  heart  and  flesh  shall  fail, 

To  Zion's  holy  hill. 

H.,188L 


389-341  ^i^  9^  in  &p^  ^}M  Jt,b^  ISixr^l 

MarlOWa  CX 1^  •^ohn  Cheetham^  ftrr.  L.  Mason^  ]0aj^ 


1.  Let      all    the  lands  with  shouts  of   joy,      To    God  their   roi  -   ces    raise; 


S^ 


Sing  psalms  in    hon  -  or        of  his  name,  And  spread  his    glo  -  rious  praise. 


Hear. 


page  88. 


^,M'V\M,lr^\ 


PeterbMro. 
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jp"^  I  r  r  r  rir"=^^^^ 


QOA       Bow  terrible  trtthon  in  (hy  worlul        ^    „ 
«W»f  Pialmlxvi.8.  "•  **• 

3  And  let  them  say,  ^  ^How  dreadful^Lord, 

In  all  thy  works  art  thou  I 
To  thy  great  power  thy  stubborn  foes 

Shall  all  be  forced  to  bow. 

3  ^*  Thro'  all  the  earth,  the  nations  round 
Shall  thee,  their  Gcfd,  confess ; 

And,  with  glad  hymns,  their  awful  dread 
Of  thy  great  name  express." 

4  Oh,  come,  behold  the  works  of  Gk>d  I 
And  then  with  me  you'll  own 

That  he  to  all  the  sons  of  men 
Hath  wondrous  judgments  shown. 

5  Let  all  the  lands,  with  shouts  of  joy. 
To  God  their  voices  raise ; 

Sing  psalms  in  honor  of  his  name, 
ioid  spread  his  glorious  praise. 

Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Bndy,  1696. 
QAi\  Fralae  U  comely  for  the  nprfdU.  n    -«« 

To  thee,  O  God,  in  thankful  song, 
We  lift  the  heart  and  voice ; 

O  may  thy  mercies  tune  each  tongue 
Ana  bid  our  souls  rejoice. 

We  praise  thee  for  thy  matchless  love, 

Thy  blessings  full  and  free ; 
And  join  with  angel  hosts  above 

To  laud  and  worship  thee. 

H.,  188S. 
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St/Lt  Them  alto  which  sleep  in  Jema.         a    mf. 

«'**  1  Thess.  iv.  14-17.  "•   ^* 

As  Jesus  died,  and  rose  again, 

Victorious,  from  the  dead ; 
So  his  disciples  rise,  and  reign 

With  their  triumphant  Head. 

The  time  draws  night  when,  from  the  clouds, 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend ; 

And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heavens  ana  earth  shall  rend. 

Then  they  who  live  shall  changed  be, 
And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake ; 

The  graves  shall  yi^d  their  ancient  charge, 
And  earth's  foundation  shake. 

The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  djecj, 
With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 

The  heavenly  host  with  praises  loud, 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

Together  to  their  Father^s  house 
With  joyful  hearts  they  go; 

And  dwell  forever  with  the  Lord, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 

A  few  short  days  of  evil  past, 

We  reach  the  happy  shore. 
Where  death-divided  friends,  at  last 

Shall  meet,  to  part  no  more. 

Michael  Bruce,  1744-lfR7. 


Wt\viti  %  mn  Wi^  ^si^mA. 


342-346 


O  Loardf  truly  I  am  thv  servant. 
FRaun  cxvi.  16. 


CM* 


342 

Oh,  not  to  fill  the  mouth  of  fame 
My  longing  soul  is  stirred ; 

Oh,  give  me  a  diviner  name ! 
Call  me  thy  servant,  Lord ! 

No  longer  would  my  soul  be  known 

As  uncontrolled  and  free ; 
Oh,  not  mine  own !  oh,  not  mine  own  I 

Lord,  I  belong  to  thee ! 

Thy  servant, — me  thy  servant  choose ; 

Naught  of  thy  claim  abate  I 
The  glorious  name  I  would  not  lose, 

Nor  change  the  sweet  estate. 

In  life,  in  death,  on  earth,  in  heaven, 

This  is  the  name  for  me ! 
The  same  sweet  style  and  title  given 

Through  all  eternity. 

Thomas  H.  Gill,  ab.  ISfiS. 


In  breaking  of  bread. 
Luke  xziv.  So. 


G.  M, 


343 

Jesus,  at  whose  supreme  command, 

We  now  approach  to  God, 
Before  us  in  thy  vesture  stand, 

Thy  vesture  dipped  in  blood  I 

Obedient  to  thy  gracious  word, 
We  break  the  hallowed  bread, 

Commemorate  our  dying  Lord, 
And  trust  on  thee  to  feed. 

The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love 

Oh,  let  us  all  receive ; 
And  feel  the  quickening  Spirit  move, 

And  sensibly  believe ! 

The  cup  of  blessing,  blessed  by  thee. 

Let  it  thy  blood  impart ; 
The  bread  thy  mystic  body  be, 

And  cheer  each  languid  heart. 

The  living  bread  sent  down  from  heaven 

In  us  vouchsafe  to  be : 
Thy  flesh  for  all  the  world  is  given, 

And  all  may  live  by  thee. 

Now,  Lord,  on  us  thy  flesh  bestow, 
And  let  us  drink  thy  blood, 

Till  all  our  souls  are  filled  below 
With  all  the  life  of  God. 

Wesley,  ab.  1745. 


Teach  me,  O  Lord,  the  way  of  thy  ftatutea. 
Psalm  cxlx.  9S. 


CM. 
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Oh,  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 

To  keep  his  statutes  still ! 
Oh,  that  my  God  would  ^rant  me  grace 

To  know  and  do  his  will  I 

Oh,  send  thy  Spirit  down,  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart ; 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 

Nor  act  the  liar's  jiart. 

» 

Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word, 
And  make  my  heart  sincere ; 

Let  sin  have  no  dominion.  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands — 

'Tis  a  delightful  road ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  nor  heart,  nor  hands 

Offend  against  my  God. 

Isanc  Watts,  171Q. 
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OAJt         In  thy  presence  is  AiUness  of  joy.  r*   nr 

»*0  Psalm  xvuH.  C.  M. 

O  happy  land !  O  happy  land ! 

Where  all  the  blest  shall  dwell, 
We  long  to  join  that  glorious  band, 

And  strains  of  rapture  swell. 

No  lips  unholy  learn  that  song, 
Or  join  the  transport  there ; 

The  mingling  voices  of  that  throng 
Were  tuned  on  earth  in  prayer. 

Thou  heavenly  Friend,thou  heavenly  Friend, 

Oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray : 
Now  let  thy  pardoning  grace  descend. 

Now  take  our  sins  away. 

Then  may  our  transient  earthly  days 
Be  given  to  watchful  prayer: 

Till,  gathered  home  to  sing  thy  praise, 
We  shall  thy  glory  share. 

Eliaabeth  Hooker  Parsons,  1836. 

Q^H      The  King  eternal,  immortal,  invisible.      ^   ,, 
CrtU  1  Tim.  i.  17;  vi.  16.  C.  M. 

O  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords, 
Whose  face  no  man  can  see ; 

Who  only,  of  all  kings  that  reign, 
Hath  immortality ; 

Who  in  the  awful  depths  of  light 
Dost  veil  thy  radiant  throne ; 

To  thee  be  praise,  and  power,  and  might 
Through  ages  yet  unknown. 

H.,1883. 


847-349  ©Ijixit  wSH  %itf  \m  itt  ^Bt^fti  y^at^. 


Peterboro. 
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Ralph  Harrison,  1788. 
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1.  Once  more,  my  Boul.  the     ris  -  ing     day    Sa  -  lutes   thy    wak  -  ing    eyes; 


iij  jijiji 


iitjjiji 


Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute   pay     To        him 

■  • 

■ar-e 


who    rules    the  skies. 


Mear. 
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2S 


page  88. 


Woodland. 


^9- 


P 


page.  102. 


Coronation. 


i 


page  100. 


QAT  Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech.  ^   ^^ 

O*/  Pialm  xix.  2.  ^'  ^* 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 
The  day  renews  the  sound ; 

Wide  as  the  heaven  on  which  he  sits, 
To  turn  the  seasons  round. 

3  *Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame ; 
My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise ; 

My  sins  might  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame, 
But  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  O  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 
Whilst  I  enjoy  the  light ; 

Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline, 
And  bring  a  peaceful  night. 

laaac  Wattt^  ab.  17D0. 
<|(^0       After  thU  manner  therefore  pray  ye.        ^-,^  ^^j-^ 

Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  heaven, 

All  hallowed  be  thy  name ; 
Thy  kingdom  come ;  thy  will  be  done 

In  heaven  and  earth  the  same. 

Giv^  us  this  day  our  daily  bread ; 

And  as  we  those  forgive 
Who  sin  against  us,  so  may  we 

Forgiving  grace  receive. 

Into  temptation  lead  us  not ; 

From  evil  set  us  free ; 
And  thine  the  kingdom,  thine  the  power, 

And  glory,  ever  be. 

Adoniram  Judaon,  in  Ave  Priaon,  ISStS. 
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OAQ  The  Peace  of  Ood.  /^    xr 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 
Let  thine  outstretched  wing 

Be  like  the  shade  of  Film's  palm 
Beside  her  desert  spring. 

Yes !  keep  me  calm,  though  loud  and  rude 
The  sounds  my  ears  that  greet ; 

Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude ; 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street. 

Calm  in  the  day  of  buoyant  health ; 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  pain ; 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth ; 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain. 

Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  him  who  bore  my  shame ;  ' 

Calm  'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng 
Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 

Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star 
Which  storms  assail  in  vain, 

Moving  unruffled  through  earth's  war, 
Th'  eternal  calm  to  gain. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 

Soft  resting  on  thy  breast. 
Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 

And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

HoratiuB  Bonar.  ab.  1856. 


Wm  Mx«t  i«  a  3&ajnp  in  mij  !l|0ri. 
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The  entrance  of  thy  words  giveth  light. 
Psalm  czix.  130. 


CM. 
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Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 
What  endless  glory  shines  1 

Forever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 


Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 

And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

Hei«  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

invite  the  longing  taste. 

Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around ; 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

O  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 

And  still  increasing  light. 

Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  forever  near ; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word. 

And  view  the  Saviour  there. 

Anne  Steele,  1760. 


QBTI       I  was  brought  low,  and  He  helped  me. 
Owi  Psalm  cxvl.  6. 


C.  M. 


I  love  the  Lord ;  he  heard  my  cries, 

And  pitied  every  groan : 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 

I'll  hasten  to  his  throne. 

I  love  the  Lord;  he  bowed  his  ear, 
And  chased  my  grief  away : 

Oh,  let  my  heart  no  more  despair, 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  I 

The  Lord  beheld  me  sore  distressed, 

He  bade  my  pains  remove ; 
Return,  my  soul,  to  God,  thy  rest, 

For  thou  hast  known  his  love ! 

My  God  hath  saved  my  soul  from  death. 
And  dried  my  falling  tears ; 

Now  to  his  praise  I'll  spend  my  breath 
And  my  remaining  years. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  in9. 


5>RO       Walk  In  the  light  as  He  is  in  the  light       ^   t^ 
»*'«  lJohni.7.  *  C.  M. 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

Walk  in  the  light!  and  thou  shalt  find 

Thy  heart  made  truly  his, 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined. 

In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

Walk  in  the  light  I  and  thou  shalt  own 

Thy  darkness  passed  away, 
Because  that  light  hath  on  thee  shone 

In  which  is  perfect  day. 

Walk  in  the  light!  and  e'en  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conqnered  there. 

Walk  in  the  light  I  thy  path  shall  be 
Peaceful,  serene,  and  bright : 

For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  himself  is  light. 

Bernard  Barton,  1827. 


I  are  ready,  coma. 
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The  King  of  heaven  his  table  spreads, 
And  dainties  crown  the  board; 

Not  paradise,  with  all  its  joys, 
Could  such  delight  afford. 

Ye  hungry  poor,  that  long  have  strayed. 

In  sin's  dark  mazes,  come ; 
Come  from  your  most  obscure  retreats. 

And  grace  shall  find  you  room. 

All  things  are  ready ;  come  away ; 

Nor  weak  excuses  frame. 
Crowd  to  your  places  at  the  feast, 

And  bless  the  Master's  name. 

Fhillp  Doddridge,  ab.  ITOS-ITU. 
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Let  the  earth  rnoice. 
PBalm  accvii.  1. 


C.  M. 


07 


O  all  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord, 
Each  with  a  different  tongue ; 

In  every  language  lieam  his  word. 
And  let  his  name  be  sung. 

His  mercy  reigns  through  every  land; 

Proclaim  his  grace  abroad : 
Forever  firm  his  truth  shall  stand ; 

Praise  ye  the  faithful  God. 

Isaac  Watta,  1719 
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Ma  -  Jes  -  tic    sweetueas      sits    enthroned       Up  -  on       the    Saviour's    brow ;         His 


head  with     radiant  glories  crowned,Hi8  lips  with  grace  oVrilow,      Hislips  with  grace  o'erHow. 
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Peterboro. 
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Haitland. 


page  106. 


C.  M. 


QfCfS         The  chiefeflt  among  ten  thousand. 
OOO  Cwxt  V.  la 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow ; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crowned, 

His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 

No  mortal  can  with  him  compare, 

Among  the  sons  of  men ; 
Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 

That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 

He  flew  to  my  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 

And  carried  all  my  grief. 

His  hand  a  thousand  blessings  pours 

Upon  my  guilty  head ; 
His  presence  gilds  my  darkest  hours, 

And  guards  my  sleeping  bed. 

To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  have ; 
He  makes  me  triumph  over  death. 

He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine. 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 

Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 

Samuel  Stennett,  ab.  1787. 


C.  M. 
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OBA       That  Christ  mur  dwell  in  your  hearts. 

O  Saviour,  welcome  to  my  heart ; 

Possess  thy  humble  throne ; 
Bid  every  rival  hence  depart, 

And  claim  me  for  thine  own. 

The  world  and  Satan  I  forsake; 

To  thee  I  all  resign ; 
My  longing  heart,  O  Saviour,  take. 

And  fill  with  love  divine. 

O,  may  I  never  turn  aside. 

Nor  from  thy  bosom  fiee ; 
Let  nothing  here  my  heart  divide ; 

I  give  it  all  to  thee. 

H.  Bourne  and  W,  Sanders,  18SB. 
QR'y  Buried  with  hitn  by  baptism.  ^    .., 

Saviour,  we  seek  the  watery  tomb, 

niiuned  by  love  divine ; 
Far  from  the  deep,  tremendous  gloom 

Of  that  which  once  was  thine. 

Down  to  the  hallowed  grave  we  go, 

Obedient  to  thy  word ; 
'Tis  thus  the  world  around  shall  know 

We're  buried  with  the  Lord. 

'Tis  thus  we  bid  its  pomps  adieu. 

And  boldly  venture  in : 
Oh,  may  we  rise  to  live  anew. 

And  only  die  to  sin ! 

Maria  Grace  SaAiy,  Ifflg. 


£ii^$]($)):  art  Spi  ym[$  in  H^nri. 
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Creftt^in  me  a  clean  heart 
Psalm  li.  10. 


Ci  M. 


O  for  a  hBait  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ! 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood 

So  freely  spilt  for  me  I 

A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone : 

0  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 

From  him  that  dwells  within : 

A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 

A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine ! 

Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart; 

Come  quickly  from  above ; 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 

Thy  new,  best  name  of  love. 

Wt^eVf  ab.  1741. 
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I  shall  yet  praise  Him. 
PHUmzUii.5. 


C.  M, 


Afl^ction  is  a  stormy  deep, 
Where  wave  resounds  to  wave ; 

Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

The  hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 
Can  soon  restore  my  peace ; 

And  he  who  bade  the  tempest  rise 
Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 

In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night 

I'll  count  his  mercies  o'er ; 
I'll  praise  him  for  ten  thousand  past, 

And  humbly  sue  for  more. 

When  darkness  and  when  sorrow  rose 

And  pressed  on  every  side. 
The  Lord  has  still  sustained  my  steps, 

And  still  has  been  my  guide. 

Here  will  I  rest,  and  build  my  hope, 

Nor  murmur  at  his  rod ; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me — 

My  heallli,  my  life,  my  God  1 

Nathaniel  Cotton.  1707-1782. 
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Behold  the  Lamb  of  God^ 
John  i.  36. 


C.  T\ 


Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nailed  to  the  shameful  tree : 

How  great  the  love  that  him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  thee. 

Though  far  unequal  our  low  praise 
To  Thy  vast  sufferings  prove, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  thus  all  our  days. 
Thus  will  we  griere  and  love. 

Hark !  how  he  groans,  while  nature  shake 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend : 

The  temple's  veil  in  sunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 

'Tis  done  I  the  precious  ransom's  paid ! 

''Receive  my  soul!"  he  cries: 
See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head ; 

He  bows  his  head,  and  dies. 

But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envious  chaii 

And  in  full  glory  shine : 
O  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain. 

Was  ever  love,  like  thine? 

Thy  loss  our  ruins  did  repair, 
Death  by  thy  death  is  slain ; 

Thou  wilt  at  last  exalt  us  where 
Thou  dost  in  glory  reign. 

Samuel  Wesley.  Sen..  1603-1735. 
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The  whole  creation  eroaneth. 
Bom.  Tiii.  2£ 


C.  BJ 
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The  whole  creation  groans  and  waits 
Till  we  who  love  thee.  Lord, 

Shall  stand  within  thy  temple  gates. 
And  shine, — the  sons  of  God. 

The  sons  of  God, — ^how  bright  they  shine 

No  mortal  eye  can  see ; 
We,  sinners,  shall  be  made  divine ! 

We  shall  be  one  with  thee  I 

One  with  the  Lord  and  all  his  saints ! 

Thy  nature  in  our  own ! 
Thy  crown  our  rich  inheritance ! 

Heirs  to  thy  royal  throne ! 

Thy  throne  to  us  no  joy  would  bring, 

If  we  from  thee  were  riven ; 
For  all  our  joy  is  in  our  King, 
^And  thou  art  all  our  heaven. 

Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  185S 
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Coronation. 


CM. 


OUrer  Holden,  1708. 


iU  hail  the  pow'r  of  Jesus'  name,  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 


And  crown  him  Lord  of  all.  Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem,  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


Rlarlow. 


% 


page  94.  Peterboro. 
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Q AO        Now  \b  Christ  risen  fVom  the  dead.  ri    xr 

00«  lCor.zv.20.  ^*  ^« 

Awake,  glad  soul  I  awake  I  awake  I 

Thy  Lord  has  risen  long ; 
Go  to  his  grave,  and  with  thee  take 

Both  tuneful  heart  and  song. 

Where  life  is  waking  all  around, 
Where  love's  sweet  voices  sing. 

The  first  bright  blossom  may  be  found 
Of  an  eternal  spring. 

The  shade  and  gloom  of  life  are  fled 

This  resurrection  day, 
Henceforth  in  Christ  are  no  more  dead, 

The  grave  hath  no  more  prey. 

In  Christ  we  live,  in  Christ  we  sleep. 

In  Christ  we  wake  and  rise, 
And  the  sad  tears  death  makes  us  weep. 

He  wipes  from  all  our  eyes. 

Then  wake,  glad  heart  I  awake  I  awake ! 

And  seek  thy  risen  Lord, 
Joy  in  his  resurrection  take. 

And  comfort  in  his  word : 


C.  M. 


And  let  thy  life  through  all  its  ways. 

One  long  thanksgiving  be, 
Its  theme  of  joy,  its  song  of  praise — 

Christ  died,  and  rose  for  me. 

John  S.  B.  Moniell,  ab.  1666. 


Q  A  Q         On  hit  head  were  vcaaaj  erowne. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name, 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall  I 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  Gfod, 
Who  from  his  altar  call ; 

Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall ; 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Sinners  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 

Go — spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


6  Oh  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng. 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall ; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Bdwmrd  Pernmeti  ah.  1778. 
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Miles  Lane 
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An  hail  the  poVr  of  Je-  sua'  name ;  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal 


di  -  a  -  dem.    And  crown  him,  crown  him,  crown  him,  crown  him  Lord  of    all. 


C.  M. 


QgA  A  crown  of  pure  gold  on  his  head. 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus^  name, 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
To  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Let  high-bom  seraphs  tune  the  lyre, 
And,  as  they  tune  it,  fall 

Before  his  face  who  tunes  their  choir 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Crown  him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light, 
Who  fixed  this  floating  ball ; 

Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 
Who  from  his  altar  call ; 

Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 
Ye  ransomed  of  the  fall. 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Hail  him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line, 
Whom  David  Lord  did  call ; 

The  God  incarnate,  man  divine ; 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

7  Sinners  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crowli  him  Lord  of  all. 

8  Let  every  tribe  and  every  tongue, 
That  bound  creation's  call. 

Now  shout  in  universal  song, 
The  crowned  Lord  of  all. 

£dward  Fenonet,  1779. 


OAIS  None  other  name.  ^  ut 

OVO  Acta  iv.  12.  <^'^« 

Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, — 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  honors  of  thy  name. 

Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,'  and  peace. 

He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 

His  blood  availed  for  me. 

He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  his  voice. 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice ; 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

Hear  him,  ye  deaf;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 

Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

Look  unto  him,  ye  nations ;  own 

Your  God,  ye  fallen  race ! 
Look  and  be  saved  through  faith  alone ; 

Be  justified  by  grace. 

See  all  your  sins  on  Jesus  laid : 
The  Lamb  of  God  was  slain : 

His  soul  was  once  an  offering  made 
For  every  soul  of  man. 

Charles  Weeler  ab.  1740. 
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Woodland. 


K.  D.  Gould,  1832. 


With  JQy  we  med-i-tate  the  grace  Of  our  High  T^rieat  above :  His  heact  is  made  of 
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tenderness,  His  heart   is  made  of     ten-demess,    It  melts  with  pitying  love. 


Naomi* 


page  110. 


Kaitland. 
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A  merciftd  uid  fUthAil  High  Priest 
Heb.  iL  17. 


C.  M. 
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With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High  Priest  above : 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness  — 
It  melts  with  pitying  love. 


Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 

He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  he  has  felt  the  same. 

But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure, 

The  great  Redeemer  stood, 
While  Satan's  fiery  darts  he  bore, 

And  did  resist  to  blood. 

He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh. 
Poured  out  his  cries  and  tears ; 

And  in  his  measure  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks, 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 


There  rematnetli  therefore  a  rest 
Heb.  iv.  0. 


c.  sc« 


Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  his  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  the  distressing  hour. 

Imoc  Fatt*,1709. 
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There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 

To  mourning  wanderers  given ; 

There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed, 

A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast: 

'Tis  found  alone  —  in  heaven. 


There  is  a  soft  and  downy  bed, 

'Tis  fair  as  breath  of  even, 
A  couch  for  weary  mortals  spread, 
Where  they  may  rest  the  aching  head. 

And  find  repose  in  heaven. 

There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls, 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven, — 
When  toss'd  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear  but  heaven. 

There  faith  lifts  up  her  cheerful  eye 

To  brighter  prospects  given ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly. 
And  all  serene  in  heaven. 


There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 
And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 

There  rays  divine  disperse  the  sloom ; 

Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 

WniUm  Bingham  Tappan,  1822-184& 
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QAQ         AttOburfaitlM  temple  of  my  God.         n    lur 
tJOO  "  Rev.  m:  12.  ^*  ^* 

My  soul,  triumphant  in  the  Lord, 

Shall  tell  its  joys  abroad, 
And  march  with  holy  vigor  on, 

Supp<^ted  by  its  God. 

Through  all  the  winding  maze  of  life 
His  hand  has  been  my  guide ; 

And  in  his  long-experienced  care 
My  heart  shall  still  confide. 

His  grace  through  all  the  desert  flows, 

An  unexhausted  stream ; 
That  grace  on  Zion^s  sacred  mount, 

Shall  be  my  endless  theme. 

Beyond  the  choicest  joys  of  earth 
Those  distant  courts  I  love ; 

But  oh,  I  burn  with  strong  desire 
To  view  thy  throne  above. 

Mingled  with  all  the  shining  band. 

My  soul  would  there  adore, 
A  pUlar  in  thy  temple  fixed, 

To  be  removed  no  more. 

Philip  Doddridge,  174& 


To  meditate  in  the  field  at  eyentide. 
Geneti«zxiv,63. 


C.  M. 
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I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hour  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer 

I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear. 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 

Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore. 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  Him  whom  I  adore. 


I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour; 

And  lead  to  endless  day. 

Ph«Bbe  Hinsdale  Brown,  ab.  1818. 
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of  jcloiy  shall  eome  la. 
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Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates, 

Unfold,  to  entertain 
The  Eang  of  gloiy ;  —  see,  he  comes 

With  his  celestial  train ! 

**  Who  is  this  King  of  glory?  —  who? " 
The  Lord,  for  strength  renowned ; 

Li  battle  mighty  —  o'er  his  foes 
Eternal  Victor  crowned. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates. 

Unfold,  to  entertain 
The  King  of  glory ;  —  see,  he  comes 

With  all  his  shining  train. 

**  Who  is  this  King  of  glory?  —  who? 

The  Lord  of  hosts  renowned ; 
Of  glory  he  alone  is  King, 

Who  is  with  glory  crowned. 

Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Brady,  ab.  UBS. 


>? 


QVy  1     Tliat  the  generation  to  come  might  know.    ^^     -^w 
Of  L  Fftalm  Ixxviii.eT^  ^'   »• 

Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds 
Which  God  performed  of  old ; 

Which  in  our  younger  years  we  saw, 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known, 
His  works  of  power  and  grace; 

And  we'll  convey  his  wonders  down 
Through  every  rising  race. 

Our  lips  shall  tell  them  to  our  sons ; 

And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  generations  yet  unborn 

May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

Thus  shall  they  learn  in  God  alone 

Their  hope  securely  stands. 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 

But  practice  his  commands. 

luMC  Watta,  1719. 
onrO  Let  the  wiclced  forsalEe  Ids  way.  q    -^ 

Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard ; 

His  mercy  speaks  to-day ; 
He  calls  you  by  his  sovereign  word, 

From  sin's  destructive  way. 

His  love  exceeds  your  highest  thoaghts ; 

He  pardons  like  a  God ; 
He  will  forgive  your  numerous  faults 

Through  a  Redeemer's  blood. 


Jolm  Fawcett,  ab.  1739-1817. 
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Arlington 


O.M. 


TbomM  A.  Arne,  ITU 


How  precious    is      the    book    divine,     By     in  -  spi  -  ra  -  tion     giv-  en ! 


r  1^  r^^i^i 


Bright  as        a  lamp     its    doctrines  shine,  To  guide    our  souls    to    heaven. 
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9TQ         Thy  word  U  a  lamp  unto  my  feet.         rt    -^r 
O/O  ^         Psalm  cxix.  105.  ^'^  M.. 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  ^ven  I 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

Its  light  descending  from  above, 

Our  gloomy  world  to  cheer, 
Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 

And  brings  his  glories  near. 

It  shows  to  man  his  wandering  ways, 
And  where  his  feet  have  trod ; 

And  brings  to  view  the  matchless  grace 
Of  a  forgiving  God. 

O'er  all  the  strait  and  narrow  way 

Its  radiant  beams  are  cast; 
A  light  whose  never  weary  ray 

Grows  brightest  at  the  last. 

It  sweetly  cheers  our  fainting  hearts 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 
Life,  light,  and  comfort  it  imparts, 

And  calms  our  anxious  fears. 


TbJB  lamp  through  all  the  dreary  night 

Of  life  shall  guide  our  way, 
Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 

Of  an  eternal  day. 

John  Fawcett,  1783. 

104 


0*7^     Search  me,  O  Ck>d,  and  know  my  heart,    f^    -w- 

Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground 

Of  every  sinful  heart : 
Whatever  of  sin  in  us  is  found, 

Oh,  bid  it  all  depart  I 

When  to  the  right  or  left  we  stray. 

Leave  us  not  comfortless ; 
But  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 

Of  everlasting  peace. 

Help  us  to  help  each  other, 

Each  other's  cross  to  bear ; 
Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford, 

And  feel  his  brother's  care. 

Help  us  to  build  each  other  up, 

Our  little  stock  improve ; 
Increase  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope, 

And  perfect  us  in  love. 

Up  into  thee,  our  living  Head, 

Let  us  in  all  things  grow. 
Till  thou  hast  made  us  free  indeed. 

And  spotless  here  below. 


Then,  when  the  mighty  work  is  wrought. 

Receive  thy  ready  bride : 
Give  us  at  last  a  happy  lot 

With  all  the  sanct&ed. 


WtaUtft  1748. 
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376 


I  hsre  set  fhee  a  watelunui. ' 
£zekiel  xxzUL  7. 


C.  M. 


Let  Zion^s  watchmen  all  awake, 
And  take  the  alarm  they  give ; 

Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive. 

Tis  not  a  cause  of  small  import 

The  pastor^s  Care  demands ; 
But  what  might  fill  an  angePs  heart, 

And  filled  a  Saviour's  luinds. 

They  watch  for  souls,  for  whom  the  Lord 

Did  heavenly  bliss  forego ; 
For  souls  which  must  forever  live, 

Or  perish  in  their  woe. 

All  to  the  great  tribunal  haste, 
Th'  account  to  render  there  • 

And  shoiildst  thou  strictly  mark  ova  faults, 
Lord,  how  should  we  appear  ? 

May  they  that  Jesus  whom  they  preach 

Their  own  Redeemer  see ; 
And  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  souls. 

That  they  may  watch  for  thee. 

PhiHp  Doddridge^  1736. 


Thy  goineont,  and  thv  coming  in.         cm 


876 

Thou,  Lord,  hast  blest  my  going  out ; 

Oh  bless  my  coming  in ! 
Compass  my  weakness  round  about, 

And  keep  me  safe  from  sin. 

Still  hide  me  in  thy  secret  place, 

Thy  tabernacle  spread ; 
Shelter  me  with  preserving  grace, 

And  screen  my  naked  head. 

To  thee  for  refuge  may  I  run, 

From  sin's  alluring  snare ; 
Ready  its  first  approach  to  shun. 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 

0  that  I  never,  never  more 
flight  from  thy  ways  depart ! 

Here  let  me  give  my  wanderings  o'er. 
By  giving  thee  my  heart. 

Fix  my  new  heart  on  things  above, 
And  then  from  earth  release ; 

1  ask  not  life,  but  let  me  love, 

And  lay  me  down  in  peace. 

Wealey,  1740. 


877 


What  aliall  I  render  nitto  the  Lordf 
Paaim  cxvi.  12. 


C.  M. 


What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 
For  all  his  kindness  shown? 

My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode. 
My  songs  address  thy  throne. 

Among  the  saints  that  fill  thy  house, 

My  offerings  shall  be  paid ; 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 

My  soul  in  anguish  made. 

How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight, 

Thou  ever-blessed  God  I 
How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight, 

How  precious  is  their  blood ! 

How  happy  all  thy  servants  are ! 

How  great  thy  grace  to  me  I 
My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care, 

Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

Now  I  am  thine,  forever  thine. 
Nor  shall  my  purpose  move ; 

Thy  hand  hath  loosed  my  bonds  of  pain, 
And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 

Here  in  thy  courts  I  leave  my  vow. 

And  thy  rich  grace  record ; 
Witness,  ye  saints  who  hear  me  now, 

If  I  forsake  the  Lord. 

laaac  Watts,  171:1. 
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Thou  art  with  me. 
FMdmxziU.4. 


C.  M. 


That  solemn  hour  will  come  for  me, 
When,  though  their  charms  I  own, 

All  human  ties  resigned  must  be ; 
For  I  must  die  alone. 

All  earthly  pleasures  will  be  o'er, 

All  earthly  labors  done. 
And  I  shall  tread  the  eternal  shore, 

And  I  must  die  alone. 

But  O,  I  will  not  view  with  dread 
That  shadowy  vale  unknown ; 

I  see  a  light  within  it  shed ; 
I  shall  not  die  alone  I 

One  will  be  with  me  there,  whose  voice 
I  long  have  loved  and  known ; 

In  Him  my  spirit  shall  rejoice, 
I  shall  not  die  alone. 

Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  1858. 
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Maltland. 
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CM. 


George  N.  AUen,  1812— 1877. 
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1.  Must  Si  -  mon  bear  the  cross    a -lone,    And  all    the  world  go     free? 
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No,  there's  a  cross  for    ev*  -  ry    one,      And  there's  a  cross  for      me. 
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0*70      Him  they  oompelted  to  beur  Hi*  eroM.      f%    f^ 
OtU  "^    Matt.  xxvU.  32.  ^«  "• 

2  We  take  thy  cross,  and  follow  Thee 
Through  sorrow,  scorti,  and  pain, 

That,  suffering  with  our  Saviour,  we 
With  him  at  last  may  reign. 

3  We  glory  in  the  cross  we  bear. 
Nor  would  we  lay  it  down 

Till  Christ  shall  take  us  hence,  to  wear 
The  never  fading  crown. 

M.,  air.  1881. 


This  do  in  remembrance  of  me. 
Lulie  xxii.  19. 


C.  If. 


880 

All  praise  to  Him  of  Nazareth, 

The  Holy  One  who  came. 
For  love  of  man,  to  die  a  death 

Of  agony  and  shame. 

Dark  was  the  grave ;  but  since  He  lay 

Within  its  dreary  cell. 
The  beams  of  heaven's  eternal  day 

Upon  its  threshold  dwell. 

In  tender  memory  of  his  grave, 
The  mystic  bread  we  ta£e ; 

And  muse  upon  the  life  he  gave 
So  freely  for  our  sake. 

A  boundless  love  he  bore  mankind : 

Oh,  may  at  least  a  part 
Of  that  strong  love  descend,  and  find 

A  place  in  every  heart. 

William  Cnllen  Biyant,  ab.  1794-1878. 


C.  M. 
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Q01     The  aufferings  of  Christ,  and  (he  giory. 

To  Calvary,  Lord,  in  spirit  now 
Our  weary  souls  repair, 

To  dwell  upon  thy  dying  love. 
And  taste  its  sweetness  there. 


Sweet  resting-place  of  every  heart 
That  feels  the  plague  of  sin, 

Yet  knows  the  deep,  mysterious  joy 
Of  peace  with  God  within. 

Dear,8uffering  Lamb  I  thy  bleeding  wounds. 

With  cords  of  love  divine. 
Have  drawn  our  willing  hearts  to  thee, 

And  linked  our  life  with  thine. 

Thy  sympathies  and  hopes  are  ours ; 

Dear  Lord !  we  wait  to  see 
Creation,  all  below,  above. 

Redeemed  and  blessed  by  thee. 

Our  longing  eyes  would  fain  behold 
That  bright  and  blessed  brow, 

Once  wrung  with  bitterest  anguish,  wear 
Its  crown  of  glory  now. 

Why  linger,  then?  Come,  Saviour,  come, 

Responsive  to  our  call  1 
Come,  claim  thine  ancient  power,  and  reign. 

The  heir  and  Lord  of  all. 

JBdward  Denny,  ab.  ISSa 


Ji  linmsi  Wfyit  h  jDhmt  JhtBVs^  !Qam%         382-385 


rings  of  Giriat. 
iFetLlJ. 


C.  M. 


Alas !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  SoTereign  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I? 

Thy  body  slain,  sweet  Jesus,  thine, 
And  bathed  in  its  own  blood ; 

While,  all  exposed  to  wrath  divine. 
The  glorious  SufTrer  stood  I 

Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done, 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity  1  grace  unknown  I 

Andiove  beyond  degree  1 

Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ  the  glorious  Saviour  died, 

For  nian  the  creature's  sin. 

Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 
While  his  dear  cross  appears, 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 

'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

Isaac  WKtts,  1709. 

888      "^"^"^ZtiZx^ii^  '"'^"-      0.  M. 

My  Father,  God  I  how  sweet  the  sound ! 

How  tender,  and  how  dear  I 
Not  all  the  melody  of  heaven 

Could  so  delight  the  ear. 

Come,  sacred  Spirit,  seal  the  name 

On  my  expanding  heart. 
And  show,  that  in  Jehovah's  grace 

I  share  a  filial  part. 

Cheered  by  a  signal  so  divine, 

Unwavering  I  believe ; 
My  spirit,  "Abba,  Father,"  cries, 

Nor  can  the  sign  deceive. 


aOA       Thy  name  is  aa  ointment  pourtd  toHh,    ^   -^ 
OOrt  Canticles  i. ».  ^'  "». 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

Dear  Name !  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 
My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 

My  never- failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  storea  of  grac^. 

By  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain, 

Although  with  sin  defiled ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain. 

And  I  am  owned  a  child. 

Jesus!  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 

But  when  I  see  Thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim 
With  every  fleeting  breath ; 

And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death ! 

John  Xewton,  1779. 


On  wings  of  everlasting  love 

The  Comforter  is  come ; 
All  terrors  at  his  voice  disperse, 

And  endless  pleasures  bloom. 

FhiUp  Doddridge^  d.  1751. 


How  precious  also  are  TIij  tiioughts. 
~    "  '  1. 17. 


C.  M. 


OOO  Psalra  czzxiz. 

Lord,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 
They  strike  me  with  surprise ; 

Not  all  the  sands  that  spread  the  shore 
To  equal  numbers  rise. 

My  flesh  with  fear  and  wonder  stands, 

The  product  of  thy  skill; 
And  hourly  blessings  from  thy  hands 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 


These  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep: 
How  kind,  how  dear  to  me! 

Oh  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  sleep 
Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee! 

Isaac  Watta,  1718. 
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386-388    Jktxivti  9m  tH  %t  fUpAl  Cb^  ycumoA  tS  9i<m<i^* 

China.*  O.  M. 


Am  by  L.  ManhaU,  188r. 


1  And  muRt  I     be     to   judgment  brought,  And  an  -  swer      in    that  day, 


For  er*  -  ry     Tain     and        i  -  die  thought,  And  eV  -  ry    word      I    say? 


886    "^**ii;ffl?J.'SS*^'^'^     c.  M. 

2  Yes,  every  secret  of  my  heart 
Shall  shortly  be  made  known, 

And  I  receive  my  just  desert 
For  all  that  I  have  done. 

3  How  careful,  then,  ought  I  to  live, — 
With  what  religious  fear, — 

Who  such  a  strict  account  must  give 
For  my  behavior  here ! 

4  Thou  awful  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 
The  watchful  power  bestow ; 

So  shall  I  to  my  ways  take  heed, — 
To  all  I  speak  or  do. 

5  If  now  thou  standeet  at  the  door, 
Oh,  let  me  feel  thee  near ! 

And  make  my  peace  with  God,  before 
I  at  thy  bar  appear. 

6  My  peace  thou  hast  already  made. 
While  hanging  on  the  tree ; 

My  sins  were  there  upon  thee  laid, 
And  thou  didst  die  for  me. 


7  Ah,  might  I,  Lord,  the  virtue  prove 

Of  thine  atoning  blood. 
And  know  thou  ever  livest  above, 

My  Advocate  with  God. 

ChuleB  Wesley,  1768 


Qflfy    I  hKf9  itretehed  ont  my  hands  nnto  flwe.    /^    -^r 
004  PMamlxnTliLa  ^»  "^ 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands  to  thee ; 

No  other  help  I  know ; 
If  thou  withdraw  thyself  from  me, 

Ah,  whither  shall  I  go? 

What  did  thine  only  Son  endure 

Before  I  drew  my  breath ! 
What  pain,  what  labor,  to  secure 

My  soul  from  endless  death  I 

Author  of  faith,  to  thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes ; 
O,  may  I  now  receive  that  gift ; 

My  soul  without  it  dies. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1741. 
QQO  Unto  Him  that  loT6d  ns.  q^  ^^ 

For  me  vouchsafed  th^  unspotted  Lamb 

My  load  of  sin  to  bear: 
I  see  his  feet,  and  read  my  name 

Engraven  deeply  there. 

Forth  from  the  Lord  his  gushing  blood 

In  purple  currents  ran ; 
And  every  wound  proclaimed  aloud 

His  wondrous  love  to  man. 


For  me  the  Saviour's  blood  avails, 

Almighty  to  atone; 
The  hands  he  gave  to  piercing  nails 

Shall  lead  me  to  his  throne. 
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Blaued  f  tlM  dMd  which  die  in  the  Lord. 
XcT.xiv.  13. 


CM. 


889 

Hear  what  the  yoke  from  heaven  proclaims 

For  all  the  {notis  dead  I 
Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names, 

And  soft  their  dying  bed. 

They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  blest : 
How  calm  their  slumbers  are ! 

From  sufferings  and  from  woes  released, 
And  freed  from  every  snare : 

Till  that  illustrious  morning  come. 
When  all  thy  saints  shall  rise. 

And,  decked  in  full,  immortal  bloom, 
Attend  thee  to  the  skies. 

Their  tongues,  great  Prince  of  Life»  shall  join 
With  their  recovered  breath, 

And  all  the  immortal  host  ascribe 
Their  victory  to  thy  death. 

Tar.  1,  %  Imm  Watte,  1708;  rer.  8, 4.  Unknown. 


In  nnembnuicc  of  me. 
Luke  zzli.  19. 


CM. 
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In  memory  of  the  Saviour's  love. 

We  keep  the  sacred  feast, 
Where  every  humble,  contrite  heart 

Is  made  a  welcome  guest. 

By  faith  we  take  the  bread  of  life. 
With  which  our  souls  are  fed ; 

And  cup,  in  token  of  His  blood 
That  was  for  sinners  shed. 

Under  his  banner  thus  we  sing 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 
And  thus  anticipate  by  faith 

The  heavenly  feast  above. 

TtemM  OotltriU,  181S|  Richard  WhittlnKham,  18S0. 

881        '^^*?l5ir^*****-         C.M. 

With  heavenly  weapons  I  have  fought 

The  battles  of  the  Lord : 
Finished  my  course,  and  kept  the  faith, 

And  wait  the  sure  reward. 


God  hath  laid  up  in  heaven  for  me 
A  crown  which  cannot  fade ; 

The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  day, 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

Kor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed 

This  prize  for  me  alone ; 
But  all  that  love  and  long  to  see 

The  appearance  of  his  Son. 

Immc  Watts,  ab.  1700. 


389-393 
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OQ  9     The  laat  enemy  that  ihall  be 
OUa  1  Cor.  XT.  96. 

IIow  lon^  shall  death  the  tyrant  reign, 

And  triumph  o'er  the  just? 
While  the  rich  blood  of  martyrs  slain 

Lies  mingled  with  the  dust. 

When  shall  the  tedious  night  be  gone? 

When  will  our  Lord  appear? 
Our  fond  desires  would  pray  him  down, 

Our  love  embrace  him  here. 

Let  faith  arise  and  climb  the  hills, 

And  from  afar  descry 
How  distant  are  his  chariot  wheels. 

And  tell  how  fnst  they  fly. 

Lo,  I  behold  the  scattering  shades ; 

The  dawn  of  heaven  appears ; 
The  sweet,  immortal  morning  spreads 

Its  blushes  round  the  spheres. 

I  see  the  Lord  of  glory  come, 
And  flaming  guards  around ; 

The  skies  divide  to  make  him  room. 
The  trumpet  shakes  the  ground. 

I  hear  the  voice,  **  Ye  dead,  arise  1 " 

And  lo,  the  graves  obey ; 
And  waking  saints,  with  joyful  eyes. 

Salute  the  expected  day. 

They  leave  the  dust,  and  on  the  wing 

Rise  to  the  middle  air ; 
In  shining  garments  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

Oh,  may  my  humble  spirit  stand 
Among  them,  clothed  in  white. 

The  meanest  place  at  his  right  hand 
Is  inflnite  delight. 

How  will  our  joy  and  wonder  rise, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  thro'  the  skies. 

On  love's  triumphant  wing. 

Isaac  Wattm  1709. 
I  willfearnqjevil,  forthonartwithme.     ^,    j.. 


888     *""*'""  "  iSuni' mUL  4."'  *  "  *"*  "" *     <^'* 

Death  cannot  make  our  souls  afraid. 

If  God  be  with  us  there ; 
We  may  walk  thro'  its  darkest  shade, 

And  never  yield  to  fear. 

Clasped  in  my  heavenly  Father's  arms. 

I  would  forget  my  breath. 
And  lose  my  life  among  the  charms 

Of  so  divine  a  death. 

*    Isaae  Watti.  ab.  ITW 
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Naomi.  O.  M, 


H.  6.  Nsegeli.  1882,  ftrr.  I«.  Hoaoa,  U' 
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This    aU    my  hope,     and      aU    my    plea,  "For  me    the    Saviour    died." 


page  88. 

m 


Petorboro. 


(^)"-«ilrrrr 


^ 


page  98. 


-^ 


Arlington. 


page  104. 


Blear. 


P 


-^ 


P 


zz 


r^  r-' 


I 


z^ 


OAA        Te  shall  And  rest  unto  your  souls.  ^    w^ 

Olf  4  Matt.  xL  29.  ^'  ^* 

2  My  dying  Savioiir,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 

And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

8  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own, 
Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art ; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  Th'  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply. 

Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die. 

And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab,  1740. 

QQ|1    Let  the  peace  of  God  rule  in  your  hearts,    q    -j^^ 
Ov  V  Col*  iii.  15.  * 

Father,  whatever  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sov'reign  will  denies. 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace 

Let  this  petition  rise : — 

Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 

From  every  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 

And  make  me  live  to  thee. 


Thou  art  my  hope,  O  Lord  God. 
Psalm  Ixxi,  6. 


O.  K. 


Let  the.  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine, 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  thro'  my  journey  shine, 

And  crown  my  journey's  end. 

Anne  Steele,  1760. 


886 

Eternal  Source  of  joys  divine, 

To  thee' my  soul  aspires; 
Oh,  could  I  say,  **  The  Lord  is  minel" 

'Tis  all  my  soul  desires. 

Thy  smile  can  gild  the  shade  of  woe, 

Bid  stormy  trouble  cease. 
Spread  the  fair  dawn  of  heaven  below. 

And  sweeten  pain  to  peace. 

My  Hope,  my  Trust,  my  Life,  my  Lord, 

Assure  me  of  thy  love ; 
Oh,  speak  the  kind,  transporting  word, 

And  bid  my  fears  remove. 

Then  shall  my  thankful  powers  rejoice, 

And  triumph  in  my  God ; 
Till  heavenly  rapture  tune  my  voice 

To  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

Anne  Steele,  1716-1778. 


My  fkther*s  God,  and  I  will  exalt  Him. 
Exodus  XT.  2. 


C.  M. 


897 

O  God,  to  whom  our  fathers  prayed, 
And  joined  in  songs  of  praise ; 

Thou  art  our  God,  our  present  aid, 
Our  trust  for  endless  days. 

Bless  us,  O  Lord,  beneath  thy  cive, 
Still  would  we  pray  and  sing ; 

Accept  our  praise,  and  hear  our  prayer, 
Our  Saviour,  God,  and  King. 

H.,1888. 
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Be  ctiU,  and  know  that  I  am  God. 
Psalm  xlvL  10. 


CM. 
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Keep  silence,  all  created  things, 
And  wait  your  Maker's  nod; 

My  soul  stands  trembling  while  she  sings 
The  honors  of  her  God. 

Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 

Hang  on  his  firm  decree ; 
He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne, 

Nor  borrowfi  leave  to  be. 

His  mighty  voice  bids  ancient  night 

Her  gloomy  realm  resign ; 
And  lo,  ten  thousand  ^obes  of  light 

In  fields  of  azure  shwe. 

His  wisdom,  with  superior  sway. 
Guides  the  vast,  moving  frame ; 

While  all  the  ranks  of  beings  pay 
Deep  reverence  to  his  name. 

Lord  of  the  armies  of  the  sky, 

Ruler  of  all  below ; 
The  lowliest  he  exalts  on  high. 

He  brings  the  haughty  low. 

Not  Gabriel  asks  the  reason  why. 

Nor  God  the  reason  gives ; 
He  that  resists  his  will  must  die. 

But  he  that  trusts  him,  lives. 

My  God,  I  would  not  long  to  see 

My  fate  with  curious  eyes, 
What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me, 

Or  what  bright  scenes  may  rise. 

In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace, 

May  I  but  find  my  name 
Recorded  in  some  humble  place, 

Beneath  my  Lord,  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709.  ab.  H. 


QQQ  He  that  believefli  and  is  baptized.  ,,    %r 

9Ua  Mark  xW.  16.  <  •  ^i- 

Proclaim,  saith  Christ,  my  wondrous  grace, 

To  all  the  sons  of  men ; 
He  that  believes,  and  is  baptized. 

Salvation  shall  obtain. 

Let  plenteous  grace  descend  on  those. 

Who,  hoping  in  thy  word, 
This  day  have  solemnly  declared 

That  Jesus  is  their  Lord. 


With  cheerful  feet  may  they  advance. 
And  run  the  Christian  race. 

And,  through  the  troubles  of  the  way, 
Find  all-sufficient  grace. 

James  Newton,  ITf 
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AAA  Woman,  behold  thy  8on.  ^    ^^ 

^■VV  Johnxix.a8.  ^'  ^' 

O  Thou,  whose  filmed  and  failing  eye, 

Ere  yet  it  closed  in  death, 
Beheld  thy  mother's  agony. 

The  shameful  cross  beneath  I 

Remember  those,  like  her,  thro*  whom 
The  sword  of  grief  is  driven. 

And  Oh,  to  cheer  their  cheerless  gloom, 
Be  thy  dear  mercy  given. 

Let  thine  own  word  of  tenderness 

Drop  on  them  from  above ; 
Its  music  shall  the  lone  heart  bless, 

Its  touch  shall  heal  with  love. 

O  Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God, 

The  way  of  mortal  ill. 
By  thy  blest  feet  in  triumph  trod. 

Our  feet  are  treading  still. 

But  not  with  strength  like  thine,  we  go 
This  dark  and  dreadful  way ; 

As  thou  wert  strengthened  in  thy  woe, 
So  strengthen  us,  we  pray. 

Alexander  Ramsay  Thompson,  186a 


Then  had 


eace  been  as  a  river, 
zlviu.  18. 


C.  M. 


401  is^ 

Give  me  a  heart  of  calm  repose 
Amid  the  world's  loud  roar ; 

A  life  that  like  a  river  fiows 
Along  a  peaceful  shore. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  hush  my  heart 

With  gentleness  divine ; 
Indwelling  peace  thou  canst  impart ; 

Oh,  make  the  blessing  mine. 

Above  these  scenes  of  storm  and  strife. 
There  spreads  a  region  fair; 

Give  me  to  live  that  higher  life, 
And  breathe  that  heavenly  air. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  breathe  that  peace 
"Which  fiows  from  pardoned  sin ; 

Then  shall  my  soul  her  conflict  cease, 
And  find  a  heaven  within. 

Songs  of  Prayer  and  Praise,  1861 . 


Unto  Him  that  loved  us. 
Bevelation  i.  5. 


C.  M. 
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To  Him  who  in  his  precious  blood 
Washed  us  from  every  stain. 

And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
Be  endless  praise ;  Amen. 

Ul 


H.,  1883» 


403-404 
Kent. 
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^^p^^^ 


Arr.  H.,  1880. 
Fine. 
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ri.  Sweet       riv    -  er8      of    Re-deem-ing    love    I        see    be  -  fore  me  lie ; 

i      Had  I         the     pinions      of     a      dove,  Td       to   those  riv-ers    fly . 

rd  cross    bold  Jor-dan*s  stormy      main,   And  leave  the  world  behind. 
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D.C. 


Fd  rise    su  -    perior  to  my  pain,  With  joy  out-strip  the  wind; 


Coronation. 
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The  river  of  Thy  pleasuret. 
Pislm  xzxTi.  8, 
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2  A  few  more  days,  or  months,  at  most, 

My  troubles  will  be  o'er ; 
I  hope  to  join  the  heavenly  host 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 
My  rapturous  soul  shall  drink  and  feast 

In  love's  unbounded  sea; 
The  glorious  hope  of  endless  rest 

Is  ravishing  to  me. 

SECOND   PART. 

8  O,  come,  toy  Saviour,  come  away. 

And  bear  me  through  the  sky; 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  wheels  delay; 

Make  haste  and  bring  it  nigh. 
I  long  to  see  thy  glorious  face, 

And  in  thine  image  shine ; 
To  triumph  in  victorious  grace, 

And  be  forever  thine. 

4  Then  will  I  tune  my  harp  of  gold 

To  my  eternal  King ; 
In  Ages  that  can  ne'er  be  told 

ni  make  his  praises  ring. 
All  hail,  eternal  Son  of  God ! 

Who  died  on  Calvary, 
And  saved  me  with  thy  precioua  blood 

To  ever  dwell  with  thee. 


5  Ten  thousand  thousand  all  agree 

To  praise  the  Eternal  One ; 
Prostrate  in  deep  humility 

Before  the  blazing  throne. 
They  rise,  and  tune  their  harps  of  gold. 

And  sweep  th'  immortal  lyre ; 
And  ages  that  can  ne'er  be  told 

Shall  raise  thy  praises  higher. 

John  A.  Granade,  17B3-1807. 

JLiXA.  ThisdoinTeraembmnceof  me,  p    ■«-■ 

4U4  Luke  mU.  19.  ^'  ^■ 

Til  at  doleful  night  before  his  death. 

The  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain. 
Did,  almost  with  his  dying  breath, 

This  solemn  feast  ordain. 
To  keep  the  feast,  Lord,  we  have  met, 

And  to  remember  thee : 
Help  each  poor  trembler  to  repeat, 

**For  me  he  died,  for  mel" 
Thy  sufferings.  Lord,  each  sacred  sign 

To  our  remembrance  brings ; 
We  eat  the  bread,  and  drink  the  wine, 

But  think  on  nobler  things. 

Oh,  tune  our  tongues,  a^d  set  in  frame 
Each  heart  that  pants  lor  thee, 

To  sing,  **Hosannato  the  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  that  died  for  me  I " 

Joseph  Hart,  1712-17&(). 
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lost*  and  is  f  onnd. 
Luke  xv.  24. 
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My  head  is  low,  my  heart  is  sad, 

My  feet  with  travel  torn, 
Yet,  O  my  Saviour,  thou  art  glad 

To  see  thy  child  return  1 
It  was  thy  love  that  homeward  led. 

Thine  arm  that  upward  stayed : 
It  is  thy  hand  which  on  my  head 

Is  now  in  mercy  laid. 

I  feel  the  pressure  of  that  love 

Which  tells  me  I  am  dear : 
Mine  eyes,  my  heart,  I  lift  above. 

And  know  that  thou  art  near ; 
Thy  gentle  voice  hath  never  said 

One  word  which  could  upbraid, 
I  only  feel  upon  my  head 

Thy  hand  in  mercy  laid. 

Thy  wounded  feet  have  sought  me  far. 

And  on  thy  wounded  brow 
I  see  that  thorn-engraven  scar 

Made  by  my  broken  vow : 
And  that  dear  hand  which  for  me  bled, 

Stretched  out  to  seek  the  strayed : 
It  is  that  hand  which  on  my  head 

Is  now  in  mercy  laid. 

0  Saviour,  in  this  broken  heart. 

Confirm  the  trembling  will. 
Which  longs  to  reach  thee  where  thou  ^, 

Rest  in  thee,  and  be  still. 
Within  that  bosom  which  hath  shed 

Both  tears  and  blood  for  me, 
0  let  me  hide  this  aching  head. 

Once  pressed  and  blessed  by  thee. 

John  S.  B.  Monsell,  «b.  18GS. 

AAA  Fear  not,  little  flock.  ^    xr 

*wO  Lukexil.82.  ^'  ^* 

There  is  a  little  lonely  fold, 

Whose  flock  One  Shepherd  keeps, 
Through  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 

With  eye  that  never  sleeps. 
By  evil  beast,  or  burning  sky. 

Or  damp  of  midnight  air, 
Not  one  in  all  that  flock  shall  die 

Beneath  that  Shepherd's  care. 
For  if,  unheeding  or  beguiled. 

In  danger's  path  they  roam, 
His  pity  follows  through  the  wild, 

And  guards  them  safely  home. 
0  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 

Thy  helpless  charge  in  me ; 
And  take  a  wanderer  to  Thy  fold. 

That  trembling  turns  to  Thee. 

Maria  Grace  Battery,  1834. 
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407 


The  God  of  all  xraea. 
1  Peter  v.  10. 


405-408 


C.  la. 


The  God  of  love,  the  God  of  peace, 
On  whom  our  souls  depend 

Shall  ^ide  us  through  the  wilderness, 
Until  our  journey's  end ; 

The  God  of  power  shall  still  be  near 

To  strengthen  and  to  save, 
To  bring  us  off  victorious  there, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 

The  God  of  hope  shall  comfort  us, 
Through  troubles  yet  to  come ; 

The  God  of  truth  shall  be  our  trust. 
When  lying  lips  are  dumb. 

The  God  of  Abraham  and  his  seed 
Shall  be  our  guide  and  guard. 

Our  help  in  every  time  of  need, 
Our  shield  and  great  reward. 

The  God  of  grace  his  grace  fehall  give, 

To  all  his  pilgrims  here, 
Until  its  fullness  they  receive, 

When  Jesus  shall  appear ; 

The  God  of  glory  then  shall  show 

The  brightness  of  his  face. 
And  all  the  ransomed  church  shall  know 

His  glory  and  his  grace. 

H.,  1879. 


Ai\ Q     Whien  thoa paaseat thronrii  the  waters. 


C.  M. 


When  bending  o'er  the  brink  of  life 
My  trembling  soul  shall  stand, 

Waiting  to  pass  death's  awful  flood. 
Great  God,  at  thy  command ; 

O  thou  great  Source  of  joy  supreme. 
Whose  arm  alone  can  save. 

Dispel  the  darkness  that  surrounds 
The  entrance  to  the  grave. 

Lay  thy  supporting,  gentle  hand 

Beneath  my  sinking  head, 
And,  with  a  ray  of  love  divine. 

Illume  my  dying  bed. 

Leaning  on  thy  dear,  faithful  breast, 

May  I  resign  my  breath ; 
And  in  thy  soft  embraces  lose 

The  bitterness  of  death. 

William  Bengo  Collyer,  ab.  181 2. 
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J.  C.  Lovriy,  lOO.        Arr.  U.,  1680. 


When  I    can  read  my      ti  -  -  tie  clear  To   mansions  in    the        skies, 
And  wipe  my    weeping  eyes,  And  wipe  my  weeping       eyes, 


1  D.o.^  a 


I 
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bid  farewell 
bid  farewell 


to 
to 
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erery      fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping       eyes, 
every      fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping 


eyes. 


jflY^O   In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansion*,  p,    juf 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 

And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  fiery  darts  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come. 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ! 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 

My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest. 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

Isaao  Watts,  1709. 
^IQ  Him  whom  they  pierced.  ^    ^^ 

My  Jesus !  say  what  wretch  has  dared 

Thy  sacred  hands  to  bind? 
And  who  has  dared  to  buffet  so 

Thy  face  so  meek  and  kind? 

Chartu:  'Tis  I  have  thus  ungrateful  been, 
Yet,  Jesus,  pity  take ! 
Oh,  spare  and  pardon  me,  my  Lord, 
For  thy  sweet  mercy's  sake ! 


114 


My  Jesus  I  who,  with  spittle  vile, 

Profaned  thy  sacred  orow? 
Or  whose  unpitying  scourge  has  made 

Thy  precious  blood  to  flow? 

My  Jesus  I  whose  the  hands  that  wove 

That  cruel,  thorny  crown? 
Who  made  that  hard  and  heavy  cross 

That  weighs  thy  shoulders  down  ? 

My  Jesus !  who  has  mocked  thy  thirst 

With  vinegar  and  gall? 
Who  held  the  nails  that  pierced  thy  hands, 

And  made  the  hammer  fall? 

My  Jesus  I  say  who  dared  to  nail 

Those  tender  feet  of  thine : 
And  whose  the  arm  that  raised  the  lance 

To  pierce  that  heart  divine? 

And,  Father  I  who  has  murdered  thus 

Thy  loved  and  only  One? 
Canst  thou  forgive  the  blood-stained  hand 

That  robbed  thee  of  thy  Son? 

Chorus:  'Tis  I  have  thus  un^ateful  been 
To  Jesus  and  to  Thee ; 
Forgive  me,  Lord,for  his  sweet  sake, 
Ajid  mercy  grant  to  me. 

Alphonso  M.  Liguori.  1708.  TV.  B.  A.  Coffln,  1854. 
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^11      Lord,  remember  me  when  thou  oomest     ^    'M' 
*a1  LukezziiL48.  ^*  »• 

Jesus,  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend ; 

As  such  I  look  to  thee ; 
Now  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 

Oh,  Lord,  remember  me. 

Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace, 

Remember  Calvary ; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 

And  then  remember  me. 

Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God ! 

I  yield  myself  to  thee ; 
While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne, 

Oh,  Lord,  remember  me. 

1  own  I'm  guilty,  own  I'm  vile, 

Yet  thy  salvation's  free ; 
Then  in  thy  all-abounding  grace, 

Oh,  Lord !  remember  me. 

Howe'er  forsaken  or  distressed, 

Howe'er  oppressed  I  be, 
Howe'er  afflicted  here  on  earth, 

Do  thou  remember  me. 

And  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death 

And  creature  helps  all  flee, 
Then,  O  my  great  Redeemer,  God ! 

I  pray,  remember  me. 

Kchard  Bumlutm,  178S. 


Buried  with  him  bv  baptism. 
Bom.  vi.  4. 


C.  M. 
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O  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  love 

Embrace  a  wretch  so  vile? 
Wilt  thou  my  load  of  guilt  remove, 

And  bless  me  with  thy  smile? 

Hast  thou  the  cross  for  me  endured, 
And  all  the  shame  despised? 

And  shall  I  be  ashamed,  O  Lord, 
With  thee  to  be  baptized? 

Didst  thou  the  great  example  lead. 
In  Jordan's  swelling  flood? 

Ind  shall  my  pride  disdain  the  deed 
That's  worthy  of  my  God? 

O  Lord,  the  ardor  of  thy  love 

Reproves  my  cold  delays ; 
And  now  my  willing  footsteps  move 

In  thy  deUghtfal  ways. 

Jbbn  Fellows,  1778. 


With  power  and  great  gloiy. 


C.  Sf. 


rtlO  >fatt.  zxivraoL 

Behold,  He  comes !  the  glorious  King, 

Whom  once  a  cross  upbore ; 
Let  saints  redeem'd  his  praises  sing, 

And  angel  hosts  adore. 

The  reed,  the  purple,  and  the  thorn, 

Are  lost  in  triumph  now; 
His  person,  robes  of  light  adorn, 

And  crowns  of  gold  his  brow. 

Dear  Lord,  no  more  despised,  disown'd, 

A  victim  bound  and  slain ; 
But  in  the  pow'r  of  God  enthroned. 

Thou  dost  return  to  reign. 

To  thee  the  world  its  treasure  brings ; 

To  thee  its  mighty  bow ; 
To  thee  the  church  exulting  springs; 

Her  Sovereign,  Saviour,  thou  I 

Beneath  thy  touch,  beneath  thy  smile, 
New  heavens  and  earth  appear ; 

No  sin  their  beauty  to  defile, 
Nor  dim  them  with  a  tear. 

Thrice  happy  hour !  and  those  thrice  hlest, 
That  gather  round  thy  throne ! 

They  share  the  honors  of  thy  rest. 
Who  have  thy  conflict  known. 

J<mph  J)rUUmt  18fi6. 


All  my  gprlDKi  are  in  Thee. 
Fialm  IxzzviL  7. 


C.  M. 
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My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 

The  life  of  my  delights. 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days. 

And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

In  darkest  shades,  if  He  appear 

My  dawning  is  begun ; 
He  is  my  soul's  bright  morning  star. 

And  He  my  rising  sun. 

The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss. 

While  Jesus  shows  His  heart  is  mine. 
And  whispers,  I  am  His. 

My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay, 
At  that  transporting  word ; 

Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
To'  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I'd  break  through  every  foe, 

The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through. 

5 


415-416. 


Sceptre. 


O.  M. 


{1  Come,  hum-ble     sin  -  ner«    in  whose  breast  A  thousand  thoughts  rerolve, 
CoxDie^  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed,  And  make  this  last    re  -  solve : 


Come,  hum-ble 
yo 
know  his  courts,  I'll 


en  -  ter 


What  -  ev  -  er 


may    op  -    pose. 


^TU      go     to     Je  -  sus.  though  my    sin  Hath  like    a     moun  -  tain     rose  ; 


A1  R  So  ▼Ql  \ko  in  unto  the  kine.  ^    .., 

*J^O  fttherlv.16.  *  C.  M. 

Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve : 

•  *I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Hath  like  a  mountain  rose ; 
I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 

Whatever  may  oppose. 

**I'll  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 
Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives. 

Oh,  that  he  may  command  my  touch, 
And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

**Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 
And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 

I'll  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone, 
Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

'  'I  shall  not  perish,  if  I  go — 

I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 

I  must  forever  die. 

**My  Saviour  will  not  spurn  my  cry. 
My  King  will  hear  my  prayer ; 

In  safety  at  his  feet  I  lie, 
For  none  can  perish  there." 

Edmond  Jonett  ab.  1777.  v.  6,  H. 


C.  M. 


Am       Tour  sorrow  shall  be  turned  into  joy. 
410  JohnxvLaO. 

Come,  humble  souls, — ye  mourners,  come, 

And  wipe  away  your  tears : 
Adieu  to  all  your  sad  complaints. 

Your  sorrows,  and  your  fears. 

Come,  shout  aloud  the  Father's  grace, 
The  Saviour's  dying  love :  , 

Soon  shall  you  join  the  glorious  theme 
In  loftier  strains  above. 

God,  the  eternal,  mighty  God, 

To  dearer  names  descends: 
Calls  you  his  treasure,  and  his  joy, 

His  children,  and  his  friends. 

My  Father,  God  I  and  may  these  lips 
Pronounce  a  name  so  dear  ? 

Not  thus  could  heaven's  sweet  harmony 
Delight  my  listening  ear. 

Forever  let  my  grateful  heart 

His  boundless  grace  adore. 
Which  gives  ten  thousand  blessings  now 

And  bids  me  hope  for  more. 

Transporting  hope  I — still  on  my  soul 

With  radiant  glories  shine, 
Till  thou  thyself  art  lost  in  joys 

Immortal  and  divine. 

OttiweU  Heginbothom,  1744— 1768. 
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"Wit  ^^nll  jl{tp«aii  tmSi  Itm  in  @br^. 


417-420 


Atrt  Made  perfect  In  one.  /^    -^ 

God  of  all  consolation,  take 

The  glory  of  thy  grace  I 
Thy  gifts  to  thee  we  render  back 

In  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 
Not  unto  us,  but  thee,  O  Lord, 

Glory  to  Thee  be  given, 
For  every  gracious  thought  and  word 

That  brought  us  nearer  heaven. 

Through  thee  we  now  together  came, 

In  singleness  of  heart ; 
We  met,  O  Jesus,  in  thy  name, 

And  in  thy  name  we  part. 
We  part  in  body,  not  in  mind ; 

Our  minds  continue  one ; 
And,  each  to  each  in  Jesus  joined, 

We  hand  in  hand  go  on. 

Hade  one  in  Christ  in  heart  and  soul, 

No  power  can  make  us  twain ; 
And  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll, 

To  sever  us  in  vain. 
Present  we  still  in  spirit  are. 

And  intimately  nigh. 
While  on  the  wings  of  faith  and  prayer 

We  to  each  othelr  fly. 

418  SECOND  PAST.  C.  M. 

Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God ; 

Our  Life  shall  soon  appear, 
And  shed  his  glory  all  abroad 

In  all  his  members  here. 
Our  souls  are  in  his  mighty  hand, 

And  he  shall  keep  them  still ; 
And  you  and  I  shall  surely  stand 

With  him  on  Zion's  hill  I 

Him  eye  to  eye  we  there  shall  see ; 

Our  face  like  his  shall  shine : 
Oh,  what  a  glorious  company. 

When  saints  and  angels  join ! 
Oh,  what  a  joyful  meeting  there ! 

In  robes  of  white  arrayed, 
Palms  in  our  hands  we  all  shall  bear, 

And  crowns  upon  our  head. 

Then  let  us  lawfully  contend, 

And  fight  our  passage  through ; 
Bear  in  our  faithful  minds  the  end, 

And  keep  the  prize  in  view. 
Then  let  us  hasten  to  the  day, 

When  all  shall  be  brought  home ; 
Come,  O  Redeemer,  come  away, 

0  Jesus,  quickly  come  1 

Wedeyt  ab.  1747. 


AAtX  He  stairsered  not  at  the  promise.  ^     -u- 

%19  Rom.iT.  ».  C.    M. 

Father  of  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord, 

My  Saviour,  and  my  Head, 
I  trust  in  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 

Hath  raised  Him  from  the  dead. 
Thou  know'st  for  my  offence  he  died, 

And  rose  again  for  me. 
Fully  and  freely  justified, 

That  I  might  live  to  thee. 

Eternal  life  to  all  mankind 

Thou  hast  in  Jesus  given ; 
And  all  who  seek,  in  him  shall  find 

The  happiness  of  heaven. 
O  God  I  thy  record  I  believe. 

In  Abraham^s  footsteps  tread ; 
And  wait,  expecting  to  receive. 

The  Christ,  the  promised  Seed. 

The  thing  surpasses  all  my  thought ; 

But  faithful  is  my  Lord ; 
Through  unbelief  I  stagger  not. 

For  God  hath  spoke  the  word. 
Faith,  mighty  faith,  the  promise  sees. 

And  looks  to  that  alone ; 
Laughs  at  impossibilities. 

And  cries,  * '  It  shall  be  done  I" 

The  Son  thou  hast  on  all  bestowed, 

That  all  who  Him  receive 
Might  die  to  sin,  and  live  to  God, 

To  God  alone  might  live. 
I,  even  I,  believe  in  Him, 

Him  with  my  mouth  confess ; 
And  faith,  I  kiuAr,  in  thy  esteem 

Is  counted  righteousness. 

Wesley,  ab.  1742. 
420  Living  fountainB^of  waters.  ^^  ^ 

Bright  flowing  fountains  now  I  see, 

From  Beulah's  peaceful  land ; 
Were  I  a  wand'ring  dove  I'd  flee, 

And  by  those  waters  stand. 
O  angel-pinions,  come  to  me ! 

And  bear  me  soon  away. 
For  I  would  dwell  by  Life's  fair  tree. 

Whence  I  shall  never  stray. 

Fair  Eden's  bowers  glad  I  see  — 

There  sweetly  I  would  rest; 
I'm  longing,  longing  there  to  be. 

With  all  the  white-robed  blest. 
My  Saviour's  love  I  would  explore ; 

That  overflowing  sea! 
Oh,  I  would  dwell  forevermore, 

Fast  by  Life's  verdant  sea ! 
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Emily  Clemens  Feanon*  1845. 


421-422  BS»i^^  f  n][f$rihrit^  of  %  jhinhi  m  ^Efigi^L 


North  Salem. 


C.  M.  Stephen  Jeuks,  1772-1806.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 


O  what  hath  Je-  bus  bought  for  me !      Be- fore  my  lay-ished  ejes,  Rivm  of  life,  Riv 


trees  of  par-a-dise;  Riv-ers  of  life   di-vine  I  see,  And  trees      of  par-a-dise. 


Arllngrton. 


^S 


page  104. 


-^ 


TSi. 


Coronation. 


page  100. 


Maltland. 


AjHtt  TheparadiMofOod.  ^    .^ 

*«1  Kev.U.  7.  C-  M. 

2  They  flourish  in  perpetual  bloom, 
Fruit  every  month  i!ney  give; 

And  to  the  healing  leaves,  who  come, 
Etemiailly  shall  live. 

3  I  see  the  blessed  saints  in  light 
Who  reap  the  pleasures  there ; 

They  all  are  robed  in  purest  white, 
And  conquering  palms  they  bear : 

4  Adorned  by  their  Redeemer's  grace, 
They  close  pursue  the  Lamb ; 

And  every  shining  front  displays 
Th'  unutterable  name. 

5  In  hope  of  that  immortal  crown, 
I  now  the  cross  sustain. 

And  gladly  wander  up  and  down. 
And  smile  at  toil  and  pain : 

6  I  suffer  on  my  weary  years, 
Till  my  Deliverer  come, 

And  wipe  a>vay  his  servants'  tears, 
And  take  his  exiles  home. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings.  1881,  '  V  . 


7  Oh,  what  are  all  my  sufferings  here, 
If,  Lord,  thou  count  me  meet 

With  that  enraptured  host  t'  appear 
And  worship  at  thy  feet  I 

8  Give  joy  or  grief,  give  ease  or  pain. 
Take  life  or  friends  away : 

But  let  me  find  them  all  again 
In  that  eternal  day. 

Charles  Wedey^tlb.  17fl9. 


Thy  will  be  done. 


a  M. 


422  '^S[attxzvL42. 

How  sweet  to  be  allowed  to  pray 

To  God,  the  Holy  One ; 
With  filial  love  and  trust  to  say, 

O  God,  thy  will  be  done  I 

We  in  these  sacred  words  can  find 

A  cure  for  every  ill ; 
They  calm  and  soothe  the  troubled  mind, 

And  bid  all  care  be  still. 

Oh,  teach  my  heart  the  blessed  way 

To  imitate  thy  Son ! 
Teach  mc,,  O  God,  in  truth  to  pray, 

"Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 

^  £Uxa  Cabot  Follen,  ab.  1818. 


^^i^ath  li^e  g^H^sg^m  @0iit^i]^. 


423-^4! 


AQ€k  So  panteth  my  eoul  after  Thee.  . ,    ^, 

*«€r  PaalrnxULl.  ^'    ''' 

As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams, 

When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  pants  my  soul,  O  God,  for  thee 

iuid  thy  refreshing  grace. 

For  thee,  my  God,  the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
Oh,  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face, 

Thou  Majesty  divine ! 

I  sigh  to  think  of  hanpier  days, 
When  thou,  O  Lord,  wert  nigh ; 

When  every  heart  was  tuned  to  praise. 
And  none  more  blest  than  I. 

Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul? 

Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  him  who  is  thy  God, 

Thy  health^s  eternal  spring. 

Tate  and  Brady,  ab.  1696.    H.  F.  Lyte,  1884. 


With  white  robes,  and  palms  in  their  hands.  .^     «r 
Rev.  Yii.  9.  <-.   M. 


424 

Behold  the  glorious  white-robed  throng. 
That  stand  before  the  throne ; 

And  raise  with  joy  the  ceaseless  song, 
Where  sorrow  is  unknown. 

Through  tribulations  great  they  came. 

And  paths  of  sorrow  trod ; 
And  washed  their  robes  from  every  stain. 

In  Jesus'  precious  blood. 

Beyond  the  scourge,  the  tear,  the  rod, 
They  wave  the  victor's  palm ; 

And  cry.  Salvation  to  our  God, 
And  to  the  blessed  Lamb. 

Before  the  throne,  by  day  and  night, 
Blessing  and  praise  they  sing". 

Wisdom  and  honor,  power  and  might. 
Be  to  our  God  and  King. 

Hunger  and  thirst  no  more  are  known, 

They  dread  no  burning  beams ; 
For  He  that  sitteth  on  the  throne 

Leads  them  by  living  streams. 
• 
The  Lamb  shall  lead  his  ransomed  flock 

Where  living  fountains  play ; 
And  God*s  own  hand,  from  every  eye, 

All  tears  shall  wipe  away. 

H.,  1865. 
1 


A,9R  The  marriage  of  the  Lamb.  ^4    ■ 

TUbU  Rev.xix.  7.  *-"  • 

Soon  will  the  heav'nly  Bridegroom  com 
Ye  wedding  guests,  draw  near ; 

And  slumber  not  in  sin,  when  he. 
The  Son  of  God,  is  here. 

Come,  let  us  haste  to  meet  our  Lord, 
And  hail  him  with  delight ; 

Who  saved  us  by  his  precious  blood. 
And  sorrows  infinite. 

Beside  him  shall  the  patriarchs  old. 

And  holy  prophets  stand ; 
The  glorious  apostolic  choir. 

And  noble  mart3rr  band. 

As  brethren  shall  they  welcome  us. 

And  lead  us  to  the  throne. 
Where  angels  bow  their  veiled  heads. 

Before  the  Holy  One. 

There  we,  with  all  the  saints  of  God, 

A  white-robed  multitude, 
Shall  praise  the  ascended  Lord,  who  deigi 

To  bear  our  flesh  and  blood. 

Our  blessed  lot  shall  be  to  share 

His  reign  of  endless  peace : 
And  drink  with  unexhausted  joy. 


The  rivers  of  hift  grace. 


Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  goJ 
John  vi.  68. 


Unknown 

C.  3 


426 

To  whom,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  go. 

If  I  depart  from  thee? 
My  guide  through  all  this  vale  of  woe 

And  more  than  all  to  me. 

The  world  reject  thy  gentle  reign. 
And  pay  thy  death  with  scorn; 

Oh,  they  could  plait  thy  crown  again. 
And  sharpen  every  thorn ! 

But  I  have  felt  thy  dying  love 
Breathe  gently  through  my  heart, 

To  whisper  hope  of  joys  above — 
And  can  we  ever  part? 

Ah,  no !  with  thee  I'll  walk  below. 
Through  conflict,  toil,  and  strife ; 

To  whom,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  go? 
Thy  words  are  endless  life. 


9 


♦•  C«n»,"  1815 


427 


Wiifi  ^0^&  b  mn  Xa^fe* 


.Majesty. 


C.  M.  D. 


William  Billings,  1746*1800. 
Arr.  L.  l&arahAll,  1879. 


1.    O      God  my  Strength  and  for- ti- tude,      I    love    and    hon- or  thee;  Thou 


^=r 


art      my    cas  -  tie 


and       defence,    In      my 

m 


ne  -  ces  -    si  -  ty. 


My  God,my  rockin  whom  I  tru8t,The  worker  of  my  wealth.My  refuge,buckler,and  my 


Bhield,Thehomof  allmy  health.My  refuge,buckler,andmy  shield^Thehorn  of  all  my  health. 


I  will  love  thee,  O  Lord. 
Psalm  xviii.  1. 


C.   M. 


427 

2  The  sly  and  subtle  snares  of  hell 
Were  round  about  me  set ; 

And  for  my  death  there  was  prepared 
A  deadly,  trapping  net. 

I,  thus  beset  with  pain  and  grief, 
Did  pray  to  God  for  grace, 

And  he  forthwith  did  hear  my  plaint, 
Out  of  his  holy  place. 

3  The  Lord  descended  from  above. 
And  bowed  the  heavens  high. 

And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 


On  cherub  and  on  cherubim 

Full  royally  he  rode ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  Avinds 

Came  flying  all  abroad. 

4  And  from  above  the  Lord  sent  down 

To  fetch  me  from  below ; 
And  plucked  me  out  of  waters  great 

That  would  me  overflow. 

And  for  this  cause,  O  Lord,  my  God, 

To  thee  give  thanks,  I  shall ;  ^ 
And  sing  out  praises  to  thy  name, 


Amonsr  the  Gentiles  all. 
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Thunttu  Sternholdt  ftb.  1549. 


Wiii  Ymti  td  %  3fawi&  h  fnH  of  SRaj[tstij.       428-43] 


Arise,  shine,  for  thy  Light  is  come. 
Isa.  Ix.  1. 


C.  M. 


428 

Arise,  and  shine,  O  Zion  fair^ 

Behold,  thy  light  is  come ; 
Thy  glorious,  conquering  King  is  near, 

To  take  his  exiles  home. 
The  trumpet's  sounding  thro*  the  sky, 
•  To  set  poor  sinners  free ; 
The  day  of  wonders  now  is  nigh. 

The  year  of  jubilee. 

Ye  heralds,  blow  your  trumpets  loud, 

The  earth  must  know  her  doom; 
Go,  sound  the  mighty  cry  abroad, 

"Behold,  the  King  has  come!  " 
Ye  nations,  gather  at  his  throne, 

Before  the  Judge  appear ; 
All  tongues  and  languages  must  come, 

Their  final  doom  to  hear. 

The  glorious  news  of  gospel  grace, 

With  sinners  now  is  o'er ; 
The  trump  in  Zion  now  is  still, 

And  to  be  blown  no  more. 
The  watchmen  all  have  left  their  walls. 

And  with  their  flocks  above, 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore  they  sing, 

And  shout  redeeming  love. 

John  A.  Omnadet  1763-1807. 

AOtl     Give  unto  the  Lord  glory  and  strength.      ^^     .  r 
*««^  Psalm  xxix.  1.  ^'   M. 

The  Lord  our  God  is  clothed  with  might ; 

The  winds  obey  his  will ; 
He  speaks,  and  in  his  heavenly  height, 

The  rolling  sun  stands  still. 

Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar! 

The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand. 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

Howl,  winds  of  night !  your  force  combine ; 

Without  his  high  behest, 
Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain  pine. 

Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 

His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar : 

In  distant  peals  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwinds  to  his  car, 

And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

Ye  nations,  bend,  in  reverence  bend ; 

Ye  monarchs,  wait  his  nod. 
And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 

To  celebrate  our  God. 

Henry  Kirke  White,  1806. 


Your  redemntion  draweth  ni^. 
\xkt 


C.  M 


480  Lulcexxi.28. 

When  signs  and  wonders  there  shall  be 

In  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars ; 
When  storms  shall  vex  the  roaring  sea, 

And  hearts  shall  fail  with  fears ; 
When  guilty  nations  shrink  with  fright 

And  dread  their  hastening  doom ; 
Then,  robed  in  majesty  and  might, 

The  Son  of  man  shall  come. 

Woe  to  the  world,  whose  wailing  throng 

Shall  quake  with  sudden  fear ; 
Joy  to  the  saints,  whose  thankful  song 

Shall  hail  redemption  near : 
For  them,  with  mighty  trumpet's  sound 

Angelic  legions  blest. 
Shall  fly  to  earth's  remotest  bound, 

To  bear  them  to  their  rest. 

O  watch,  ye  saints,  with  burning  lamps 

Until  your  Lord  appear ; 
The  ^g  tree  buds :  the  forests  leave : 

The  summer  draweth  near. 
Blessed  are  they  who  wait,  and  hope, 

And  trust  the  faithful  word ; 
They  suddenly  shall  be  caught  up. 

Forever  with  the  Lord. 


H.,  1879. 


Mark  ye  well  her  bulwarks. 


C.  M 
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^511  Markyi 

*OX  Psalm  xlviU.  13. 

O,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now. 
Of  old  that  went  and  came? 

But,  Lord,  thy  church  is  praying  yet, 
A  thousand  years  the  same. 

We  mark  her  goodly  battlements. 
And  her  foundations  strong; 

We  hear  within,  the  solemn  voice 
Of  her  unending  song. 

For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Thy  holy  church,  O  God  I 
Tho'  earthquake  shocks  are  threat'ning  her 

And  tempests  are  abroad .; 

Unshaken  as  eternal  hills. 

Immovable  she  stands : 
A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 

A  house  not  made  by  hands. 

Arthur  Cleveland  Coxe,  1889. 


J 


432-433 

Rainbow. 


O.M. 


Timotliy  Swan,  17S&— 1842. 


432  1  When  wild  con-  fu  -  sion  wrecks  the     air,    And  tempests  rend  the  skies ;  Whilst 

433  1  When  earth's  founda  -  tions  first  were     laid,  And  worlds  to   be-ing  sprang,The 


r  p  If' 


blend-  ed      ru  -  in,  clouds  and    fire,      In  harsh  dis-  or-der     rise,   , 
sons     of    God  their  joy     di8played,Andheay'n*6  bright  armies  sang  < 


^^^ 


In  harsh    dis  -  or  -  der      rise, In  harsh    dis  -  or  -  der     rise. 

While  thro*    the  world  that       God    had  made,  The  rapturous     an- them    rang. 


itOQ     Voices,  and  thnndeni,  and  lishtnings.       .,    ^^ 

2  Amid  the  hurricane  lUl  stand, 
And  strike  a  tuneful  song ; 

My  harp  all  trembling  in  my  hand, 
And  all  inspired  my  tongue. 

3  ril  shout  aloud,  **  Ye  thunders  roll, 
And  shake  the  sullen  sky  I 

Your  sounding  voice,  from  pole  to  pole, 
In  angry  murmurs  try. 

4  ^'Let  the  earth  totter  on  her  base. 
Clouds  heaven's  wide  arch  deform ; 

Blow,  all  ye  winds,  from  every  place. 
And  breathe  the  final  storm. 

5  **  O  Jesus,  haste  the  day  when  thou 
Shalt  this  old  earth  consume ; 

Build  the  new  heav'ns,  and  all  below ; 
Bid  a  fresh  Eden  bloom. 

6  * '  Come  quickly,  blessed  Hope,  appear, 
Bid  thy  swift  chariot  fly ; 

Let  angels  warn  thy  coming  near, 
And  snatch  me  to  the  sky. 


By  PermiHioQ. 
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7  *  'Around  thy  wheels  in  the  glad  throng 

rd  bear  a  joyful  part; 
All  hallelujah  on  my  tongue, 

All  rapture  in  my  heart."  . 

Mather  Byles,  ab.  1760. 
^3    The  morning^.ta«  Ban^  together.    ^    ^    q   J 

3  When  over  Bethlehem^s  silent  plain. 

Was  told  a  Saviour's  birth, 
Heaven's  holy  myriads  sang  again 

O'er  this  dark,  groaning  earth, 
'* Glory  to  God,  good  will  to  men:" 

Their  joyful  song  pealed  forth. 

3  Soon  he  who  made  both  heav'n  and  earth, 
Shall  speak  the  world  renewed, 

And  bring  creation's  second  birth. 
When  all  things  shall  be  good : 

Then  angels'  songs  shall  fill  the  earth : 
The  earth  redeemed  by  blood. 

4  O  Lord,  Creator,  All  in  all, 
Who  art  enthroned  above : 

Before  thy  feet  we  humbly  fall, 

And  offer  thee  our  love. 
And  wait  to  crown  thee  Lord  of  all. 

And  all  thy  glory  prove.  h.,i88o. 


%  JBtnxn;  @mtaidHttmt. 


434-488 


'w  witii  fhy  goodneaa,  p    ^  i  AO£i  Shout  unto  Ood  with  the  voice  of  trium^.  ^    ,. 

Ixv.  11.  1/.  in.    "KJIJ  Pwlra  xlvii.  1.  CM. 


^O^Thon  erownest  the  7« 
•tF»  Puubi 

'Tis  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  stand , 

God  of  eternal  power ; 
The  sea  grows  calm  at  thy  command, 

And  tempests  cease  to  roar. 

Thy  morning  lights  and  evening  shade, 

Successive  comforts  bring ; 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harvest  glad, 

Thy  flowers  adorn  the  spring. 

SeasonS)  and  times,  and  moons,  and  hour?, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  air  are  thine; 

When  clouds  distil  in  fruitful  showers, 
The  Author  is  divine. 

Thy  showers  the  thirsty  furrows  fill, 

And  ranks  of  com  appear ; 
Thy  ways  abound  with  blessings  still. 

Thy  goodness  crowns  the  year. 

Isaac  Watta.  ab.  1719. 


By  two  immutable  tUngs. 
Ueb.  vi.  18. 


C.  M. 
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Thine  oath,  and  promise,  mighty  God, 

Recorded  in  thy  word, 
Become  our  hope's  foundation  broad. 

And  confidence  afford. 

Like  Abraham,  the  friend  of  God, 

Thy  faithfulness  we  prove ; 
We  tread  in  paths  the  fathers  trod, 

Blest  with  thy  light  and  love. 

Largely  our  consolation  flows. 

While  we  expect  the  day 
That  ends  our  griefs,  and  pains,  and  woes. 

And  drives  our  fears  away. 

Let  floods  of  mighty  vengeance  roll, 
And  compass  earth  around ; 

Let  thunders  sound  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  earthquakes  vast  astound. 

Let  nature  all  convulse  and  shake, 

And  angry  nations  rage ; 
Thy  name,  our  hiding-place  we  make ; 

To  save  thou  dost  engage. 

Edwin  Burnham,  1848. 


Peterboro. 


p.  06. 
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fFFfM^ 


3Iarlow. 


p.  94. 
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Arise,  ye  people,  and  adore ; 

Exulting,  strike  the  chord ! 
Let  all  the  earth,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Confess  th'  Almighty  Lord. 

Glad  shouts  aloud,  wide  echoing  round. 

Th'  ascending  God  proclaim ; 
Angelic  choirs  respond  the  sound. 

And  shake  creation's  frame. 

They  sing  of  death  and  hell  overthrown 

In  that  triumphant  hour ; 
And  God  exalts  his  conquering  Son 

To  his  right  hand  of  power. 

Oh,  shout,  ye  people,  and  adore ; 

Exulting,  strike  the  chord ! 
Let  all  the  earth,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Confess  th'  Almighty  Lord ! 

Harriet  Auber,  1829. 


It  ig  high  time  to  awake  out  of  sleep. 
Rom.  xiii.  11. 


487    "  - — -"RomriiiCii: ^'=*'-    c.  m. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes, 

And  lift  your  voices  high ; 
Awake,  and  praise  the  sovereign  love. 

That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

Swift  on  the  wings  of  time  it  flies, 
Each  moment  brings  it  near; 

Then  welcome,  each  declining  day ; 
Welcome,  each  closing  year. 

Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run, 

Not  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  revealed 


To  our  admiring  e 


yes. 
Hi 
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Hip  Doddridge,  ab.  1755. 


AS^  Thine  eyes  shall  see  the  King.  ^    «_ 

*oO  lBa.xxxiir.17.  C.  M. 

Our  eyes  would  gaze  on  Him  who  bled. 

For  sin  an  offering; 
Would  look  upon  his  thorn-crowned  head, 

And  hail  him  as  our  King. 

He  comes  death's  prison  walls  to  break. 

Death's  bonds  to  burst  in  twain ; 
He  comes  his  sleeping  saints  to  wake, 

He  comes,  he  comes  to  reign. 

Lo,  this  is  He,  our  God,  our  Lord, 
For  whom  we've  waited  long; 

He  comes  according,  to  his  word : 
We  hail  him  with  a  song. 


a.,i88a 


439. 


3&H)  tqt  Wpi  Ttdtf  Bk^  n  Wrtm\f$l 


Kdom. 


O.  M.  D. 


Klialia  West,  oir.  179ff.    Arr.  H.,  IWOi 


1  God*B  tnun-pet  wakes  thefllttmb'ring  world;  Now  each  man    to  his     post!  The 


red  cross  banner      is    unfurled  :'Whojoins  the  glorious  host?  Who     joins      the 

r-  r  r 


glo  -  rious  host?     He     who     in     feal  -   ty      to   the  truth,  And  counting  all    the 


j^l    J  M    -I 


'  -^  ^  ^  I 


cost,    Doth    con  -  se  -  crate      his     generous  youth,  Doth  con  -  se- crate    his 
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generous  youth ;  He    joins  the    no  -  ble    host,    He    joins  the    uo-ble    host. 


^^ 


£=£: 
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He  who  18  ready  for  the  cross, 
The  cause  despised  loves  most ; 

And  shuns  not  pain,  nor  shame,  nor  loss, 
||He  joins  the  martyr  host.  I 

God's  trumpet  wakes  the  slumbering  world : 

Now  each  man  to  his  post ! 
|The  red  cross  banner  is  unfurled  | 

I  Who  joins  the  glorious  host?l 

Unknown. 


A  QA  Blow  re  the  trumpet  in  Zion.  ^    -^ 

He  who,  no  anger  on  his  tongue, 

Nor  any  idle  boast, 
Bears  steadfast  witness  against  wjong ; 

(He  joins  the  sacred  host.  | 

He  who  with  calm  undaunted  will 
Ne^er  counts  the  battle  lost ;     . 

|But  though  defeated,  battles  still,  | 
|He  jpins  the  faithful  host.  I 

Coi>yiiKht,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1880.  134 
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Btag  nnto  the  Lord. 
PMlm  cxlvii.  7. 


a  M 


440 

With  songs  and  honors  sounding  lond 

Address  the  Lord  on  high ; 
Over  the  heavens  he  spreads  his  cloud ; 

And  waters  veil  the  sky. 

He  sends  his  showers  of  blessing  down 

To  cheer  the  plains  below; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  meadows  crown, 

And  com  in  valleys  grow. 

His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 

Of  the  declining  year ; 
He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race. 

And  wintry  days  appear. 

His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow 
Descend  and  clothe  the  ground ; 

The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

He  sends  his  word  and  melts  the  snow, 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn ; 

He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  spring  return. 

The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud 

Obey  his  mighty  word : 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud 

Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord. 

Ibmu:  WattB,  1709. 


It  in  I;  be  not  alMd. 
Matt  xlv.  27. 


O.  M. 


441 

When  waves  of  trouble  round  me  swell, 

My  soul  is  not  dismayed : 
I  hear  a  voice  I  know  full  well — 

**'Tis  I  — be  not  afraid." 

When  black  the  threatening  clouds  appear, 
And  storms  my  path  invade, 

Those  accents  tranquilize  each  fear, 
"  'Tis  I  — be  not  afraid." 

There  is  a  gulf  that  must  be  crossed ; 

Saviour,  be  near  to  aid ! 
Whisper  when  my  frail  bark  is  tossed, 

**'Tis  I— be  not  afraid/' 

There  is  a  dark  and  fearful  vale. 
Death  hides  within  its  shade : 


Oh,  say,  when  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 
**'Tis  I  — be  not  afraid." 


AAjO  They  desire  a  better  eoutiy.  r*    -mj^ 

How  happy  every  child  of  grace, 
Who  knows  his  eins  forgiven ! 

This  earth,  he  cries  is  not  my  place, 
I  seek  my  place  in  heaven. 

A  country  far  from  mortal  sight, 

Yet,  oh !  by  faith  I  see 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saints*  delight, 

The  heaven  prepared  for  me. 

A  stranger  in  the  world  below, 

I  calmly  sojourn  here ; 
Nor  can  its  happiness  or  woe 

Provoke  my  hope  or  fear : 

Its  evils  in  a  moment  end, 

Its  joys  as  soon  are  past ; 
But  oh !  the  bliss  to  which  I  tend 

Eternally  shall  last. 

To  that  Jerusalem  above 

With  singing  I  repair  ; 
While  in  the  flesh  my  hope  and  love. 

My  heart  and  soul,  are  there : 

There  my  exalted  Saviour  stands. 

My  merciful  High  Priest, 
And  still  extends  his  wounded  hands, 

To  take  me  to  his  breast. 

SECOND  PART. 

Oh,  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours  I 
While  here  on  earth  we  stay. 

We  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 
And  antedate  that  day ; 

We  feel  the  resurrection  near, 
Our  life  in  Christ  concealed. 

And  with  his  glorious  presence  here 
Our  earthen  vessels  filled. 

Oh,  would  he  all  of  heaven  bestow  t 
Then  like  our  Lord  we'll  rise ; 

Our  bodies,  fully  ransomed,  go 
To  take  the  glorious  prize. 

In  rapturous  awe  on  Him  to  gaze, 
Who  bought  the  bliss  for  me. 

And  shout  and  wonder  at  his  grace 
Through  all  eternity. 

Charle$We$iey,  ab.  170. 
Coronation,     p.  100.   Arlington.       p.  104, 


Charlotte  ElUott,  1884. 
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$kti  BmA  W\f^ti$fk  itxti  iobt 


Monlsomery. 


O.  M.  D. 


Justin  Morgan,  1747**1796. 
Arr.ll..  18*). 


if/ljll    I    I 


1    Ear  -  ly,     my    God,  with  -  out     de  -  lay,      I     haste  to    seek  Thy  face ;  My 


H^#r"^^-^HH 


iff' J   r^'J  Jl,JTi 


thirs   -  ty  spir  -  it     faints    a 


way        Without  thy  cheering  grace.  So 


yj  j  j  jij  i 


pil-grimson    the  scorching  8and,Beneath    a     burning  sky,  Long  for  a     cooling 


stream  at    hand,Longfor     a      cool-ing  stream  at  hand,And  they  must  drink  or  die. 


AAO  Early  will  I  seek  thee.  ^,    -»«- 

**0  Psalm  Ixiil.l.  ^'  ^* 

2  IVe  seeti  thy  glory  and  thy  power, 
Through  all  thy  temple  shine ; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 

That  vision  so  divine. 
Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  feast 

Can  please  my  soul  so  well, 
As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  taste. 

And  in  thy  presence  dwell. 

3  Not  life  itself,  with  all  her  joys. 
Can  my  best  passions  move ; 

Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice. 

As  Thy  forgiving  love. 
Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  day, 

1*11  bless  my  God  and  King ; 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 

And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 

Isaac  Watti«  1719. 
Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1881.  126 


AAA      Salvation  ...  for  walls  and  bulwarks. 
'X"X'A  Isaiah  xxvi.  1. 


C.  M. 


Arise,  my  soul !  my  joyful  powers  I 

And  triumph  in  my  God ; 
Awake,  my  voice !  and  loud  proclaim 

His  glorious  grace  abroad. 
The  arms  of  everlasting  love 

Beneath  my  soul  He  placed. 
And  on  the  Rock  of  Ages  set 

My  slippery  footsteps  fast. 

The  city  of  my  blest  abode 

Is  walled  around  with  grace ; 
Salvation  for  a  bulwark  stands. 

To  shield  the  sacred  place. 
Arise,  my  soul  I  awake,  mv  voice  I 

And  tunes  of  pleasure  sing; 
Loud  hallelujahs  shall  address 

My  Saviour  and  my  King. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1709. 


^u^rlsslittg  f  QQ  tqton  '^i^mti  IQ^ah^^ 
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A  A  gThe  nmsomed  shall  come  to  Zion  with  songs. ,  <    hlt 
**0  Isaiah  XXXV.  10.  *    (  .   M  . 

Sing,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord. 

Your  great  Deliverer  sing; 
Pilgrims,  for  Zion's  city  bound, 

Be  joyful  in  your  King. 
See  the  fair  way  his  hand  hath  raised, 

How  holy,  and  how  plain ! 
Nor  shall  the  simplest  travelers  err. 

Nor  ask  the  track  in  vain. 

No  ravening  lion  shall  destroy, 

No  lurking  serpent  wound ; 
Pleasure  and  safety,  peace  and  praise. 

Through  all  the  path  are  found. 
A  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on, 

Through  all  the  blissful  road. 
Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise, 

And  see  your  smiling  God. 

There  garlands  of  immortal  joy 

Shall  bloom  on  every  head ; 
While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress. 

Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 
March  on,  in  your  .Redeemer's  strength; 

Pursue  his  footsteps  still ; 
And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  eye, 

While  laboring  up  the  hill. 

Philip  Doddridge,  1740. 

AAjft  Staout  unto  God  with  the  voice  of  triumph.  < .    «  r 
**0  Paalm  xlvii.  1.  <•  ^f- 

O  for  a  shout  of  sacred  joy, 

To  God,  the  sovereign  King  I 
Let  every  land  their  tongues  employ, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 
Jesus,  our  God,  ascends  on  high ; 

His  heavenly  guards  around. 
Attend  him,  rising  through  the  sky, 

With  trumpet's  joyful  sound. 

While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains : 
Let  all  the  earth  his  honors  sing ; 

O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 
Speak  forth  his  praise  with  awe  profound ; 

Let  knowledge  guide  the  song; 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  solemn  sound 

Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1719. 


Haltlaxid. 


106.     Coronation. 


100. 


AAJJ  My  refbge  and  my  fbrtrew;  ^    ^, 

Be  strong,  my  soul,  in  God  most  High 

And  trust  his  mighty  arm ; 
The  hand  that  holds  the  starry  sky 

Preserves  thee  safe  from  harm. 

Jle  who  hath  spread  the  heavens  above 
And  earth's  foundations  laid, 

Walks  by  thy  side,  a  guide  and  God, 
And  says,  *' Be  not  afraid. " 

0  rest,  my  soul,  in  God  most  High, 
Beneath  his  sheltering  wing ; 

While  tempests  wild  go  sweeping  by 
Rejoice,  my  soul,  and  sing. 

He  is  thy  buckler  and  defence. 
Thy  Rock,  thy  strength,  and  tower; 

And  he  will  be  thy  confidence, 
In  each  distressing  hour. 

Be  strong,  my  soul,  in  God  most  High 
Though  helpless,  poor,  and  low ; 

The  gleaming  worlds  that  stud  the  sky 
His  power  and  glory  show. 

And  He  whose  word  a  world  can  form 

Bends  low  to  hear  my  call. 
He  feeds  the  birds,  the  grass  adorns, 

He  is  my  Friend,  my  all. 

H..  1878. 


AAQ  Unto  Uim  that  loved  us.  ^     ,, 

**0  Rev.  i.5.  C.   M 

To  Him  that  loved  the  souls  of  men, 
And  wash'd  us  in  his  blood. 

To  royal  honors  raised  our  heads, 
And  made  us  priests  to  God : 

To  him  let  every  tongue  be  praise, 

And  every  heart  be  love. 
All  grateful  honors  paid  on  earth, 

And  nobler  songs  above. 

Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes ! 

His  saints  shall  bless  the  day ; 
While  they  that  pierced  him  sadly  moun 

In  anguish  and  dismay. 


Thou  art  the  First,  and  thou  the  Last ; 

Time  centres  all  in  thee. 
The  Almighty  God,  who  was,  and  is, 

And  evermore  shall  be. 

Isaac  Watts^  1709;  Scripture  Songs,  174.j. 
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449-450 
Amazlriff  Oraoe. 


O.  M.  D  Jeremiah  Ingalls,  1804.    Arr.  H.,  1883. 


^JlJiJ  i    fMf^piii\flp^ 


{ 


A    -    maz-ing  grace!   how    sweet  the  sound,That  saved  a    wretch  like    me! 
I         once  was  lost,      but      now  am  found ; Was  blind,  but  now  I        see. 


i;T  I  g  f  r  FTTH^^ 


^w 


'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear,  And  grace    my  fears  re  -    lieved ; 


H,  f  I F  I 


How  pre-ciousdid  that  grace  appear,  *    The     hour  I      first  be    -    lieved. 


'^m 


AAX%       By  the  gimoe  of  Ood,  I  am  what  I  am.       g^   ^^ 
TCta  "      1  Cor.  XV.  10.  ^*  **• 

Amazing  grace  I  how  sweet  the  sound, 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ; 

I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found : 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved ; 

How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed. 

Thro'  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 

I  have  already  come ; 
'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 

And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

The  Lord  has  promised  good  to  me ; 

His  word  my  hope  secures ; 
He  will  my  shield  and  comfort  be. 

As  long  as  life  endures. 

Yes,  when  this  fiesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 

And  mortal  life  shall  cease ; 
I  shall  possess,  within  the  veil, 

A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 


The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow, 

The  sun  forbear  to  shine ; 
But  God  who  called  me  here  below. 

Will  be  forever  mine. 

John  Newton,  1779. 

Af\i\  I  will  never  leave  thee.  .^    » 

•*OU  Heb.xm.5.  <'•  M. 

My  God  shall  my  petitions  grant. 

He  will  regard  my  prayer; 
My  soul,  in  him  be  juoilant, 

And  cast  on  him  thy  care. 

In  times  of  trouble  and  of  need. 

My  soul,  be  glad  and  sing ; 
He  will  thy  cry  for  succor  heed, 

And  swift  deliverance  bring. 

My  God  to  me  his  word  doth  give  — 
That  word  he  will  not  break : 

"ril  never,  never,  never  leave. 
No,  never  thee  forsake." 

Henceforth  with  boldness  I  can  say, 

•*My  helner  is  the  Lord ; 
Nor  fear  wnat  man  can  do  to  me. 

While  trusting  in  his  word." 

128  "••"* 
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AR^  O  that  I  had  wingi  like  m  dore.  /-«    -yr 

^Ol  Psalm  Iv.  6.  ^'  ^>- 

My  soul,  amid  this  stormy  world, 

Is  like  some  fluttered  dove ; 
And  fain  would  be  as  swift  of  wing, 

To  flee  to  him  I  love. 
The  cords  that  bound  my  heart  to  earth 

Are  broken  by  his  hand : 
Before  his  cross  I  found  myself 

A  stranger  in  the  land. 

That  visage  marred,  those  sorrows  deep. 

The  vinegar  and  gall, 
These  were  his  golden  chains  of  love, 

His  captive  to  enthrall. 
My  heart  is  with  him  on  his  throne, 

And  ill  can  brook  delay; 
Each  moment  listening  for  the  voice, 

**Rise  up,  and  come  away." 

With  hope  deferred,  oft  sick  and  faint, 

**Why  tarries  lie,"  I  cry: 
Let  not  the  Saviour  chide  my  haste, 

For  then  would  I  reply : 
*'May  not  an  exile,  Lord,  desire 

His  own  sweet  land  to  see? 
May  not  a  captive  seek  release? 

A  prisoner  to  be  free? 

"  A  child  when  far  away,  may  long 

For  home  and  kindred  dear ; 
And  she  that  waits  her  absent  lord. 

May  sigh  till  he  appear. 
I  would,  my  Lord  and  Saviour,  know 

That  which  no  measure  knows, 
Would  search  the  mystery  of  thy  love, 

The  depth-?  of  all  thy  woes. 

"  I  fain  would  strike  my  harp  divine. 

Before  the  Father's  throne ; 
There  cast  my  crown  of  righteousness, 

And  sing  what  grace  has  done. 
Ah,  leave  me  not  in  this  base  world, 

A  stranger  still  to  roam : 
Come,  Lord,  and  take  me  to  thyself, 

Come,  Jesus,  quickly  come." 

Robert  C.  Chapman,  18^:. 


Petorboro.        p.  96.    Hear. 


^^f^^lM  p 
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JLRO     The  sign  of  the  Son  of  man  in  haaven.     r*    -u- 
^*Oa  Matt.  xxiv.  30.  C.  M. 

Once  more,  O  Lord,  thy  sign  shall  be 

Upon  the  heav'ns  displayed. 
And  earth  and  its  inhabitants 

Be  terribly  afraid ; 
For,  not  in  weakness  clad,  thou  com'st, 

Our  woes,  our  sins  to  bear. 
But  girt  with  all  thy  Father's  might, 

His  judgment  to  declare. 

The  terrors  of  that  awful  day, 

Oh !  who  can  understand? 
Or  who  abide,  when  thou  in  wrath 

Shalt  lift  thy  holy  hand? 
The  earth  shall  quake,  the  sea  shall  roar, 

The  sun  in  heaven  gi'ow  pale ; 
But  thou  hast  sworn, and  wilt  not  change. 

Thy  faithful  shall  not  fail. 

Then  grant  us.  Saviour,  so  to  pass 

Our  time  in  trembling  here. 
That  when  upon  the  clouds  of  heaven 

Thy  glory  shall  appear. 
Uplifting  high  our  joyful  heads, 

In  triumph  we  may  rise. 
And  enter  with  thine  angel  train. 

Thy  palace  in  the  skies. 

George  Washington  Doane,  ab.  1827.  . 
A  KQ  An  anchor  of  the  soul.  ^^    -.f- 

No  more  with  trembling  heart  I  try 

A  multitude  of  things, 
Still  wishing  to  find  out  the  source 

From  whence  salvation  springs. 
My  anchor's  cast ;  cast  on  a  ground 

Where  I  shall  ever  rest 
From  all  the  labor  of  my  thoughts, 

And  workings  of  my  breast. 

What  is  my  anchor?  if  you  ask: 

'*  A  hungry,  helpless  mind. 
Diving,  with  misery  for  its  weight, 

Till  firmest  grace  I  find." 
What  is  my  ground?  **  *Tis  Jesus  Christ, 

Whom  faithless  eyes  pass  o'er ; 
Yet  here,  the  humble  sinner  may 

Ride  safe  though  tempests  roar." 

John  Gambold,  1711-1771. 
Sceptre.  p.  116.    Majesty.       ^p.  120. 
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Grafton. 


O  M.  D. 


Joseph  Stone,  1792.    Arr.  H.,  tSUK 


Look   un-to      me,  the  Saviour  saith^Look  unto  me  and  live;  Approach  with  confi< 


denceandfaith.  I    life      e  -  ter-nal    give.  We  look,  our  heavy  eyes  can  see,    A- 


mid    the  shadowy  gloom,Thine  arms  stretched  wide  on  Calvary ,Inviting  us  to  come. 


A  B.A    IibOk  unto  me ...  all  the  ends  of  fhe  earth.  r<    xr 
*0*  Isaiah  xlv.  22.  ^'  ^^* 

2  We  look  and  trust,  we  look  and  pray, 
Thou  dost  thy  pardon  give ; 

Our  bitter  burden  rolls  away. 

We  look  on  Thee  and  live. 
We  view  thy  face,  our  Life  and  Hope, 

God's  glory  there  we  see ; 
For  thou,  O  Christ,  art  lifted  up, 

To  draw  all  men  to  thee. 

3  The  vision  of  my  Saviour's  face 
Transforms  me  with  its  charms ; 

Nor  shall  I  dread  death's  cold  embrace, 
Within  His  sheltering  arms ; 

Tho'  fl6sh  may  fail,  and  hearts  may  break, 
The  moments  sweetly  roll ; 

Death's  pallor  may  o'erspread  my  cheek, 
But  peace  shall  fill  my  soul. 

4  My  opening  eyes  again  shall  see 
The  glory  of  my  King, 

When,  robed  in  immortality. 

The  saints  awake  and  sin^. 
Then  shall  we  gaze  on  him  m  bliss 

And  majesty  divine ; 
For  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is, 

And  in  his  likeness  shine. 

H.,  1881. 


By  PermiMion. 
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ARR  I  count  all  thinn  but  Iosb.  r*    ■>«■ 

rtOO  PhlUppUns  iil.  «.  ^*   ^' 

Lift  up  your  hearts  to  things  above, 

Ye  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
And  join  with  us  to  praise  his  love. 

And  glorify  his  name : 
To  Jesus'  name  give  thanks  and  sing. 

Whose  mercies  never  end. 
Rejoice!  rejoice  I  the  Lord  is  King; 

The  King  is  now  our  Friend ! 

We,  for  his  sake,  count  all  things  loss, 

On  earthly  good  look  down ;     ' 
And  joyfully  sustain  the  cross, 

Till  we  receive  the  crown. 
Oh !  let  us  stir  each  other  up, 

Our  faith  by  works  to  prove. 
By  holy,  purifying  hope, 

And  the  sweet  task  of  love. 

Let  all  who  for  the  promise  wait. 

The  Holy  Ghost  receive ; 
And,  raised  to  our  unsinning  state, 

With  God  in  Eden  live ; 
Live  till  the  Lord  in  glory  come. 

And  wait  his  heaven  to  share. 
He  now  is  fitting  up  your  home : 

Go  on : — we'll  meet  you  there. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab  1740. 


©i^  I^Q^i^  si^fi  SttHh  ttjp  IH^m* 


The  lint  daj  of  the  week. 
Uxk: 


C.  H. 


4fi6  BlMixvl.2. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray ; 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 

And  pours  increasing  day. 
Oh,  what  a  night  was  that,  which  wrapt 

The  heathen  world  in  gloom  I 
OK,  what  a  sun  which  broke,  this  day. 

Triumphant  from  the  tomb ! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  nosannas  sung ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 

And  praise  on  every  tongue. 
Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind. 

With  strong  compassion  moved, 
Descended,  like  a  pitying  God, 

To  save  the  souls  he  loved. 

And  now  his  conquering  chariot  wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies, 
While,  broke  beneath  his  powerful  cross, 

Death ^s  iron  sceptre  lies. 
Exalted  high  at  God^s  right  hand, 

The  Lord  of  all  below ; 
Thro'  him  is  pardoning  love  dispensed, 

And  boundless  blessings  flow. 


Anna  Letitia  Barbauld,  ab.  1772. 


The  Redeemer  shall  come  to  Zion. 
laalah  Ux. ». 


r.  ]M. 
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Wake,  harp  of  Zion,  wake  again. 

Upon  thine  ancient  hill ; 
On  Jordan's  long  deserted  plain, 

By  Kedron's  lowly  rill. 
The  hymn  shall  yet  in  Zion  swell. 

That  sounds  Messiah's  praise, 
And  thy  loved  name,  Immanuel, 

As  once  in  ancient  days. 


For  Israel  yet  shall  own  her  King, 

For  her  salvation  waits, 
And  hill  and  dale  shall  sweetly  ring. 

With  praise  in  all  her  gates.    * 
Hasten,  O  Lord,  these  promised  days. 

When  Israel  shall  I'ejoice ; 
And  Jew  and  Gentile  join  in  praise, 

With  one  united  voice. 

James  Edmeston,  184& 


rhe  day  ia  at  hand. 
Bomaaa  adii.  la. 
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Peterboro. 
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O  glorious  day  of  heavenly  rest ! 

We  hail  each  sign  of  thee ; 
With  eager  haste  and  longing  eyes, 

We  wait  thy  dawn  to  see. 
Those  radiant  days  of  glory  bright, 

Resplendent  as  the  sun. 
Must  soon  to  every  eye  make  known 

The  holy  coming  One. 

With  cheerful  hope  and  earnest  prayer, 

Still  trusting  in  thy  word. 
We  long  to  see  the  eastern  skies 

Reveal  thy  advent,  Lord  I 
Then  would  Our  waiting  souls  rejoice, 

Could  we  thy  face  behold ; 
In  ages  of  triumphant  bliss 

Our  joys  could  ne'er  be  told. 

O  blissful  day  of  promise  blest  I 

We  long  to  share  thy  peace. 
When  pain  and  every  ill  shall  end. 

And  pleasures  never  cease : — 
When  rapturous  joy,  like  holy  fire, 

Shall  swell  our  song  of  praise. 
And  every  wondering,  grateful  heart, 

Extol  Thy  work  of  grace. 

Redeemed  beyond  the  reach  of  sin, 

Victorious  o'er  the  grave. 
The  ransomed  shall  with  angel  tongues 

Adore  Thy  power  to  save. 
Thy  wond'rous  love  shall  keep  each  heart 

In  sweetest  union  bound. 
And  naught  shall  ever  cause  a  tear. 

For  grief  will  ne'er  be  founcj. 

There  crowns  of  glory,  gemmed  with  light, 

The  gifts  of  Christ's  own  hand. 
Shall  every  princely  saint  adorn 

Within  the  promised  land ; 
To  golden  lyres  each  voice  shall  tune 

An  anthem  sweet  and  strong, — 
**  To  Christ,  who  saved  us  by  nis  blood, 

All  glory  shall  belong. " 

O  glorious  day  1  with  haste  draw  near. 

For  we  would  share  thy  rest ; 
We  long,  from  every  evil  freed, 

To  be  supremely  blest. 
Oh  I  shed  thy  beams  of  glory  forth, 

Dispel  this  gloomy  night. 
And  let  the  earth  renewed  rejoice 

To  see  thy  welcome  light. 

Unknown,  dr.  1849i 
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Angels'  Song. 


C.  M.  D.     Jeremiah  Tngalla.  1764-1838.  Arr.  H.,  1881. 


1  How  can      I     sleep  while  angels  sing,  And  all  the  hosts  on  high 

Cry,"Glo- ry    to      our  heav'nly  King,The  Lamb  that once  diddle?" 
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My  song  in  the  night. 
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2  In  heaven  they  rest  not  day  nor  night, 
But  swell  the  holy  song, 

And,  clad  in  robes  of  radiant  light, 
The  rapturous  strain  prolong. 

Shall  I,  for  whom  my  heavenly  King 
Has  shed  his  precious  blood. 

Be  silent,  while  the  angels  sing 
The  glory  of  my  God? 

3  My  Saviour,  ere  the  morning  dawned, 
Long,  long  before  the  day, 

Unto  a  solitary  place 

Went  out  alone  to  pray. 
I'll  do  as  did  my  blessed  Lord ; 

His  footsteps  I  will  trace ; 
I'll  rise  and  think  upon  his  word, 

And  seek  a  throne  of  grace. 

4  My  Maker  giveth  songs  by  night, 
And  in  the  morning,  joy; 

Awake,  my  soul,  with  dawning  light, 
In  praise  thy  powers  employ. 

My  waking  thoughts  on  him  shall  be, 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  tongue ; 

And  to  the  Lamb  who  died  for  me, 
I'll  sing  ray  morning  song. 

V.  1,  IngallB*^ChriBtum  Harmony.  ItiOi.    ' 


It  is  high,  time  to  awake. 
Bom.  xiii.  11. 


C.  M. 


Vs.  2-4  H.,  1881. 


By  Permission. 
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My  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  ye  so? 

Awake,  my  sluggish  soul  I 
Nothing  hath  half  thy  work  to  do, 

Yet  nothing's  half  so  dull. 
Go  to  the  ants !  for  one  poor  grain 

See  how  they  toil  and  strive ; 
Yet  we,  who  have  a  crown  to  gain, — 

How  negligent  we  live. 

We,  for  whose  sake  all  nature  stands, 

And  stars  their  courses  move ; 
We,  for  whose  guard  the  angel  bands 

Come  flying  from  above ; 
We,  for  whom  God,  the  Son,  came  down. 

And  labored  for  our  good ; 
How  careless  to  secure  that  crown 

He  purchased  with  his  blood. 

Lord,  shall  we  live  so  sluggish  still, 

And  never  act  our  parts? 
Come,  Holy  Dove,  our  spirits  fill. 

And  warm  our 'frozen  hearts. 
Then  shall  our  active  spirits  move, 

Upward  our  souls  shall  rise ; 
With  hands  of  faith,  and  wings  of  love. 

We'll  fly  and  take  the  prize. 

Ihuxc  Watt$,  1709. 


%m{  "^mai  JJafe^  Tl^  gatam^  [ganij. 


461-46 


AO^  The  heavenly  ho6t  praising.  ri    tur 

*01  Luke  ii.  13.    ^^  ^'  ^• 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night, 

Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 

Her  silver-mantled  plains ; 
Celestial  choirs  from  courts  above 

Shed  sacred  glories  there ; 
And  angels,  vrith  their  sparkling  lyres, 

Make  music  on  the  air. 

The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply, 
And  greet,  from  all  their  holy  heights, 

The  Dayspring  from  on  high. 
O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm ; 
And  Sharon  waves  in  solemn  praise 

Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

"Glory  to  God !"  the  lofty  strain 

The  realm  of  ether  fills ; 
How  sweeps  the  song  of  solemn  joy 

O'er  Judah's  sacred  hills. 
'  *  Glory  to  God !  "  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  ring : 
''Peace  on  the  earth ;  good  will  to  men, 

From  heaven's  eternal  King." 

Light  on  thy  hills,  Jerusalem ! 

The  Saviour  now  is  bom : 
More  bright  on  Bethlehem's  joyous  plains 

Breaks  the  first  Christmas  morn ; 
And  brighter  on  Moriah's  brow. 

Crowned  with  her  temple  spires, 
Which  first  proclaim  the  new-born  light. 

Clothed  with  its  orient  fires. 

This  day  shall  Christian  tongues  be  mute, 

And  Christian  hearts  be  cold? 
Oh !  catch  the  anthem  that  from  heaven 

O'er  Judah's  mountain  rolled, 
When  nightly  burst  from  seraph-harps 

The  high  and  solemn  lay, — 
* '  Glory  to  God ;  on  earth  be  peace ; 

Salvation  comes  to-day !" 

Edmund  Hamilton  Sears,  18^. 


Maitland. 


106.    ArUiigton. 


C.  M. 


AA9  ^^  know  the  grace  of  our  I^ord. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  who  came  to  earth 

In  tenderness  and  grace ; 
A  lowly  child  of  humble  birth. 

To  save  a  sinful  race. 
He  who  was  rich,  for  us  was  poor. 

That  through  his  poverty, 
We  might  partake  his  boundless  store 

To 'all  eternity. 

Around  him  heavenly  glory  shone, 

Before  the  world  was  made ; 
And  yet  he  had,  while  here  unknown. 

No  place  to  lay  his  head. 
Obedient  unto  death,  he  bore 

For  us  the  cross  of  pain, 
That  we  might  love  him  more  and  more 

And  never  sin  again. 

O  lowly  babe,  in  Bethlehem  born, 
We  laud  and  worship  Thee ! 

O  Man  of  Sorrows,  crowned  with  thorn 
Our  Lord  and  Saviour  be. 

O  risen  Lord,  we  worship  thee! 
'  Thou  King  o'er  death  and  pain. 

And  wait  with  joy  thy  face  to  see 
When  thou  shalt  come  again. 

Then  earth,  once  moistened  with  thy  tears 

And  crimsoned  with  thy  blood. 
Redeemed,  shall  shine  to  endless  years 

The  Kingdom  of  our  God : 
Then  shall  thy  pure  and  holy  will 

In  earth  and  heaven  be  done ; 
Thy  glory  all  the  world  shall  fill, — 

Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

H.,  1879. 


The  Prince  of  Peace. 
Isa.  ix.6. 


C.  3fcl 
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Let  saints  on  earth  their  anthems  raise, 
Who  taste  the  Saviour's  grace ; 

With  those  above,  proclaim  his  praise, 
And  crown  him  Prince  of  Peace, 

Praise  him  who  laid  his  glory  by 

For  man's  apostate  race ; 
Praise  him  who  stoop'd  to  bleed  and  die 

And  crown  him  Prince  of  Peace. 

We  soon  shall  reach  the  heav'nly  shore 

To  view  his  lovely  face, 
His  name  forever  to  adore. 

And  crown  him  Prince  of  Peace. 

Jonathan  Evans,  17S4. 
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^ew  Jerusalem 


O.  M.  D. 


Jeremiah  Innlls,  1764--1838. 
Arr.  11.,  1880. 
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The  earth  and  seas     are  passed    a  -  way,    And  the    old    roll  -  inj?  skies.  From 
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the  third  heav'n  where  God  resides^That  ho-ly,    hap-py  place,  The  new  Je  -  ru  -  sa- 


lem  comes  down,  Adorned  with   shin- ing  grace,  A  -  domed  with  shining  grace. 


AOA  The  holy  Jemsalem  desoendinj;.  /^    -^ 

*0*  Rev.  xxi.  I-IO.  C.  M. 

Lo !  what  a  glorious  sight  appears, 

To  our  believing  eyes ; 
The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away, 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

From  the  third  heaven  where  God  resides, — 

That  holy,  happy  place, — 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down, 

Adorned  with  shining  grace. 

Attending  angels  shout  for  joy, 
And  the  bright  armies  sing, — 

**Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 
Of  your  descending  King. 


**The  God  of  glory,  down  to  men, 

Removes  his  blest  abode ; — 
Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace, 

And  he,  the  loving  God. 

'^His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye ; 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears, 
,    And  death  itself,  shall  die." 


How  long,  dear  Saviour,  oh,  how  long, 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay? 

Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time. 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

lM»c  W»tU,  17W. 
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A£tR      On  «ufh  peace,  good  will  toward  men.     r*    -« r 

Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join, 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Joy,  love,  and  gratitude,  combine 

To  hail  th'  auspicious  day. 

In  heaven  the  rapturous  song  began, 

And  sweet  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran, 

And  strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 

Swift  thro*  the  vast  expanse  it  flew, 

And  loud  the  echo  rolled ; 
The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy,  was  new, 

'Twas  more  than  heaven  could  hold. 

Down  to  the  portals  of  the  sky 

The  impetuous  torrent  ran ; 
And  angels  rushed  with  eager  joy, 

To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

Wrapt  in  the  silence  of  the  night, 

Lay  all  the  eastern  world, 
When  bursting,  glorious,  heavenly  light 

The  wondrous  scene  unfurled. 

Hark !  the  cherubic  armies  shout, 

And  glory  leads  the  song; 
Good  will  and  peace  are  heard  throughout 

Heaven's  bright,  harmonious  throng. 

Oh !  for  a  glance  of  heavenly  love. 
Our  hearts  and  songs  to  raise ; 

Sweetly  to  bear  our  souls  above, 
And  mingle  with  their  lays. 

With  joy  the  chorus  we'll  repeat. 

Glory  to  God  on  high ! 
Good  will  and  peace  are  now  complete, 

Jesus  was  born  to  die ! 

Hail !  Prince  of  life,  forever  hail ! 

Redeemer,  brother,  friend, 
Tho'  earth,  and  time,  and  life,  should  fail, 

Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 

Samuel  Medley,  1787. 

AikH        The  Lord  will  give  frrace  and  glory.        r>    -m- 
*00  Paalmlxxxiv.  11.  CM. 

Our  God,  how  firm  his  promise  stands, 
E'en  when  he  hides  his  face ; 

He  trusts  in  our  Redeemer's  hands 
His  glory  and  his  grace. 

Beneath  his  smiles  my  heart  has  lived, 
And  part  of  heaven  possess'd , 

I  praise  his  name  for  grace  received, 
And  trust  him  for  the  rest. 


Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1709. 


AjDn         Thou  ralest  the  raffing  of  the  aeft.        r.    i 
*V#  Psalm  Ixxxix.  9.  ^'  ^ 

The  Lord,  the  God  of  glory,  reigns. 

In  majesty  arrayed ; 
His  rule,  omnipotence  sustains, 

And  guides  the  worlds  he  made. 

Ere  rolling  worlds  began  to  move, 
Or  skies  were  stretched  abroad. 

Thine  awful  throne  was  fixed  above, 
Thou  everlasting  God. 

The  swelling  floods  tumultuous  rise. 

The  angry  tempests  roar, 
Lift  their  proud  billows  to  the  skies. 

And  lash  the  trembling  shore. 

The  Lord,  the  mighty  God  on  high, 

Controls  the  raging  seas ; 
He  speaks !  and  noise  and  tempests  fly 

The  waves  sink  down  in  peace. 

Thy  sovereign  laws  are  ever  sure ; 

Eternal  truth  is  thine ; 
And,  Lord,  thy  people  should  be  pure 

And  in  thine  image  shine. 

Akm  S^eOe,  in6-177S 


God  is  Love. 
1  John  It.  8. 


C.  ] 


468 

Amid  the  splendors  of  thy  state, 
My  God,  thy  love  appears. 

Soft  as  the  radiance  of  the  moon 
Among  a  thousand  stars. 

In  all  thy  doctrines  and  commands,. 

Thy  counsels  and  designs. 
In  every  work  thy  hands  have  framed, 

Thy  love  supremely  shines. 

Sinai,  in  clouds,  and  smoke,  and  fire, 
Thunders  thine  awful  name ; 

But  Zion  sings  in  melting  notes, 
The  honors  of  the  Lamb. 

Angels  and  men  the  news  proclaim, 
Through  earth  and  heaven  above ; 

And  all  with  holy  transport  sing 
That  God,  the  Lord,  is  love. 

R^opon's  Colleetion,  ab.  1800 


Coronation,     p.  100.    Peterboro.         p.  9 
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Saittstiimt  h  ni  %  ^xcqi^- 


Boston. 


O.  M.  D. 


WillUm  Billings.  1740>1800. 
Arr,  U..  1880. 


1  fie  -  gin,   my  tongue,  some  heav'nly  theme,  And  speak  some  boundless  thing ; 
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The  might-  y    works,  or    might- ier  Name    Of     our       e  -  ter  -  nal     King. 


Tell       of     his      wondrous  faith- ful 

^  J.  A  :^.jr:J.  J 
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ness,     And  sound  his  pow*r    a  -  broad ; 
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Sing    the     sweet  promise 


of 


his  grace,    And  the      per -form- ing       God. 


('.  M. 


AAO  He  abldeth  faithful. 

*U«r  2  Tim.  ii.  IS. 

2  Proclaim,  '  *  Salvation  from  the  Lord, 
For  wretched,  dying  men." 

His  hand  has  writ  the  sacred  word 
With  an  immortal  pen. 

His  very  >yord  of  grace  is  strong 
As  that  which  built  the  skies; 

The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along, 


Thou  cotnpasseKt  my  path. 
Psalm  cxxxix  3. 


C.    M. 


Speaks  all  the  promises. 

3  Oh,  might  I  hear  thine  heavenly  tongue 

But  whisper,  '* Thou  art  mine!" 
Those  gentle  words  should  raise  my  song 

To  notes  almost  divine. 
How  would  my  leaping  heart  rejoice, 

And  think  my  heaven  secure ! 
I  trust  the  all-creating  voice, 

And  faith  desires  no  more. 

Isaac   Watta,  ab.  1709. 

1 


470 

Lord,  in  the  day  thou  art  about 

The  paths  wherein  I  tread ; 
And  in  the  night,  when  I  lie  down, 

Thou  art  about  my  bed. 
While  others  in  God's  prisons  lie, 

Bound  witli  affliction's  chain, 
I  walk  at  large,  secure  and  free 

From  sickness  and  from  pain. 

'Tis  Thou  dost  crown  my  hopes  and  plans 
With  good  success  each  day ; 

This  crown,  together  with  myself, 
At  thy  blest  feet  I  lay. 

Oh,  let  my  house  a  temple  be, 
That  I  and  mine  may  sing 

Hosanna  to  thy  majesty, 
I      And  praise  our  heavenly  King: ! 

'  J.  H.  Gurnev,  1888-1651,  from  John  Maaon^  1683. 
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A71  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest.  r*    v 

^i  ±  Luke  ii.  14.  ^«  ^' 

While  shepherds  watched  that  flocks  by  night, 

All  seated  on  the  ground, 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 

And  glory  shone  around. 

"  Pear  not, "  said  he  — .for  mighty  dread 
Had  seized  their  troubled  mind — 

*  *  Glad  tidings  of.  great  joy  I  bring, 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 

*'  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day, 

Is  born  of  David's  line. 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ,  the  Lord, 

And  this  shall  be  the  sign : 

**  The  heavenly  babe  you  there  shall  find 

To  human  view  displayed, 
All  meanly  wrapped  in  swathing  bands, 

And  in  a  manger  laid.'' 

Thus  spake  the  seraph ;  and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 

Addressed  their  joyful  song : 

**  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 
Good  will  henceforth  from  heav'n  to  men 

Begin,  and  never  cease !" 

Tate  and  Brady,  1696. 


CM. 


Make  a  jj^Ail  noise  unto  God. 


C.  M. 


472  TaalmlxvLl. 

O  all  ye  lands,  rejoice  in  God, 

Sing  praises  to  his  name : 
Let  the  whole  earth,  with  one  accord. 

His  wondrous  acts  proclaim. 

And  let  his  faithful  servants  tell, 

How  by  redeeming  love. 
Their  souls  are  saved  from  death  and  hell. 

To  share  the  joys  above. 

Tell  how  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace 

Forbids  their  feet  to  slide. 
And,  as  they  run  the  Christian  race, 

Vouchsafes  to  be  their  guide. 

Sing,  sing,  ye  saints,  and  shout  for  joy. 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord ! 
Be  grateful  praise  your  sweet  employ. 

His  presence,  your  reward. 

Harriet  Auber,  1829. 


Coronation. 


p.  94. 
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il  170         Endure  hardneu  aa  a  xood  ooldier. 
^•»  2Tiin.ii.3. 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

Must  I  be  borne  to  paradise. 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 

And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace. 

To  help  me  on  to  God? 

Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign ; 

Increase  my  courage.  Lord : 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 

Supported  by  thy  word. 

Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 

They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
.  The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

baac  jrat<«,1728. 
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AjyA.  He  ascended  up  on  high.  /,     ■., 

*•*  Eph.iv.8.  <■•   ^»' 

Triumphant,  Christ  ascends  on  high. 
The  glorious  work  complete : 

Sin,  death,  and  hell,  low  vanquished  lie, 
Beneath  his  awful  feet. 

There,  with  eternal  glory  crowned. 
The  Lord,  the  Conqueror  reigns ; 

His  praise  the  heavenly  choirs  resound. 
In  their  immortal  strains. 

Amid  the  splendors  of  his  throne. 

Unchanging  love  appears ; 
The  names  he  purchased  for  his  own. 

Still  on  his  heart  he  bears. 

Oh,  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine : 

Of  bliss,  a  boundless  store ! 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine, 

I  cannot  wish  for  more. 

On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies ; 

Beneath  thy  cross  I  fall, 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  sacrifice. 

My  Saviour,  and  my  all. 

Anne  Steele^  ITOr). 
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Homeland. 


O.  M.  D. 


Hm  1879. 
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My     home     U  o'er  the      swelling     flood,  Where     suns  no  moie  descend ; 
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With  -  in     the  par  -  a    -      dise      of   God, Where  pleasures    nev  -  er      end : 
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there     enthroned,        An-gel-ic    hosts     be 


My    King     in    beauty 


hold; 


^ 


And    there     I  hope,  with     glo  -  ry  crowned,  To    walk  those  streets  of  gold. 


fSL. 


^ 


^m 


^m 


A  better  country,  that  is,  an  heavenly. 
Heb.  xi.  le. 


C.  M. 


476 

My  home  is  o'er  the  swelling  flood, 

Where  suns  no  more  descend ; 
Within  the  paradise  of  God, 

Where  pleasures  never  end. 
My  King  in  beauty  there  enthroned, 

Angelic  hosts  behold ; 
And  there  I  hope,  with  glory  crowned, 

To  walk  those  streets  of  gold. 

O  Star  of  day  I  thy  holy  beams 

Pierce  through  the  shadows  gray ; 
We  hail  with  joy  thy  twinkling  gleams, 

That  teli  of  perfect  day : 
Soon  shall  thy  glory  All  the  skies, 

Thou  Hope  of  seers  and  kings ; 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  rise, 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 


0  Day  of  glory  I  dawn,  and  bring 
Creation's  second  birth ; 

When  morning  stars  again  shall  sing 
O'er  this  dark,  groaning  earth. 

When  He  who  said,  '  'Let  there  be  light !" 
And  all  things  sprang  to  view ; 

Shall  speak  again  that  word  of  might, 
**See!  I  make  all  things  new." 

1  watch,  and  pray,  and  work,  and  wait, 
I  weep,  I  sigh,  I  sing ; 

Till  I  shall  pass  yon  pearly  gate, 

And  gaze  upon  my  King : 
I  tell  the  glones  of  my  home, 

I  sing  its  mansions  fair ; 
And  whosoever  will  may  come. 

And  have  a  dwelling  there. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hasting*,  1879L 
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476-479 


O  dwth.  where  U  thy  atiiigr 
1  Cor.  XT.  55* 


C.  M. 


476 

My  faith  shall  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 

And  trample  on  the  tomb, 
My  Jesus,  my  Redeemer,  lives, 

And  on  the  clouds  shall  come. 
Ere  long  I  know  he  shall  appcnr, 

In  power  and  glory  great. 
And  death,  the  last  of  all  his  foes, 

Lie  vanquished  at  his  feet. 

Then,  though  the  worxns  my  flesh  devour, 

And  make  my  form  their  prey, 
I  know  I  shall  arise  with  power. 

On  the  last  judgment  day. 
When  God  shall  stand  upon  the  earth. 

Him  there  mine  eyes  shall  see. 
My  flesh  shall  feel  a  second  birth, 

And  ever  with  him  be. 

Then  shall  he  wipe  all  tears  away, 

And  hush  the  rising  groan ; 
And  pains,  and  sighs,  and  griefs,  and  fears 

Shall  ever  be  unknown. 
How  lonff,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay? 
0  hasten  thy  appearance.  Lord, 

And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

Inae  Watts  and  Moravian  liyinn  Booh,  1801. 


Who  have  fled  for  refbge. 
Heb.  vi.  1& 


C.  M. 


477 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul. 

On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise. 
On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 

My  fainting  hope  relies. 
To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief. 

For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 

For  every  pain  I  feel. 

Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face? 

And  shall  I  seek  in  vain? 
And  can  the  ear  of  sovereign  grace 

Be  deaf  when  I  complain? 
Thy  mercy  seat  is  open  still. 

Here  let  my  soul  retVeat ; 
With  humble  hope  attend  Thy  will, 

And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet. 

Anne  Steele,  ab.  1760. 


Naomi. 


110. 


Ortonville. 


p.  98. 


Ferfeet  throu|[h  sttilbiliifg. 
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The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorns, 
Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 

A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

The  highest  place  that  heaven  aflfords, 

Is  His^  is  His  by  right — 
The  King  of  kings,  the  Loi-d  of  lords, 

And  heaven's  eternal  Light. 

The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below. 
To  whom  he  manifests  his  love, ' 

And  grants  his  name  to  know. 

To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame. 
With  all  its  grace,  ie  given ; 

Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 
Their  joy,  the  joy  of  heaven. 

They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 
They  reign  with  him  above ; 

Their  everlasting  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  his  love. 

The  cross  he  bore  is  life  and  health, 
Though  shame  and  death  to  him ; 

His  people's  hope,  his  people's  wealth. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 

Thomas  Kelly,  1802- 
A.TQ  Itetum.  O  Lord,  how  lone?  -,    ,_ 

Return,  O  God  of  love,  return. 

Earth  is  a  tiresome  place ; 
How  long  shall  we,  thy  children,  mourn 

Our  absence  from  thy  face? 

Let  heaven  succeed  our  painful  years, 

Let  sin  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And  in  proportion  to  our  tears. 

So  make  our  joys  increase. 

Thy  wonders  to  thy  servants  show, 
Make  thine  own  work  complete ; 

Then  shall  our  souls  thy  glory  know. 
And  own  thy  love  was  great. 

Then  shall  we  shine  before  thy  throne 

In  all  thy  beauty.  Lord ; 
And  the  poor  service  we  have  done 

Meet  a  divine  reward. 

Isaac  Watts,  1719. 
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Athens* 


D.O.  M. 


Felice  Glardini,  176a 


f  i>li  I  t  i 


6     Son      of    God,  with  glo-ry  crown*  d, Up -on    thy    Father's      throne, 


I      see    thee mock'd,andscourg'd and bound,Rejected    by    thine  own. 
For    me  thou  hast     endured    the  scorn,  For  me    despised    the    shame. 


Thy  tem-ples  wore    the  braid-ed  thorn,  And  bore  the  pierc  -  ing    pain ; 


The  Bufferings  of  Christ. 
1  Pet.  i.  11. 


M. 


*OU  1  Pet.  i.  11.  *^* 

0  Son  of  God,  with  glory  crowned, 
Upon  thy  Father's  throne, 

1  see  thee  mocked,  and  scourged,  and  bound, 

Rejected  by  thine  own. 
Thy  temples  wore  the  braided  thorn, 

And  bore  the  piercing  pain ; 
For  me  thou  hast  endured  the  scorn, 

For  me  despised  the  shame. 

I  see  thee  in  the  garden,  low, 

When  no  one  else  is  nigh ; 
I  mark  the  wonders  of  thy  woe, 

Thy  blood,  thy  bitter  cry. 
I  see  the  nails,  the  scourge,  the  rod, 

The  cross  of  infamy ; 
I  hear  the  cry,  *^My  God!  my  God! 

Hast  thou  forsaken  me?" 

Beneath  the  cross  where  Jesus  bled 

Amazed  I  sit  me  down, 
And  gaze  upon  the  sacred  head 

That  wore  the  thorny  crown. 
Here  in  my  Saviour's  cleansing  blood, 

My  burdened  soul  hath  found 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  peace  with  God, 

And  balm  for  every  wound. 


^Q1         Remember  me  when  thou  comest.  /-. 

*01  Luke  xxiii.  42.  ^* 

As  on  the  cross  the  Saviour  hung, 
And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died. 

He  poured  salvation  on  a  wretch. 
That  languished  at  his  side. 


M. 


II.,  cir.  18G5. 


His  crimes,  with  inward  grief  and  shame, 

The  penitent  confessed ; 
Then  turned  his  dying  eyes  to  Christ, 

And  thus  his  prayer  addressed : 

"Jesus,  thou  Son  and  Heir  of  heaven, 

Thou  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 
I  see  thee  bathed  in  sweat  and  tears. 

And  weltering  in  thy  blood. 
Yet  quickly  from  these  scenes  of  woe, 

In  triumph  thou  shalt  rise, 
Burst  thro*  the  gloomy  shades  of  death. 

And  shine  above  the  skies. 

"  Amid  the  glorias  of  thy  home 

May  I  a  sharer  be? 
When  thou  dost  in  thy  kingdom  come, 

O  Lord,  remember  me." 
''Truly,  to-day,  I  say  to  thee," 

The  suffering  Lord  replies, 
' '  Thou  shalt  in  peace  and  glory  be 

With  me  in  paradise. " 

V8. 1-4  Samuel  Stennett,  1727-1795;    vg.  5.G  H.,  1881. 
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AQQ  Take  unto  you  the  whole  armor  of  Ood.  r^    -^ 
TtO«  Eph.  vi.  13.  CM. 

Oh,  speed  thee,  Christian,  on  thy  way, 

And  to  thy  armor  cling ; 
With  girded  loins  the  call  obey, 

That  grace  and  mercy  bring. 

There  is  a  battle  to  be  fought, 

An  upward  race  to  run, 
A  crown  of  glory  to  be  sought, 

A  victory  to  be  won. 

The  shield  of  faith  repels  the  dart 
That  Satan's  hand  may  throw ; 

His  arrow  cannot  reach  thy  heart, 
If  Christ  control  the  bow. 

The  glowing  lamp  of  prayer  will  light 

Thee  on  thy  anxious  road ; 
Twill  keep  the  goal  of  heaven  in  sight, 

And  guide  thee  to  thy  God. 

Oh,  faint  not,  Christian,  for  thy  sighs 
Are  heard  before  His  throne ; 

The  race  must  come  before  the  prize, 
The  cross  before  the  crown. 

Sacred  Melodies,  184T. 


The  seventh  angel  poured  out  his  vial. 
Rev.  xvi.  17. 


C.  M. 


483 

Woe  to  the  men  on  earth  who  dwell, 

Xor  dread  th'  Almighty's  frown ; 
When  God  doth  all  his  wrath  reveal. 

And  shower  his  judgments  down! 
Sinners,  expect  those  heaviest  showers : 

To  meet  your  God,  prepare ! 
For,  lo !  the  seventh  angel  pours 

His  vial  in  the  air. 

Lo !  from  their  seats  the  mountains  leap ; 

The  mountains  are  not  found ; 
Transported  far  into  the  deep. 

And  in  the  opean  drowned. 
Who, then,  shall  live, and  face  the  throne, 

And  face  the  Judge  severe  ? 
When  heaven  and  earth  are  fled  and  gone. 

Oh,  where  shall  I  appear? 

Now,  only  now,  against  that  hour, 

We  may  a  place  provide ; 
Beyond  the  grave,  beyond  the  power 

Of  hell  our  spirits  hide : 
Firm  in  the  all-destroying  shock, 

May  view  the  final  scene ; 
For.  lo !  the  everlasting  Rock 

Is  cleft  to  take  us  in. 


484  SECOND   PART.  C.  M. 

By  faith  we  find  the  place  above. 

The  Rock  that  rent  in  twain. 
Beneath  the  shade  of  dying  love, 

And  in  the  clefts  remain. 
Jesus,  to  thy  dear  wounds  we  flee. 

We  sink  into  thy  side. 
Assured  that  all  who  trust  in  thee 

Shall  evermore  abide. 

Then  let  the  thundering  trumpet  sound ; 

The  latest  lightning  glare ; 
The  mountains  melt ;  the  solid  ground 

Dissolve  as  liquid  air; 
The  huge  celestial  bodies  roll. 

Amidst  that  general  fire, 
And  shrivel  as  a  parchment  scroll. 

And  all  in  smoke  expire. 

Yet  still  the  Lord  the  Saviour  reigns, 

When  nature  is  destroyed, 
And  no  created  thing  remains 

Throughout  the  flaming  void. 
Sublime  upon  his  azure  throne. 

He  speaks  th'  almighty  word; 
His  fiat  is  obeyed!  'tis  done; 

And  paradise  restored. 

So  be  it !  let  this  svstem  end. 

This  ruinous  earth  ana  skies ; 
The  New  Jerusalem  descend, 

The  New  Creation  rise.  * 
Thy  power  omnipotent  assume ; 

Thy  brightest  majesty ! 
And  when  thou  dost  in  glory  come. 

My  Lord,  remember  me ! 

Wesley,  ab.  1756. 

A.flR  He  shall  strenirthen  thine  heart.  ^    •«, 

*00  Psalm  xxvii.  14.  C.  ^r. 

Now,  Saviour,  strengthen  every  heart ; 

Our  faith  and  love  increase ; 
And  crown  thy  people,  as  they  part, 

With  mercy,  grace,  and  peace. 
And  when  our  pilgrimage  is  D^st, 

And  all  our  warfare  o'er, 
O  bring  us  to  thy  rest  at  last, 

To  praise  thee  evermore. 


H.,  1883. 


Naomi. 
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p.  110.    Peterboro.         p.  96. 


^ 


486-487 


©oh  Smttnmtirtl]^  '^h  ^00^* 


Love  Divine. 


Q,  M.  D. 


H.,  1879. 


nr 


1  The  Saviour  comes  to  seek  the  lojjt,  Hi«  heart  with  love  o'erflows;      Oh.  woi»i.  and  crushed,  and 


tem- pest -tost,  Your    ev*  -  ry    grief    he  knows;    He  leaves  tlie  high    es^tate    ofheav'nFor 


earth's  dark  des-ert drear;    To  save       a  race    of     ru  -  ined  men,  He  came     to     sojourn  here. 


AfiA  '^^^  love  of  Chrict  that  psaieth  knowledge.  /«    m 
*00  Eph.  iil.l9.  ^'   **• 

2  O  love,  so  high,  so  deep,  so  broad ! 
Its  height  no  tongue  can  tell : 

The  everlasting  love  of  God, 

Unto  a  race  that  fell : 
The  love  that  on  the  accursed  tree 

My  sins  and  sorrows  bore, 
That  suffered  death  that  I  might  be 

Alive  forevermore. 

3  The  merchant  seeketh  goodly  pearls 
In  caves  of  ocean  deep ; 

The  father  greets  the  prodigal ; 

The  shepherd  finds  his  sheep ; 
But  God  his  greater  love  commends ; 

Such  love  no  mortal  knows: 
How  few  would  die  to  save  their  friends, — 

Christ  died  to  save  his  foes  I 

4  O  love  divine !  thy  length  and  breadth, 
Thy  depths  I  seek  to  know; 

High  as  the  heights  of  heavenly  bliss, 

And  deep  as  human  woe  1 
Thus  I,  with  all  the  saints  of  God, 

Would  comprehend  and  prove 
The  love  that  Thou  dost  shed  abroad, — 

God's  boundless,  endless  love. 

H.,  1878. 
By  PermiMion. 


^017         All  thingit  work  tozether  for  Rood.  g^     i^ 

*0#     •  Rom.  viil.  28.  ^'    -"• 

We  know  that  all  things  work  for  good 

To  those  who  love  the  Lord, 
Who  by  his  grace  are  called  of  God, 

Who  trust  his  living  word ; 
If  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be 

Our  foe,  to  harm  or  fright? 
God  is  our  strength  and  victory, 

He  arms  us  for  the  fight. 

He  who  bestowed  his  only  Son 

That  sinful  men  might  live, — 
How  shall  he  not,  since  this  is  done. 

All  other  mercies  give? 
Who  shall  accuse  God's  chosen  ones? 

Shall  God,  who  pardon  gives? 
Who  shall  condemn  his  ransomed  sons? 

Shall  Christ,  who  died  and  lives? 

Not  length,  nor  breadth,nor  depth,  lor  height, 

Not  all  the  hosts  above, 
Not  all  the  powers  of  sin  and  night, 

Can  break  his  bands  of  love. 
Not  famine,  pestilence,  nor  sword, 

Things  present  nor  to  come, 
Shall  separate  us  from  our  Lord, 


Our  refuge  and  our  home. 
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H.,  1881. 


®ak«  itt^  T^k«  iijttm  '^nn. 


488-491 


AfUl  The  Lamb  is  the  lifcht  thereof.  p    ^r 

*00  Rev  xxi.  K.  '  •  •^*' 

It  is  not  for  thy  golden  streets, 

Jerusalem,  so  fair, 
And  dazzling  walls,  and  gates  of  pearls, 

I  sigh,  **  If  I  were  there!" 
It  is  not  that  thy  skies  are  bright 

With  glory's  purest  ray, — 
No  sun  is  there,  no  shade  of  night. 

Through  the  eternal  day. 

It  is  not  for  thy  pleasant  fruits. 

And  ever-blooming  flowers, 
And  odors  sweet,  by  crystal  streams 

That  grace  celestial  bowers. 
It  is  not  for  the  raiment  white 

By  saint  and  seraph  worn, 
Nor  harps,  whose  songs  of  rapture  thrill 

The  glad,  eternal  morn. 

It  is  not  that  the  rest  from  pain, 

Prom  sorrows,  toils,  and  fears, 
Is  perfect  in  the  boundless  gain 

Of  the  eternal  years, — 
Nor  aught  that  vision  dares  to  shape 

For  sense  to  seek  or  prove ; 
This  earth,  if  holy,  might  have  joy, 

And  peacefulness,  and  love. 

But  oh,  thy  charm,  Jerusalem, 

By  faith  alone  is  seen ; 
Jesus  hath  his  high  throne  in  thee, 

And  thou  no  taint  of  sin. 
My  spirit  longs  my  Lord  to  see, 

His  purity  to  wear; 
Thy  glory  is  thy  holiness,  — 

**0  God,  if  I  were  there  I" 

Unknown,  cir.  18S0. 


C»   alt 


A  name  which  is  above  evcrr  name. 
Phil.  U.  9. 


C.  M 
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Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

We  love  to  hear  of  thee ; 
No  music^s  like  thy  charming  name. 

Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

Chorus. 
Thou  hast  redeemed  us  by  thy  blood, 

And  piurged  each  guilty  stain ; 
And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  Qod, 

To  thee  be  praise.    Amen. 

When  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud. 
With  all  thy  favored  throng. 

Then  will  we  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  our  song. 

JoknCemick,  1746.    Choras  U.,  1884. 


AQi\  Enoch  walked  with  God. 

Oh !  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus  and  his  word? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ; 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 

Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 

And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

The  dearest  idol  T  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 

And  worship  only  Thee.  ' 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God,  ' 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

William'  Cowper,  1772. 

^Qi        A  name  which  in  above  every  name.      /,    vr 
tUL  Phil.  u.  9.  ^"  M» 

Jesus!  how  much  thy  name  unfolds 

To  every  opened  ear ; 
The  pardoned  sinner^s  memory  holds 

None  other  half  so  dear. 

Thy  name  encircles  every  grace 
That  God,  as  man,  could  show; 

There  only  could  he  fully  trace 
A  perfect  life  below. 

Jesus — the  One  who  knew  no  sin: 

Made  sin  to  make  us  just ; 
Worthy  art  thou  our  love  to  win, 

Worthy  of  all  our  trust. 

The  mention  of  thy  name  shall  bow 
Our  hearts  to  worship  thee; 

The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand  Thou, 
The  chief  of  sinners  we. 

Mary  Bowly  Peters,  1849. 

p.  92.    ArlJngrton.       p.  104. 


Balerma. 
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492-493 


Wfpi  'Snti  h  ni  Timh. 


Freedom,  or  xabtrt^. 


CM. 


F  j  pJ:\^iTi 


Stephen  Jenks,  1803.    Arr.  H.,  1880 


f-^-r 


m 


That  glo-rious    day     is      draw-ing  nigh, When  Zi-  on*8  light  shall  come ; 


^\i\i^  t-i— i^ij   i   J^pi-J  j  J  flj 


She    shall        a  -    rise        and  shine    on    high,      She  shall     a  -  rise      and 


'iFif  r  r  F  i'  i'  I'li'if  r  r  r  I 


#j  J,  f  [-M  ,1  rip\\-vil  pm 


shine    on  high.  Bright  as  the   morning    sun,  Bright  as    the    morning    sun. 


AOO  Redemption  draweth  nigh.  ^    -.> 

*V«  Luke  xxi.  28.  ^'  ^^• 

2  Tlie  north  and  south  her  sons  resign, 
And  earth's  foundations  rend ; 

A  bride  adorned,  Jerusalem, 
All  glorious,  shall  descend. 

3  When  Zion*s  bleeding,  conquering  King 
Shall  sin  and  death  destroy. 

The  morning  stars  shall  join  to  sing, 
And  Zion  shout  for  joy. 

4  Soon  shall  time's  fleeting  years  roll  round, 
The  church  shall  be  complete; 

Called  by  the  last  loud  trumpet's  sound. 
Their  Saviour's  face  to  meet. 

5  With  joy  they  meet  Him  in  the  sky, 
Whom  here  their  souls  adored ; 

And  in  a  world  where  none  shall  die, 
Live  ever  with  the  Lord. 

John  Leiand,  ab.  1800. 
Coronation,     p.  1(>0.    ArlJngrton.       p.  104. 


^^sp 


^  FnrmiMion 


3i 


^- 


£ 


AikQ  A  new  sons  before  the  Throne.  /-,    i^r 

^aO  Rev.xlv.S.  ^'  M. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Amid  his  Father's  throne ; 
Prepare  new  honors  for  his  name, 

And  songs  before  unknown. 

Let  elders  worship  at  His  feet, 

The  church  adore  around, 
With  vials  full  of  odors  sweet. 

And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

Those  are  the  prayers  of  all  the  saints, 
And  these  the  hymns  they  raise ; 

Jesus  is  kind  to  our  complaints, 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 

Now,  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 

Forever  on  thy  head. 

Thou  hast  redeemed  our  -souls  with  blood, 

Hast  set  the  prisoners  free ; 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  roign  with  thee. 
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Isaac  Watts,  1706. 


W%t  [fallout  1i[mitng  far  ^\\ihl 


494-49 


JesuB  ChriBtijirhich  is  onr  hope, 
im.  i.  1. 


C.  JI. 


^A^  JesuB  ChriBt^ 

Jesus,  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire, 

Redemption's  only  spring, 
Creator  of  the  world  art  thou, 

Its  Saviour,  and  its  King. 

How  vast  the  mercy  and  the  love 
Which  laid  our  sins  on  thee. 

And  led  thee  to  a  cruel  death, 
To  set  thy  people  free. 

But  now  the  bonds  of  death  are  burst, 

The  ransom  has  been  paid ; 
And  thou  art  on  thy  Father's  throne. 

In  glorious  robes  arrayed. 

Oh,  may  thy  mighty  love  prevail 

Our  sinful  souls  to  spare. 
Oh,  may  we  stand  around  thy  throne, 

And  see  thy  glory  there. 

Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou, 

As  thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 
In  thee  be  all  our  glory  now 

And  through  eternity. 

Latin.    2>.  £.  Caswall,  1849. 


Daily  shall  he  be  praised. 
Fsaltn  Ixzil.  15. 


C.  M. 


495 

Come,  ye  that  love  tlie  Saviour's  name, 
And  joy  to  make  it  known ; 

The  Sovereign  of  your  heart  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  his  throne. 

Behold  your  King,  your  Saviour,  crown'd 

With  glories  all  divine; 
And  tell  the  wondering  nations  round 

How  bright  those  glories  shine. 

Infinite  power  and  boundless  grace 

In  him  unite  their  rays : 
You  that  have  e'er  beheld  his  face, 

Can  you  forbear  his  praise? 

When  in  his  earthly  courts  we  view 

The  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  love  as  angels  do. 

And  wish  like  them  to  sing. 

And  shall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain? 

Lord,  teach  our  songs  to  rise ! 
Thy  love  can  animate  the  strain, 

And  bid  it  reach  the  skies. 

Oh,  happy  period!  glorious  day! 

When  heaven  and  earth  shall  raise, 
With  all  their  powei's,  the  raptured  lay 

To  celebrate  thy  praise. 

Anne  Steele,  17G0. 


Waiting  for  the  coming  of  our  Lord. 
1  Cor.  i.  7. 


C.  ^ 
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Another  weary  day  is  past, 

I'm  waiting  still  for  thee; 
Oh,  keep  me,  Saviour,  till  the  last. 

And  set  me  fully  free. 

I  long  to  know  thee  as  thou  art. 
And  reign  with  thee  in  life ; 

Oh,  let  this  longing,  fainting  heart, 
Now  end  the  mortal  strife. 

With  thine  immortal  image  seal 
This  feeble  creature  thine ; 

And  all  thy  glory  then  reveal. 
And  let  me  in  it  shine. 

I  would  be  where  thou  art :  oh,  come ! 

No  longer  now  delay ; 
But  take  thy  weeping  children  home. 

From  sin  and  grief  away. 

497  SECOND    PART.  C.  J 

Jesus,  our  life,  our  hope,  our  heaven, 
The  lingering  times  have  flown; 

To  thee  the  kingdom  now  is  given ; 
Return  and  claim  thine  own. 

And,  as  we  wait,  along  the  skies 

Unearthly  glory  steals ; 
And  our  glad  spirits  seem  to  rise. 

To  haste  thy  chariot  wheels.  . 

Although  they  seem  to  linger,  still 

Thy  retinue  on  high 
Is  marshaled,  and  awaits  the  will 

That  bids  their  myriads  fly. 

Then  we  will  wait,  nor  deem  too  Ion; 

The  closing  hours  of  grace, 
But  trim  our  lamps  with  cheerful  so: 

Till  we  shall  see  thy  face. 

Unknown,  cir.  18 

498 

Si)irit  Divine,  who  from  above 
Didst  come  with  heavenly  fire ; 

With  flaming  zeal,  and  fervent  love, 
Our  hearts  and  souls  inspire. 

Great  Spirit,  by  thy  heavenly  breatl 

New  life  create  within ; 
Quicken  lost  sinners  from  the  death 

Of  trespasses  and  sin. 

The  things  of  God,  great  Spirit,  ta 

And  to  thy  saints  reveal ; 
Our  bodies  thine  own  temple  make 

And  our  redemption  seal. 

Thos.  Cotterill,  1810.     Arr.  H., 

145 


c. 


499-600 


WifB  ^t^nrmiitm  nnh  t^$  ^^. 


^The  Valley  Dim. 


CM. 


R,  1808. 


Be    -    fore  us  lies        a       valley  dim,    Which  soon  our  feet      may    tread, 
We  are    almost  down  to  the    river  side,      Soon  shall  our  wanderings     cease, 


We  shall  walk  thro' the  valley  in    peace,  .  .  .  We  shall  walk  thro' the  valley  in  peace. 


And  thro'  it    rolls        a        sullen  stream.  The     riv  -  er       of      the      dead. 
If        Je-  sus  himself  will      he  our  guide,  We  shall  walk  thro' the  valley  in  peace. 


If        Je-  sus  himself  will      be  our  guide.  We  shall  walk  thro'  the  valley  in  peace. 


The  valley  of  the  shadow. 


C.  M. 


AOQ  '-"^o  Talley  ( 

Before  us  lies  a  valley  dim, 
Which  soon  our  feet  may  tread, 

And  through  it  rolls  a  sullen  stream, 
The  river  of  the  dead. 

Chorus. 
We  are  almost  down  to  the  river  side, 

Soon  shall  our  wanderings  cease, 
If  Jesus  himself  will  be  our  guide, 

We  shall  walk  thro'  the  valley  in  peace. 

We  shall  walk  thro'  the  valley  in  peace, 
•  We  shall  walk  thro*  the  valley  in  peace, 
If  Jesus  himself  will  be  our  guide, 

We  shall  walk  thro*  the  valley  in  peac  •. 

Tho'  dark  the  vale,  and  cold  the  stream, 

It  cannot  us  affright, 
For  Christ  hath  passed  thro'  the  valley  dim, 

To  the  home  of  joy  and  light. 

Tho'  death's  dark  shades  around  may  be, 

My  Shepherd  still  is  near, 
His  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort  me, 

No  evil  shall  I  fear. 

Baptized  beneath  death's  chilling  flood, 

In  glory  we  shall  rise, 
To  meet  the  conquering  Son  of  God, 


Descendmg  from  the  skies. 


H.,1865. 


By  PermiftRion. 


C/\/\  I  am  alire  foreTeimore.  ^     ^r 

OUU  Rev.  1.18.  ^-   A>- 

Afar  from  home,  on  an  island  lone. 

John  heard,  on  the  Lord's  own  day, 
A  mighty  voice  like  a  trumpet's  tone, 

Which  unto  him  did  say: 

Cho — "I  am  He  that  liveth  and  was  dead ; 
I  have  burst  the  prison  door ; 
I  bear  the  keys  of  hell  and  death. 
And  I  live  forevermore. 
I  live  forevermore, 
I  live  forevermore ; 
I  bear  the  keys  of  hell  and  death, 
And  I  live  forevermore." 

O  glorious  word,  by  the  prophet  heard, 

Above  the  billows'  roar ! 
The  Crucified,  who  for  sinners  died, 

Is  alive  forevermore. 

We  lay  our  dead  in  the  grave's  dark  shade. 
And  our  hearts  arc  sad  and  sore : 

But  Jesus  lives,  and  the  promise  gives, 
They  shall  rise  to  die  no  more. 

O  morning  bright,  may  thy  radiant  light 
Soon  shine  this  dark  earth  o'er; 

Then  saints  we  weep,  shall  awake  from  sleep, 
And  shall  live  forevermore. 

H.,  1883. 
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^HI  i\m  *3nq  '^nmuy  aui  %  Jla^  ^imi  %x[h^.    6o  1-502 


60" 


Dawnins. 


O.  M.  jy^orldi&lB, 


H.,  1880. 
Ftne. 


{Tho*  the  night  hangs  dark,  and  the  stars  are  dim,  We  will  walk  as    sons  of    day : 
And  will  cheer  our  souls  with  our  morning  hymn,Till  the  shad-ows  flee    a  -  way. 

When  the  Sun    of   Righteous  -  ness  snail  rise,  With      heal-ing    in  his  wings. 


For  we  watch   with  wait-in<r,   long-ing  eyes,  For  the  dawning  flush  that  springs 


Ortonville. 


page  96. 


Arling^tbn. 


page  104.         Bffarlo^w. 


jSpJ^Arr^    fzm^-JUJi    ^m 


page  94. 


m^:^=s=^^t=^= 


Ri\t  Walk  u  chUdren  of  light.  ,,    .. 

Ovrl  Eph.v.8.  ^*  ^^' 

Tho'  the  night  hangs  darkud  the  stars  Are  dim, 

We  will  walk  as  sons  of  day ; 
And  will  cheer  our  souls  with  onr  morning  hymn, 

Till  the  shadows  flee  away ; 
For  we  watch  with  waiting,  longing  eyes, 

For  the  dawning  flush  that  springs 
When  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  rise. 

With  healing  in  his  wings. 

Tho*  the  foe  be  fierce,  and  the  fight  be  sore, 

Yet  our  Captain's  arm  is  strong ; 
And  amid  the  battlers  wildest  roar, 

We  will  sing  the  victor's  song ; 
For  he  makes  us  more  than  conquerors  here, 

Through  his  all-abounding  grace, 
And  he  helps  us  on  with  words  of  cheer. 

Till  at  last  we  shall  see  his  face. 

Let  us  gird  our  souls  with  the  armor  of  light, 

Let  us  take  the  Spirit's  sw^ord ; 
Let  us  give  good  heed,  tliro'  the  storm  and  night. 

To  the  light  of  the  sacred  Word. 
We  will  fear  no  foe  while  our  Leader  lives, 

For  his  grace  shall  help  afford; 
And  thanks  be  to  God  who  the  victory  gives, 

Through  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord. 


c.  M. 


H..1SH0. 


By  Pcmuition. 


1 


RAO  Through  ignorance  ye  did  it. 

I  see  the  crowd  in  Pilate's  hall ; 

1  mark  their  wrathful  mien ;    • 
Their  shouts  of  **  Crucify  "  appall. 

With  blasphemy  between. 

And  of  that  shouting  multitude 

I  feel  that  I  am  one ; 
And  in  that  din  of  voices  rude 
.  I  recognize  my  own. 

I  see  the  scourges  tear  His  back, 

I  see  the  piercing  crown ; 
And  of  that  crowd  who  smite  and  mock, 

I  feel  that  I  am  one. 

Around  yon  cross  the  throng  I  see, 
Mocking  the  Sufferer's  groan ; 

Yet  still  my  voice  it  seems  to  be, 
As  if  I  mocked  alone. 

'Twas  I  that  shed  the  sacred  blood ; 

I  nailed  Him  to  the  tree ; 
I  cruciiied  the  Christ  of  God ; 

I  joined  the  mockery! 

Yet  not  the  less  that  blood  avails 

To  cleanse  away  my  sin, 
And  not  the  less  that  cross  prevails 

To  give  me  peace  within. 

HoratiuB  Bonar,  b.  180S. 

47 


503-504 


^t  nz  ©nrnts  Sii}% 


Crimson  Robe. 


CM. 


H.,  1880. 


Through  many     weary    years  of  pain,  A  suffringjsorrowing  soul, Many  physicians 


sought  in  vain;  But  none  could  make  her  whole.  Ah!    virtue    doth    in  Christ  a-bide,      In  his  piiM  C(  d 


hands  and  wounded     side.     Oh,  touch  by  faith  his   crimson  robe,  And  thou  shalt  be  made  whol>! 


If  I  may  but  touch  his  garment. 
Matt.  ix.21. 


C.   M. 


608 

Through  many  weary  years  of  pain, 
A  suffering,  sorrowing  soul, 

Many  physicians  sought  in  vain ; 
But  none  could  make  her  whole. 

She  heard  the  rumor  of  His  fame, 

And  felt  within  her  soul, 
"  If  I  but  touch  His  garment's  hem 

I  surely  shall  be  whole. " 

Amid  the  trampling  throng  she  came, 

A  sick  and  weary  soul. 
She  reached  and  touched  His  garment's  hem. 

And  Jesus  made  her  whole. 

"Who  touched  my  robe  ?"said  He ;  she  came 

And  told  before  them  all. 
How  she  had  touched  his  garment's  hem, 

And  faith  had  made  her  whole. 

Ye  sin-sick,  ruined,  fallen  men. 

Each  heaw-laden  soul ; 
Oh,  come,  and  touch  his  garment's  hem. 

And  Christ  will  make  you  w^hole! 

Cho. — Ah !  virtue  doth  in  him  abide. 
In  his  pierced  hands  and  wounded  side. 
By  faith  I  touch  his  crimson  robe. 
And  lo !  I  am  made  whole. 

H..  1879, 
CopyriRht.  li.  L.  Haatinn:!).  1888. 


148 


Ki\A,  Him  that  cometh  to  me.  r<    -u- 

Ow*  John  vl.  37.  ^«  -M. 

My  sohl,  approach  the  mercy-seat 

While  it  is  called  To-day : 
Oh,  hasten  to  thy  Saviour's  feet, 

And  in  his  presence  say : — 
'  'Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !" 

My  soul  is  like  a  troubled  sea, 

Tumultuous  and  unblest ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  to  Thee, 

For  thou  canst  give  me  rest. 
'*Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within  and  fears  without, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !" 

My  numerous  sins  and  faults  I  own, 

1  blu4h  with  guilt  and  shame ; 
Yet  will  I  seek  thy  gracious  throne 

And  plead  my  Saviour's  name. 
"Just  as  I  am,  thy  love  unknown* 
Hath  broken:  every  barrier  down : 
Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !" 

H.,  1881. 


9fr 


Refuge. 


Jt  JU|aH  liiA  X^$l  in  Jtmt[  Jlouls, 

C.  M. 


605-606 
H.,  1879. 


^^■^y-^^g^ 


My  wea^-ry  soul  a  rest  hath  found,  A  rest  that  will  not  fail :  A  sure  and  certain 


MSM£l 


Chorus. 


anchorage  ground  In  Christ,within  the  vail.     O  Rock    of    A-ges,  cleft  for  me,    ,In 

/TV 


thee  my  soul    I  hide  :    My  tow'r  of  strength,  I  fly  to  thee,  And  safely    there  abide. 


A  covert  from  the  tempest. 
Isa.  xxxii.  2. 


C.   M. 


606 

My  weary  soul  a  rest  hath  found 

A  rest  that  will  not  fail : 
A  sure  and  certain  anchorage  ground 

In  Christ  within  the  vail.    . 

Choru8:-0  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
In  thee  my  soul  I  hide. 
My  tower  of  strength,  I  fly  to  thee, 
And  safely  there  abide. 

I  hide  me  in  this  refuge  strong, 
From  every  tempest's  blast ; 

And  sit  and  sing  until  the  storm 
Of  wrath  is  overpast. 

Ye  comfortless 'and  tempest-tost, 

By  sins  and  woes  opprest ; 
Ye  tempted,  troubled,  ruined,  lost, 

Come,  find  in  Christ  your  rest. 

Ye  thirsty,  from  this  smitten  Rock 
Life's  crystal  waters  spring ; 

There  hide  from  every  stormy  shock, 
And  rest,  and  drink,  and  sing. 

H„  1879. 


Copynght,  li,  L.  Unsfmgs,  1879, 


i49 


erf\0    Thou  Son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me.     /•,     -.r 
OUO  Mark  x.  47.  <-•  M. 

A  beggar  by  the  liighway  side, 

Helpless  and  blind  I  sit: 
But  'mid  the  thronging,  hurrying  tide, 

I  hear  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Ghorus:-T\iOM  Son  of  David,  pity  me ; 
No  help  can  others  give ; 
Open  my  eyes  that  I  may  see, 
And  look  on  Thee,  and  live. 

Though  many  seek  my  voice  to  hush, 
Though  multitudes  may  throng ; 

High,  high  above  their  trampling  rush, 
My  cry  I  still  prolong. 

He  hears,  he  speaks,  he  calleth  me ! 

I  have  not  prayed  in  vain ; 
He  asks,  ''  What  shall  I  do  to  thee? 

What  favor  wouldst  thou  gain? " 

''Receive  thy  sight  1"  I  hear  him  say, 

His  word  I  now  receive ; 
I  follow  Jesus  in  the  way, 

I  look  to  him  and  live. 


H..  im. 


60Y-608 


%  '^mii  jiim$h  jl^Hmt  If^Hu^tt. 


Prodigal. 


O.  M, 


O    prod-i-gal,    why    wilt  thou  roam     In    sin's  dark  des  -  ert      wild? 


Re  -  mem-ber  thou,  though  far  from  home,     Art  still  the    Fa  -  ther's  child. 


Arlington. 


page  104.        Mear. 


page  88.  Naomi. 


^^^^-J^:^^    flt'rlM.i'U    p 


page  110. 


RiV7         When  he  was  yet  a  great  way  off.  ^    -» 

OV  §  Luke  XV.  20.  C.  M. 

O  prodigal,  why  wilt  thou  roain 

In  sin's  dark  desert  w^ild, 
Remember  thou,  tho'  far  from  home, 

Art  still  the  Father's  child. 

A  table  spread,  a  vacant  seat, 

A  door  that  stands  ajar. 
Tell  how  thy  Father  longs  to  greet 

His  child  who  wanders  far. 

The  love  that  bought  thy  soul  with  blood 
Still  in  His  heart  doth  burn : 

O  weary  wanderer  from  thy  God, 
In  penitence  return. 

Why  tarriest  thou  with  tearful  eyes, 

In  wretchedness  and  woe? 
Make  haste,  and  say,  '*I  will  arise, 

And  to  my  Father  go." 

While  yet  a  great  way  off  thou  art, 
With  willing  feet  He  speeds. 

To  clasp  thee  to  his  throbbing  heart. 
And  satisfy  thy  needs. 


His  heart  o'er  all  thy  wayward  mirth 
Hath  never  ceased  to  mourn ; 

And  joy  in  heaven,  and  joy  on  earth, 
Shall  hail  thy  glad  return. 


H..  1879. 


RAQ     Comfort  one  another  with  these  word*,    n    -^ 
OUO  1  ThesB.  iv.  18.  C.  M. 

Ye  souls  bereft,  be  comforted ; 

Ye  tearful  eyes,  look  up ; 
Ye  sorrow  not  above  the  dead 

As  those  who  have  no  hope. 

Since  we  believe  that  Jesus  died, 
And  rose,  o'er  death  the  King, 

So  with  Him,  all  who  sleep  in  Christ, 
Shall  God  in  victory  bring. 

The  Lord  himself  shall  come  from  heaven, 
And  shout  his  high  command ; 

Th'  archangel's  voice  and  trump  of  God 
Shall  sound  o'er  sea  and  land. 

The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
With  living  saints  caught  up ; 

In  clouds  they  meet,  with  glad  surprise. 
Their  Lord,  their  life,  their  hope. 

Safe  in  the  chambers  of  His  love, 

They  reap  a  rich  reward ; 
The  crown  of  life  laid  up  above : — 

The  welcome  of  the  Lord. 


By  PermiBsion. 


So  shall  we  ever  be  with  Him 

Who  once  for  sinners  bled : 

With  this  assurance  comfort  them 

Who  sorrow  o'er  the  dead. 

B..im>. 
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Wii$  "^HijUBsl  b  *SLtji^. 


509-512 


Come  to  the  Ark. 


CM. 


^^^ 


H.,  18791 


1  Come    to     the    ark !  come     to      the    ark  I  To      Je  -  sus     come    n  -  way : 


2rf=E 


The    pes      ti  -  lence  walks  forth  by  night,  The 


|S/\#1  Come  ihou  and  all  thy  house  ioto  the  Ark.  f^    -w 
OVa  Oen.vii.1.  ^»  M' 

2  Come  to  the  ark !  the  waters  rise, 
The  seas  their  billows  rear; 

While  darkness  gathers  o'er  the  skies, 
Behold  a  refuge  near. 

3  Come  to  the  ark !  all,  all  that  weep 
Beneath  the  sense  of  sin : 

Without,  deep  calleth  unto  deep : 
But  all  is  peace  within. 

4  Come  to  the  ark !  ere  yet  the  flood 
Your  lingering  steps  oppose ; 

Come,  for  the  door  which  open  stood 
Is  now  about  to  close. 

£d\/ard  Denny's  Cnllection,  1839. 

Si  /\     Awake  and  ting,  ye  that  dwell  in  dust     ^,     .  r 
OlU  Isaiah  xztL  19.  CM. 

Awake  and  sing !  awake  and  sing, 

Ye  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 
Now  on  you  dawns  the  eternal  Spring, 

Awake  and  sing,  ye  just ! 

Soft  falls  the  Holy  Spirit's  dew, 
On  death's  cold,  barren  clod ; 

And  myriad  forms  spring  forth  to  view, 
The  harvest  of  our  God. 

In  weakness  sown,  'mid  sighs  and  tears ; 

In  glory  now  they  rise, 
To  meet  their  Lord  when  he  appears, 

Descending  from  the  skies. 

Death's  chilling  winter  now  is  past, 
All  hail,  life's  joyous  Springl 

The  dew  of  God  descends  at  last ; 
Awake,  awake  and  sing  I 


The  respere  are  the  angels. 


V.   M. 


CI  1  '^^^^  respere 

UJLX  j£aJtt.  xiii.  89. 

The  angel  comes ;  he  comes  to  reap 

The  harvest  of  the  Lord. 
O'er  all  the  earth,  with  fatal  sweep, 

Wide  waves  his  flaming  sword. 

And  who  are  they,  in  sheaves,  to  bide 
The  fire  of  vengeance,  bound? 

The  tares,  whose  rank,  luxuriant  pride 
Chokes  the  fair  crop  around. 

And  who  are  they,  reserved  in  store 
God's  treasure-house  to  fill? 

The  wheat,  a  hundredfold  that  bore 
Amid  surrounding  ill. 

O  King  of  mercy !  grant  us  power 

Thy  fiery  wrath  to  flee ! 
In  thy  destroying  angel's  hour, 

O  gather  us  to  thee ! 

Henry  Hart  Milmau,  1791-1868. 


Neither  pray  I  for  these  alone. 


H.,  1881. 


By  Permission. 


er  1  O  Keither  p 

Ol46  Joh'nxviLJiO. 

Lord,  who  didst  for  thy  people  pray, 
That  they  might  all  be  one, 

Hear  the  petitions  which  we  lay 
Before  thy  gracious  throne. 

Unite  us.  Lord,  in  thee  our  Head ; 

May  we  one  faith  receive ; 
One  spirit  through  our  hearts  be  shed, 

So  may  the  world  believe. 

Gather  in  one  thy  scattered  sheep, 
The  flock  redeemed  by  thee ; 

And  one  in  thee  thy  people  keep. 
To  immortality. 

151 


c.  ^r. 


H..188B. 


613-514 


W%^  W^  Jmhti^  nf  @ob. 


jOmega. 


O.  M.  D. 


O.  Uolden,  17651844.    L.  H.,  1879. 


My  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend,  When  I  begin  thy  praise,  Where  will  the  growing 


numbers  end,The  numbers  of  thy  gracfe  rThou  art  my    ev  -  er  -  lasting  trust  ;Thy 

f3j3    ,  .      .  ,   , 


If  J  ,1 J  jiJ 


^ 


goodness  I      adore ;   And  since  I  knew  thv  graces  first,  I  speak  thy  glories  more. 


-»«- 


i 


My  lips  shall  greatl^rejoice. 
"    '  ilJ 


C.  M. 


513  '     -  P8alm"lxxi.'23 

My  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend, 

When  I  begin  thy  praise, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end. 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace? 

Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust ; 

Thy  goodness  I  adore ; 
And  since  I  knew  thy  graces  first 

I  speak  thy  glories  more. 

My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celestial  road ; 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  strength 

To  see  my  Father,  God. 

When  I  am  filled  with  sore  distress 

For  some  surprising  sin, 
I'll  plead  Thy  perfect  righteousness, 

And  mention  none  but  thine. 

How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  victories  of  my  King  I 
My  soul,  redeem'd  from  sin  and  hell, 

Shall  Thy  salvation  sing. 

Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  powers 

With  this  delightful  song 
lUl  entertain  the  darkest  hours, 

Nor  think  the  season  long. 


Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1719. 


Thy  kinedom  come. 
Matt.  vi.  10. 


C«  M. 


614 

Isles  of  the  deep,  rejoice!  rejoice! 

Ye  ransomed  nations,  sing 
The  praises  of  your  Lord  and  God, 

The  triumphs  of  your  King. 

He  comes,  and  at  his  mighty  word, 
The  clouds  are  fleeting  past, 

An^  o'er  the  land  of  promise,  see 
The  glory  breaks  at  last. 

There  He,  upon  his  ancient  throne, 
His  power  and  grace  displays, 

While  Salem,  with  its  echoing  hills, 
Sends  forth  its  voice  of  praise. 

Streams  of  divine,  unfading  joy. 
Whose  sweetness  none  can  know 

But  the  redeemed,  the  blood-bought  soul, 
Through  all  creation  flow. 


Oh,  let  his  praises  fill  the  earth! 

While  all  the  blest  above, 
In  strains  of  loftier  triumph  still. 

Speak  only  of  his  love. 

Sing,  ye  redeemed  1  Before  the  throne, 
Ye  white-robed  myriads,  fall ; 

Sing  —  for  the  Lord  of  glory  reigns, 
The  Christ  —  the  heir  of  all. 

Edward  Denny,  184& 
153 


9«  T«  ?il  H  ®s«  IRtntu 


615-518 


eifS  In  the  unity  of  the  fa::'. .  ,^    «, 

OlO  Ephriv.ia.  ^«  M. 

All  praise  to  our  redeeming  Lord, 

Who  joins  us  by  his  grace, 
And  bids  us,  each  to  each  restored, 

Together  seek  his  face. 

He  bids  us  build  each  other  up ; 

And,  gathered  into  one, 
To  our  high  calling's  glorious  hope, 

We  hand  in  hand  go  on. 

The  gift  which  he  on  one  bestows, 

We  all  delight  to  prove : 
The  grace  through  every  vessel  flows 

In  purest  streams  of  love. 

E'en  now  we  think  and  speak  the  same, 

And  cordially  agree; 
Concentered  all,  through  Jesus'  name, 

In  perfect  harmony. 

We  all  partake  the  joy  of  one, 
The  common  peace  we  feel : 

A  peace  to  sensual  minds  unknown, 
A  joy  unspeakable. 

And  if  our  fellowship  below 

In  Jesus  be  so  sweet. 
What  heights  of  rapture  shall  we  know, 

When  round  his  throne  we  meet ! 

CharleR  Wesley,  ab.  1746. 

R1  A        Eateeming  the  reproach  of  Christ.        ^    -.r 
OlO  *  Heb.  xi.  26.  ^«  **  • 

My  soul,  with  all  thy  wakened  powers 

Survey  the  heavenly  prize ; 
Nor  let  these  glittering  toys  of  earth 

Allure  tliy  wandering  eyes. 

The  joys  and  treasures  of  a  day 

I  cheerfully  resign; 
Rich  in  that  large,  immortal  store, 

Secured  by  grace  divine. 

Let  fools  my  better  choice  deride. 

Angels  and  God  approve ; 
Nor  scorn  of  men,  nor  rage  of  hell, 

My  steadfast  soul  shall  move. 

With  ardent  eye  that  bright  reward 

I  daily  will  survey ; 
And  in  the  blooming  prospect  lose 

The  sorrows  of  the  way. 

Philip  Doddridge,  ab.  1702-1751. 
Coronation*     p.  100.  Arling^n.       p.  104. 


R1  vy     Behold,  1  stand  at  the  door  and  knock.     ^^    -^ 
t'*  •  Rev.  iil.2U.  ^'  **• 

Come,  let  us,  who  in  Christ  believe. 
Our  common  Saviour  praise ; 

To  him  with  joyful  voices  give 
The  glory  of  his  grace. 

He  now  stands  knocking  at  the  door 

Of  every  sinner's  heart ; 
The  worst  need  keep  him  out  no  more, 

Or  force  him  to  depart. 

Through  grace  we  hearken  to  thy  voice, 
Yield  to  be  saved  from  sin ; 

In  sure  and  certain  hope  rejoice 
That  thou  wilt  enter  in. 

Come  quickly  in,  thou  heavenly  Guest, 

Nor  ever  hence  remove ; 
But  sup  with  us,  and  let  the  feast 

Be  everlasting  love. 

Wesley,  ab.  1741. 


Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes. 
Matt  zzi.  16. 


618  ^"*"*Mattl"xxiVl6l' ''''^"*  CM. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  the  children's  hymn ; 

His  gentle  love  declare. 
Who  bends  amid  the  seraphim 

To  hear  the  children's  prayer. 

He  at  a  mother's  breast  was  fed. 
Though  God's  own  Son  was  he ; 

He  learned  the  first  small  words  he  said 
At  a  meek  mother's  knee. 

He  held  us  to  his  mighty  breast, 

The  children  of  the  earth ; 
He  lifted  up  His  hands  and  blessed 

The  babes  of  human  birth. 

So  shall  he  be  to  us  our  God, — 

Our  gracious  Saviour,  too ; 
The  scenes  we  tread  his  footsteps  trod. 

The  paths  of  youth  he  knew. 

Lo,  from  the  stars  his  face  will  turn 

On  us  with  glances  mild ; 
The  angels  of  his  presence  yearn 
.  To  bless  the  little  child. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  the  children's  hymn ; 

His  gentle  love  declare. 
Who  bends  amid  the  seraphim 

To  hear  the  children's  prayer! 

Robert  Stephen  Hawker,  ab.  clr.  1800? 


519-620 


'$tip3ib  fits  ymth  oi'  ®iA. 


Arnlon. 


C.  M.  D. 


iL,  1879. 


Thou  Lamb  of  God,  for     sin-nera  slaio,  Be -fore  whom  angels  bow,  We^    lift   to   fhee     our 


fhankftU  strain,  And    sing  thy       glo-ry     now.  While  circling  throngs  of  an -gels  bright  Sur- 


round thy  radiant  throne,  We    who  partake    thy    life      and  light,  With  thanks  thy  goodness  own. 


Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 
Bev.  ▼.  12. 


C.  M. 


519 

Thou  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 

Before  whom  angels  bow, 
We  lift  to  Thee  our  thankful  strain, 

'And  sing  thy  glory  now. 

"While  circling  throngs  of  angels  bright 
Surround  thy  radiant  throne. 

We  who  partake  thy  life  and  light, 
With  thanks  thy  goodness  own. 

Like  incense  may  our  prayers  ascend 

Before  thy  throne  on  high ; 
And  may  thy  grace  on  us  descend, 

While  we  for  blessings  cry. 

Oh,  may  our  songs,  inspired  by  Thee, 

In  ceaseless  gladness  rise. 
Till  we  with  joy  thy  face  shall  see. 

And  sing  in  paradise. 

Exalted,  glorified,  enthroned. 
We  laud  and  praise  our  King, 

With  glory  and  with  honor  crowned 
We  long  His  reign  to  sing. 

Come,  Thou,  earth^s  great,  anointed  One, 
And  where  Thou  once  wast  slain 

Thy  will  as  in  the  heavens  be  done. 
Lord  Jesus,  come  and  reign ! 

H.,  1879. 


Peace  be  unto 
John  XX.  1 


on. 


Ga    Bl« 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HasttngsTliSS. 
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S20 

How  sweet  and  awful  is  the  place, 
With  Christ  within  the  doors. 

While  everlasting  Love  displays 
The  choicest  of  her  stores ! 

While  all  our  hearts,  and  every  song, 

Join  to  admire  the  feast, 
£ach  of  us  cries,  with  thankful  tongue, 

**  Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest? 

**  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice. 
And  enter  while  there's  room. 

When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choices 
And  rather  starve  than  come? " 

'Twas  the  same  love  that  spread  the  feast 

That  sweetly  forced  us  in ; 
Else  we  had  still  refused  to  taste. 

And  perished  in  our  sin. 

Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God ; 

Constrain  the  earth  to  come ;  s 
Send  thy  victorious  word  abroad. 

And  bring  the  strangers  home. 

We  long  to  see  thy  churches  full, 

That  all  the  chosen  race 
May,  with  one  voice,  and  heart,  and  soul. 

Sing  thy  redeeming  grace. 

Imuu:  Watts,  ab.  1708. 


li]|^  ^btib  jH^nll  6m^  ®i|«s  ©otttmnstliQ^        521-624 


COI      Whom  haTe  I  in  heaTen  but  Thee?      .,    -^ 
U40A  Ftelm  IzziiL  SB.  ^*  ^* 

God,  my  supporter  and  my  hope, 

My  help  forever  near, 
Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up 

When  sinking  in  despair. 

Thy  counsels,  Lord,  shall  guide  my  feet, 
Through  this  dark  wilderness ; 

Thine  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  seat, 
To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

Were  I  in  heaven  without  my  God, 

'Twould  be  no  joy  to  me ; 
And  whilst  this  earth  is  my  abode, 

I  long  for  none  but  Thee. 

What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke, 
And  flesh  and  heart  should  faint ; 

God  is  my  souPs  eternal  Rock, 
The  strength  of  every  saint. 

Behold,  the  sinners  that  remove 

Far  from  thy  presence,  die ; 
Not  all  the  idol  gods  they  love 

Can  save  them  when  they  cry. 

But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God, 

Shall  be  my  sweet  employ ; 
My  tongue  shall  sound  thy  works  abroad, 

And  tell  the  world  my  joy. 

Imuus  Watta.  1719. 


Thou  shalt  guide  me. 
Fulm  IxxUi.  ai. 


C.  ^l. 


622 

Lord,  thro*  the  dubious  paths  of  life 

Thy  feeble  servant  guide ; 
Supported  by  thy  powerful  arm, 

My  footsteps  shall  not  slide. 

To  Thee,  O  my  unerring  Guide, 

I  would  myself  resign ; 
In  all  my  ways  acknowledge  Thee, 

And  form  my  will  by  thine. 

Thus  shall  each  blessing  of  Thy  hand 

Be  doubly  sweet  to  me ; 
And  in  new  griefs  I  still  shall  have 

A  refuge,  Lord,  in  thee. 

Lord,  by  thy  counsel,  while  I  live, 
Guide  thou  my  wand'ring  feet ; 

And  when  my  course  on  earth  is  run, 
Conduct  me  to  thy  seat.. 

John  Needham,  1768. 


Peterboro.         p.  96.    Mear. 


<^)  Jlfl 


p.  88. 
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ROQ  Lord,  teach  tu  to  iway.  rt    -ar 

0«0  ^  Luke  xL  1.  CM, 

Lord,  teach  thy  servants  how  to  pray 
With  reverence  and  with  fear ; 

Though  dust  and  ashes,  yet  we  may. 
We  must,  to  thee  draw  near. 

We  come,  then,  God  of  grace,  to  thee; 

Give  broken,  contrite  hearts ; 
Give  — what  thine  eye  delights  to  see  — 

Truth  in  the  inward  parts. 

Give  deep  humility  —  the  sense 

Of  goaly  sorrow  give ; 
A  strong,  desiring  confidence, ' 

To  see  Thy  face  and  live. 

Give  faith  in  that  one  sacrifice 

Which  can  for  sin  atone ; 
To  cast  our  hopes,  to  fix  our  .eyes 

On  Christ,  and  Christ  alone. 

Give  patience,  still  to  wait  and  weep. 

Though  mercy  long  delay ; 
Courage,  our  fainting  souls  to  keep. 

And  trust  Thee,  though  thou  slay. 

Give  these,  and  then  thy  will  be  done ; 

Thus  strengthened  with  all  might, 
We,  through  thy  Spirit  and  thy  Son, 

Shall  pray,  and  pray  arinflit. 

Jamea  MontgomerVf  ob.  1819. 


ROA.  A  sower  went  forth  to  sow.  f,    •» 

O^ett  Matt  adii.  8.  <^«  ^» 

Oft  as  the  precious  seed  is  sown 
With  labor,  tears,  and  pain. 

Lord,  grant  when  all  the  toil  is  done, 
It  may  not  be  in  vain. 

Though  Satan  catches  many  seeds. 

Some  fall  on  stony  ground. 
And  some  are  choked  by  thorns  and  weeds. 

May  some  be  fruitful  found. 

Watch  thou  each  seed,  each  blade,  each  ear, 

Protect  the  ripened  grain ; 
And  may  the  perfect  fruit  appear 

To  recompense  our  pain. 

Guard  thou  the  seed  in  fertile  ground. 

Rich  increase  give,  we  pray ; 

May  fruit  an  hundredfold  be  found. 

In  the  great  harvest  day. 

a,  188a 


525 


^nh  Hit  h  %  Xttk. 


.Weary  Land. 


O.  M. 


or ' 


H.,  1880. 


-4-^^^g^ 


I 

My  soul  earth's  burning  wastes  hath  trod,   And  found  no     rest  nor  peace,  Un- 


JE^ 


<=£=!?= 


g^ 


Chorus. 


til  I  turned  and  sought  my  God,  Who  bade  my  wand*ring  cease.  Oh,  Je-  sus  is    a 

-  —  »  -  -  »  -  -  -      Q|,i^i.. 


^S 


Rock    in        a    wea  -  ry    land,  In        a  wea  -  ry  land,  In      a      wea-ry    land ; 


r  r  I  r  r  £=^ 


t^ 


r  rirrficriD'r  1 1 


Je  -  sus     is      a  Rock    in      a    wea  -  ry  land,   A     shelter    in  the  time  of  storm. 

^   -   -    -    • 


CQR  The  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary  land,  q    -w- 
%^^0%^  ^Ba*  xxxii*  4B* 

My  soul  earth's  burning  wastes  hath  trod, 
And  found  no  rest  nor  peace, 

Until  I  turned  and  sought  my  God, 
Who  bade  my  wandering  cease. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  Jesus  is  a  Rock  in  a  weary  land, 
In  a  weary  land,  in  a  weary  land, 

Jesus  is  a  Rock  in  a  weary  land, 
A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 


Beneath  this  shade  I  safe  abide, 
And  fear  no  tempest's  shock ; 

I  drink  the  crystal  floods  that  glide 
Forth  from  this  smitten  Rock. 

By  FermiBsion. 


Why  perish  'mid  earth's  desert  waste, 
With  life's  pure  fount  so  nigh? 

O  fainting  one,  to  Jesus  haste, 
For  those  who  linger,  die. 

Come  to  this  Rock,  ye  souls  forlorn ; 

Escape  the  burning  blast ; 
Here  find  a  shelter,  till  the  storm 

Of  wrath  is  overpast. 

Make  haste,  and  fly  the  tempest's  shock, 

O  ye  who  mourn  for  sin ; 
Behold,  the  everlasting  Rock 

Is  cleft  to  take  you  in. 


€oronation.     p.  100.  Arlington 


I 

150 


^p 


H.,1881. 

p.  io<. 


Sb$^b  h  !$^  ll^ai  'iQ^sritl^sii^. 
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Vfffilante. 


CM. 


H.,  1880. 


^j^jjtHt,-HU-:iV=/'gl 


It  may  be  at  the  even- tide  When  day's  hard  toil  is  done ;  While  lengthening  shadows 


topip  p 


^^3 


slowly  glide  Be  -  fore  the  sinking   sun ;  That  o'er  the   sky  a     brighter  light  Than 


Chorus. — My    soul,  awake,       and    watch,  and  wait.  A- 


^liiij.^ijii 


sun  -  set's  glow  shall  spread,  And  Christ  shall  come  in    glori-  ous  might,  To  judge  the  quick  and  dead. 

D.S. 


FrrffYl^ii 


gainst  that   day      of  doom;  For  in    an  hour  thou     thinkest    not.    The  Son    of  man  shall  come. 


Ron  I  tar  unto  all,  Watch!  ^i     itr 

It  may  be  at  the  even-tide 

When  day's  hard  toil  is  done ; 
While  lengthening  shadows  slowly  glide 

Before  the  sinking  sun, — 
That  o'er  the  sky  a  brighter  light 

Than  sunset's  glow  shall  spread, 
And  Christ  shall  come  in  glorious  might, 

To  judge  the  quick  and  dead. 

Cho. — My  soul,  awake,  and  watch,  and  wait, 
Against  that  day  of  doom  ; 
For  in  an  hour  thou  thinkest  not. 
The  Son  of  man  shall  come. 

It  may  be  when  the  midnight's  gloom 

Hangs  heavy  on  the  land ; 
When  mighty  waves  with  sullen  boom 

Dash  on  the  silent  strand, — 
That  there  shall  thunder  from  on  high 

The  solemn  midnight  call — 
"  Go,  meet  the  Bridegroom  in  the  sky, 

He  comes !  Be  ready,  all  1" 


It  may  be  at  the  break  of  day, 

Wlien  in  the  silent  sky, 
The  starry  splendors  fade  away 

As  morning's  light  draws  nigh,  — 
That  all  the  nations,  near  or  far. 

Shall  see  His  wondrous  sign. 
And  Christ,  the  bright  and  morning  star, 

O'er  heaven  and  earth  shall  shine. 

It  may  be  in  the  morning  skies, 

When  nature  shines  and  sings. 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  rise 

With  healing  in  His  wings, — 
And  bring  to  all  who  love  the  light 

The  everlasting  day, 
While  all  who  work  the  works  of  night 

To  darkness  go  away. 

H..  1880. 


Angels*  Song:,  p.  132.  Amazing  Grace.  128. 


f5E:gga 
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i^^^ 
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Copyright,  U.  L.  Hastings,  1883. 
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527-528 


St.  Thomas. 


8.M, 


ji'a  ^  I  d   d 


WnUam  Tanstir,  1743. 


ff\^\p\i    ij\'J^^   iTJ 


Stand    up,  and    bless  the      Lord,    Ye 


peo  -   pie 


of      His      choice ; 
/as 


P 


s 


pjigl  jl^ 


Stand  up,     and  bless  the  Lord  your  God,  With  heart,  and      soul,  and  voice. 

1       -.        /9v 


w  : 


=JL 


zz 


P  fMF  II Mf  ]■  Hr  F'C  "' 


Boylston. 


page  160.         Iiaban. 


Kentucky. 


pap:e  1(54. 


Stand  up.  and  bless  the  Lord. 
Neh.  ix.  5. 


S.   M. 


fi27 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  His  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 

With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high. 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 

And  laud  and  magnify? 

Oh,  for  the  living  flame 
From  His  own  altar  brought ; 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

There,  with  benign  regard, 
Our  hymns  He  deigns  to  hear; 

Though  unrevealed  to  mortal  sense, 
The  spirit  feels  Him  near. 

God  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  his  salvation  ours ; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 

With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord ; 

The  Lord  your  God,  adore ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name, 

Henceforth,  forevermore. 

James  Montgomery,  1824. 


erOQ       Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee? 
0«0  Psalm  Ixxiii.  25. 

My  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call : 

I  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 


Sa      Bfa 


To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 
The  angels  owe  their  bliss ; 

They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heavenly  place, 

If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky, 

Can  one  delight  afford ; 
No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy. 

Without  thy  presence.  Lord. 

Thou  art  the  sea  of  love. 
Where  all  my  pleasures  roll ; 

The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  centre  of  my  soul. 

To  Thee  my  spirits  fly 

With  infinite  desire ; 
And  yet,  how  far  from  thee  I  lie  1 

Dear  Jesus,  raise  me  higher. 

baac  ITafts,  Ob.  1700. 

loo 
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CQQ         Upon  the  first  day  of  the  week.         ^     ^1^ 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 

And  these  rejoicing  eyes 

The  King  himself  comes  near. 
And  feasts  liis  saints  to-day ; 

Here  we  may  sit  and  see  him  here. 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

One  day  in  such  a  place, 
Where  thou,  my  God,  art  «een, 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Of  pleasurable  sin. 

My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 

To  everlasting  bliss. 

*    Isaac  Watts,  1719. 

RQA Behold,  the  Judge  standeth  before  the  door,  q    ^r 
OOXJ  James  V.  9.  ^»  ■■'^ 

Behold !  the  day  is  come ; 

The  righteous  Judge  is  near; 
And  sinners,  trembling  at  their  doom, 

Shall  soon  their  sentence  hear. 

Angels,  in  bright  attire, 

Conduct  him  through  the  skies ; 
Darkness  and  tempest,  smoke  and  fire, 

Attend  him  as  he  files. 

How  awful  is  the  sight ! 

How  loud  the  thunders  roar! 
The  sun  forbears  to  give  his  light, 

And  stars  are  seen  no  more. 

The  whole  creation  groans ; 

But  saints  arise  and  sing; 
They  are  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord, 

And  he  their  God  and  King. 

Benjamin  Beddome,  1717-1795. 


As  the  mountains  are  round  about. 
Psalm  czzv.  2. 


S.   M. 
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Finn  and  unmoved  are  they 
That  rest  their  souls  on  God ; 

Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt, 
Or  where  the  ark  abode. 

As  mountains  stood  to  guard 

The  city's  sacred  ground, 
So  God,  and  his  almighty  love, 

Embrace  his  saints  around. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1719. 


JCQO       I  vill  ling  a  new  song  unto  Thee.  «    i^ 

Uaa  Psalm  cxUv.  9.  ^'  ^' 

Raise  your  triumphant  songs 

To  an  immortal  tune; 
Let  tlie  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds 

Celestial  grace  has  done. 

Sing  how  eternal  love 

Its  chief  Beloved  chose, 
And  bade  Him  raise  our  wretched  race* 

From  their  abyss  of  woes. 

His  hand  no  thunder  bears. 
Nor  terror  clothes  His  brow ; 

No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  souls 
To  fiercer  fiames  below. 

'Twas  mercy  filled  the  throne, 

And  wrath  stood  silent  by. 
When  Christ  was  sent  with  pardons  down 

To  rebels  doomed  to  die. 

Now,  sinners,  dry  your  tears. 
Let  hopeless  sorrows  cease ; 

Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  His  love. 
And  take  the  offered  peace. 

Lordj  we  obey  thy  call : 

We  lay  an  humble  claim 
To  the  salvation  thou  hast  brought, 

And  .love  and  praise  thy  name. 

Isaac  Watts,  1708. 


He  dwelleth  with  you. 
John  xiv.  17. 


S.  M. 


638 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  here, 

Where  saints  in  prAyer  agree ; 

As  Jesus'  parting  gift,  he's  near 
Each  pleading  company.    , 

Not  far  away  is  he, 

To  be  by  prayer  brought  nigh ; 
But  here  in  present  majesty, 

As  in  his  courts  on  high. 

He  dwells  within  our  soul, 

An  ever  welcome  guest ; 
He  reigns  with  absolute  control, 

As  Monarch  in  the  breast. 

Our  bodies  are  his  shrine, 
And  he,  th'  indwelling  Lord ; 

All  hail,  thou  Comforter  Divine, 
Be  evermore  adored  1 

Obedient  to  thy  will. 
We  wait  to  feel  thy  power ; 

O  Lord  of  life,  our  hopes  fulfill. 
And  bless  this  hallowed  hour. 

Charles  H.  Spni8e<»i,  1806, 

159 
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lb  tt<^  ^ttbttr^i^  laq(ur^ 


Boylston. 


S.M. 


Lowell  Mason,  1832. 


ij  soul, repeat  Hu  pnu8e,Who86merae8 an  so  great;  Whose  anger  is  lo  slow  to  rUe,  80    ready    to    a-tNae. 

—  • 


8t.  Thomas. 


fiji'»yj$ 


page  158. 


Lraban. 


ss. 


page  166. 


Sha'wmnt. 


page  1«8 


As  a  father  pitieth  his  children. 


S.    M. 


fSAA  As  a  father  p 

OOV  Pialin  cUi.  13. 

My  soulf  repeat  His  praise, 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 

Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

God  will  not  always  cbide ; 

And  when  his  strokes  are  felt, 
His  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 

And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

His  power  subdues  our  sins ; 

And  his  forgiving  love, 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 

Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  that  fear  his  name, 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

He  knows  wc  are  but  dust, 
Scattered  with  every  breath ; 

His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind, 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower ; 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

But  thy  compassions.  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure  ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 

Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

Isaac  Wattn,  1719. 


To  wait  for  His  Son  fVom  heaven. 
1  These,  i.  10. 


S.  M. 


686 

In  expectation  sweet, 

We'll  wait,  and  sing,  and  pray, 
Till  Christ's  triumphal  car  we  meet. 

And  see  an  endless  day. 

He  comes !  the  Conqueror  comes ! 

Death  falls  beneatli  his  sword ; 
The  joyful  prisoners  burst  the  tombs, 

And  rise  to  meet  their  Lord. 

The  trumpet  sounds,  **  Awake  I 
Ye  dead,  to  judgment  comel" 

The  pillars  of  creation  shake. 
While  man  receives  his  doom. 

Thrice  happy  morn  for  those 
Who  love  the  ways  of  peace ; 

No  night  of  sorrow  e'er  shall  close, 
Or  shade  their  perfect  bliss. 

Joseph  Swain,  ab.  1791. 


Know  thou  the  Ood  nf  thy  Father. 
1  Chron.  xxviii.  i). 


S.  M. 


686 

My  son,  know  thou  the  Lord, 

Thy  father's  God  obey ; 
Seek  his  protecting  care  by  night, 

His  guardian  hand  by  day. 

Call,  while  he  may  be  found ; 

Seek  him  while  he  is  near; 
Serve  him  with  all  thy  heart  and  minrl. 

And  worship  him  with  fear. 

If  thou  wilt  seek  his  face, 

His  ear  will  hear  thy  cry ; 
Then  shalt  thou  find  his  mercy  sure, 

His  gnice  forever  nigh. 

But  if  thou  leave  thy  God, 

Nor  choose  the  path  to  heaven, 
Then  shiilt  thou  perish  in  thy  sins, 


And  never  be  forgiven. 


160 


'*ALady."I7ai. 


J 


V 


Wii$  Jknvh  Vi^t^  Wipm  W^ni  ^^ar  !§im.       537-541 


la  the  morning  sow  tby  aeed. 
Eccl.  zi.  6b 


B*      Bla 
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Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed ; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 

Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 

When  and  wherever  strown ; 

And  duly  shall  appear, 
In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 

The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain : 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  gamers  in  the  sky. 

Then,  when  the  glorious  end. 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come. 

The  angel  reapers  shall  descend. 
And  heaven  shout,  **  Harvest  home  I" 

James  Montgomery,  1832. 


CQfi       Thou  in  ftithAilneM  hut  aflllcted  me.      «    -^ 

How  tender  is  thy  hand, 

O  thou  beloved  Lord ! 
Afflictions  come  at  thy  command, 

And  leave  us  at  thy  word. 

How  gentle  was  the  rod 

That  chastened  us  for  sin ! 
How  soon  we  found  a  smiling  God, 

Where  deep  distress  had  been. 

A  Father's  hand  we  felt, 

A  Father's  heart  we  knew : 
With  tears  of  penitence  we  knelt. 

And  found  his  promise  true. 

We  told  him  all  our  grief, 
We  thought  of  Jesus'  love ; 

A  sense  of  pardon  brought  relief, 
And  bade  our  pains  remove. 

Now  will  we  bless  the  Lord, 
And  in  his  strength  confide : 

Forever  be  his  name  adored, 
For  there  is  none  beside. 

Thomas  HtBtings,  1822-1850. 


8.  M. 


689      ^■**"t?S!S5i?lsr'"^ 

Give  to  the  Lord  thine  heart; 

In  him  all  pleasures  meet ; 
Oh,  come,  and  choose  the  better  part. 

Low  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live ; 

His  peace  shall  be  your  stay  — 
Peace,  which  the  world  can  never  give. 

Can  never  take  away. 

Go  with  him  to  his  cross, 

Go  with  him  to  his  tomb ; 
Your  richest  gain  account  but  loss, 

And  tarry  till  he  come. 

Then,  when  you  hear  his  voice, 
Your  faithful  Shepherd's  call. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  m  him  rejoice. 
Your  God,  your  Guide,  your  All  I 

Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  18W. 


Whose  sin  is  covered. 
Fsalm  zzzii.  1. 


S*  M. 


640 

Oh,  blessed  souls  are  thev 
Whose  sins  are  covered  o'er ! 

Divinely  blest,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more. 

They  mourn  their  follies  past. 
And  keep  their  hearts  with  care ; 

Their  lips  and  lives,  without  deceit, 
Shall  prove  their  faith  sincere. 

While  I  concealed  my  guilt, 

I  felt  the  festering  wound. 
Till  I  confessed  my  sins  to  Thee, 

And  ready  pardon  found. 

Let  sinners  learn  to  pray. 
Let  saints  keep  near  the  throne ; 

Our  help  in  times  of  deep  distress 
Is  found  in  God  alone. 

Isaac  Watte,  1719. 


Who,  then,  ir  willinf;  to  consecrate? 
1  Chron.xxiz.fi. 


S.  M. 
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Lord,  in  the  strength  of  grace. 
With  a  glad  heart  and  free, 

Myself,  my  residue  of-  days, 
I  consecrate  to  Thee. 

Thy  ransomed  servant,  I 

Restore  to  thee  thine  own ; 
And  from  this  moment  live  or  die 

To  serve  my  God  alone. 

Charles  Wesley,  1783. 


542-544 


Dennis. 


8.  M« 


H.G.Nngeli,lB9aL 


1  Re  -  vive     thy    work,    O   Lord !     Thy    might-  y 


arm    make  bare ;  Speak 


with    the    voice  that    wakes  the     dead,    And    make    thy  peo  -   pie  hear. 


g^Q  O  Lord^evive  thy  vork.  g    j^ 

2  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord ! 
Disturb  this  sleep  of  death ; 

Quicken  the  smouldering  embers  now, 
By  thine  almighty  breath. 

3  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord ! 
Create  soul-thirst  for  Thee ; 

And,  hungering  for  the  Bread  of  Life, 
Oh,  may  our  spirits  be  1 

4  Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord ! 
Exalt  thy  precious  name ; 

And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  Thee  and  thine  inflame. 

5  Revive  thy  work,  0  Lord  1 
And  give  refreshing  showers ; 

The  glory  shall  be  all  thine  own. 
The  blessing,  Lord,  be  ours. 

Albert  Midlane,  1861. 


That  Holy  Splrit^of  j>romi8e. 


S.  M. 


548  '  £ph.i.I 

Thou,  Holy  Spirit,  art 

Of  truth  the  promised  seal ; 

Convincing  power  thou  dost  impart, 
And  Jesus'  grace  reveal. 

Oh,  breathe  thy  quickening  breath, 

And  light  and  life  afford ; 
Instruct  us  how  to  live  by  faith, 

And  glorify  the  Lord. 

John  Berridg«,  1785. 
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Jg^^  Being  knit  together  in  love.  a    ^ 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers : 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one. 
Our  comforts,  and  our  cares. 

We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 

The  sympathizing  tear. 

When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain : 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 

This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way ; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 

And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free : 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 

Through  all  eternity. 

John  Fawcett,  17|1. 


jn^e{l|[BI{2t»         545-54 


RA,R  Early  will  I  seek  tbae.  ^    ^ 

Sweetly  the  holy  hymn 

Breaks  on  the  morning  air : 
Before  the  world  with  smoke  is  dim 

We  meet  to  offer  prayer. 

While  flowers  are  wet  with  dews, 
Dew  of  our  souls,  descend : 

Ere  yet  the  sun  the  day  renews, 
O  Lord,  thy  Spirit  send. 

Upon  the  battle-field, 

Before  the  fight  begins, 
We  seek,  O  Lord,  thy  sheltering  shield, 

To  guard  us  from  our  sins. 

Ere  yet  our  vessel  sails 

Upon  the  stream  of  day, 
We  plead,  O  Lord,  for  heavenly  gales 

To  speed  us  on  our  way. 

On  the  lone  mountain  side. 

Before  the  morning^s  light. 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  wept  and  cried, 

And  rose  refreshed  with  might. 

Oh,  hear  us  then,  for  we 

Are  very  weak  and  frail. 
We  make  the  Saviour's  name  our  plea. 

And  surely  must  prevail. 

Charles  U.  Spnrgeon,  ISOS. 


Let  OB  go  into  the  honte  of  the  Lord. 
Fsalm  cxzii.  1. 


S.  M. 
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Come  to  the  house  of  prayer, 

O  thou  afiiicted,  come; 
The  God  of  peace  shall  meet  thee  there ; 

He  makes  that  house  his  home. 

Come  to  the  house  of  praise, 

Ye  who  are  happy  now ; 
Li  sweet  accord  your  voices  raise. 

In  kindred  homage  bow. 

Ye  aged,  hither  come. 

For  ye  have  felt  His  love ; 
Soon  shall  your  trembling  tongues  be  dumb ; 

Your  lips  forget  to  move. 

Ye  young,  before  His  throne, 
Come  bow ;  your  voices  raise ; 

Let  not  your  hearts  His  praise  disown 
Who  gives  the  power  to  praise. 

Emily  Taylor,  1818. 


RjVT  He  ahall  gather  tlMlmte.  «    n 

Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

Thy  loving  arms  entwine 
Around  those  lambs  for  whom  we  weep 

Henceforth  not  ours,  but  thine. 

To  thee,  in  depths  of  woe, 

Our  treasures  we  confide ; 
But  wheresoever  thou  shalt  go 

We  follow  by  thy  side. 

We  walk  the  desert  road, — 
The  pathways  wild  and  steep, — 

While  thou  dost  bear,  O  Son  of  God, 
Our  wearied  lambs,  asleep ! 

Them,  arms  of  love  enfold, 
Us,  arms  of  strength  sustain ; 

Till  we  shall  reach  the  heavenly  fold, 
And  never  part  again. 

H..  1888. 


RA.Q  It  is  toward  evening.  «    ■. 

WtO  Luke  xxiv.  29.  o*  •" 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done ; 

The  evening  shadows  fall ; 
Yet  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun, 

True  Light  that  lightenest  all. 

Around  the  throne  on  high. 

Where  night  can  never  be, 
The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 

Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  Thee. 

Too  faint  our  anthems  here ; 

Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire ; 
But,  oh,  the  strains,  how  full  and  cleai 

Of  that  eternal  choir! 

Yet,  Lord,  to  thy  dear  will, 

If  thou  attune  the  heart. 
We,  in  thine  angels'  music,  still 

May  bear  our  lower  part. 

'Tis  Thine  each  soul  to  calm. 
Each  wayward  thought  reclaim, 

And  make  our  daily  life  a  psalm 
Of  glory  to  thy  name. 

A  little  while,  and  then 

Shall  come  the  glorious  end ; 

And  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 
In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 


163 


John  Ellerton,  1867. 
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1.  Did  Christ    o'er    sin  -  ners  weep,  And  shall    our  cheeks    be      dry?  Let 


Shawmut. 


^.iJJl.Jll^-^ 


RAO     He  beheld  the  city,  and  wept  over  it       «,    ^^ 
04V  Luke  xix.41.  ^'  *^' 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wondering  angels  see. 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul  1 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear; 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

Beojnniin  Beddome,  1AI8. 

REA       Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor.  ^    -^ 

OOU  Matt.  xl.  28.  »•  ^• 

Ye  weary  sinners,  come, 
With  burdens  sore  oppressed ; 

Return  from  all  your  wanderings  home, 
And  Christ  will  give  you  rest. 

His  yoke  with  gladness  take, 

And  bear  his  burden  light ; 
Then  shall  his  glory  on  you  break, 

And  chase  away  your  night. 


Come,  while  'tis  called  to-day, 
Attend  the  Saviour's  voice  1 

Oh,  turn  from  sin's  delusive  sway, 
And  make  the  Lord  your  choice. 

We  hear  thy  gracious  call. 
Thy  heavenly  voice  obey, 

And  come  to  Thee,  forsaking  all ; 
Oh,  turn  us  not  away. 


H..18S0. 


Behold,  now  U  the  accepted  time. 
2  Cor.  vL  2. 


S»  Ml 
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Now  is  th'  accepted  time ; 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 
Now,  sinners,  come,  without  delay, 

And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time ; 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day ; 
To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late ; 

Then  why  should  you  delay? 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time ; 

The  gospel  bids  you  come, 
And  every  promise  in  His  word 

Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

John  Dobell,  ab.  1808. 

RRO    They  went  down  both  into  the  water,     c,     ^. 
OOa  '  Acto  viii.  38.  ^'   ^'' 

Down  to  the  sacred  wave 

The  Lord  of  life  was  led ; 
And  he  who  came  our  souls  to  save, 

In  Jordan  bowed  his  head. 

He  taught  the  solemn  way; 

He  fixed  the  holy  rite; 
He  bade  his  ransomed  ones  obey, 

And  keep  the  path  of  light. 

Blest  Saviour,  we  will  tread 

In  thine  appointed  way ; 
Let  glory  o'er  these  scenes  be  shed, 

And  smile  on  us  to-day. 

Samuel  F.  Smith,  18»I. 
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EJCO  Pny  ye,  tlunefinre,  th«  Lord  of  the  hanreRt.  g^  -^^ 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  hear 

Thy  needy  sen^ants'  cry ; 
Answer  our  faith's  effectual  prayer, 

And  all  our  wants  supply. 

On  Thee  we  humbly  wait, 

Our  wants  are  in  thy  view ; 
The  harvest,  truly,  Lord,  is  great ; 

The  laborers  are  few. 

Convert  and  send  forth  more 

Into  thy  church  abroad ; 
And  let  them  speak  thy  word  of  power, 

As  workers  with  their  God. 

Give  the  pure  gospel  word. 
The  word  of  general  grace ; 

Thee  let  them  preach,  the  common  Lord, 
The  Saviour  of  our  race. 

Oh,  let  them  spread  thy  name, 

Their  mission  fully  prove ; 
Thy  universal  grace  proclaim. 

Thy  all-redeeming  love ! 

On  all  mankind,  forgiven. 
Empower  them  still  to  call ; 

And  tell  each  creature  under  heaven. 
That  Thou  hast  died  for  all. 

Wesley,  1741. 


He  loved  us,  and  sent  Iim  Son. 
1  John  iv.  10. 


564 

My  God,  how  shall  I  sing 
The  praise  of  love  divine? 

The  love  that  did  salvation  bring 
To  dying  souls  like  mine. 

In  guilt  and  blood  I  lay, 
Unpitied,  stained,  defiled; 

But  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away, 
And  on  me  kindly  smiled. 

A  stranger  here  below. 
In  deserts  dark  I  roam : — 

Thy  love  still  guides  me  as  I  go, 
And  shall  conduct  me  home. 

And  when  around  the  throne, 
With  all  the  blest  I  sing, 

Thy  love  shall  be  of  every  joy 
The  never-failing  spring. 


S.  M. 


RRR  Come.  Lord  Jesus.  (^     -^ 

OOO  Rev.  xxii.  20.  **•   ^* 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not ; 

Bring  the  long  looked  for  day; 
Oh,  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 

These  ages  of  delay? 

Come,  for  thy  saints  still  wait; 

Daily  ascends  their  sigh ; 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come ; 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  cry? 

Come,  for  creation  groans, 

Impatient  of  thy  stay. 
Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill, 

These  ages  of  delay. 

Come,  for  the  corn  is  ripe, 

Put  in  thy  sickle  now. 
Reap  the  great  harvest  of  the  earth ; 

Sower  and  Reaper  thou ! 

Come  in  thy  glorious  might. 

Come  with  the  iron  rod, 
Scattering  thy  foes  before  thy  face, 

Most  mighty  Son  of  God. 

Come,  and  make  all  things  new ; 

Build  up  this  ruined  earth ; 
Restore  our  faded  paradise. 

Creation's  second  birth. 

Come,  and  begin  thy  reign 

Of  everlasting  peace ; 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  thyself, 

Great  King  of  Righteousness. 

HoratluB  Bonar,  1857. 


In  remembrance  of  me. 
Luke  xxii.  19. 


S.   M. 


666 

With  Jesus  in  our  midst 
We  gather  round  the  board ; 

Though  many,  we  are  one  in  Christ, 
One  body  in  the  Lord, 

Our  sins  were  laid  on  Him 
When  braised  on  Calvary ; 

With  Christ  we  died,  and  rose  again. 
And  sit  with  him  on  high. 

Faith  eats  the  bread  of  life. 
And  drinks  the  living  wine ; 

Thus  we  in  love  together  knit. 
On  Jesus'  breast  recline. 

Soon  shall  the  night  be  gone, 
And  we  with  Jesus  reign ; 

The  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb 
Shall  banish  every  pain. 

H     Ig^  Robert  Clearer  Chapman,  cir,  1887? 
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Laban. 


B.  M. 
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Be  vatchful. 
Rer.  ilL  2. 


S.  M. 


667 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 

The  battle  ne*er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day. 

And  help  divine  implore. 

Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 

Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 

George  Heath,  ab.  1781. 

668  ^ISSKS-T^'  8.  M. 

*'  All  things  are  ready,"  come, 
Come  to  the  supper  spread ; 

Come,  rich  and  poor,  come,  old  and  young, 
Come,  and  be  richly  fed. 

**  All  things  are  ready,"  come, 

The  invitation's  given. 
Through  him  who  now  in  glory  sits 

At  God's  right  hand  in  heaven. 

"All  things  are  ready,"  come. 

The  door  is  open  wide ; 
Oh,  feast  upon  the  love  of  God, 

For  Christ,  his  Son,  has  died. 

"All  things  are  ready,"  come. 

All  hindrance  is  removed ; 
And  God,  in  Christ,  his  precious  love 

To  fallen  man  has  proved. 

"All  things  are  ready,"  come, 

To-morrow  may  not  be ; 
O  sinner,  come,  the  Saviour  waits 

This  hour  to  welcome  thee. 

Albert  Midlanc,  1862. 


The  SpUit  and  the  Bride  say, 
Rev.  xxU.  17. 


Come. 


S*     Ma 
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The  Spirit  in  our  hearts, 
Is  whispering,  Sinner,  come ; 

The  Bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children.  Come  I 

Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  him.  Come ! 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 

To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come. 

Yes,  whosoever  will. 

Oh,  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life ; 
.  'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites. 
Declares,  "  I  quickly  come ;" 

Lord,  even  so  we  wait  thy  hour ; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 

Heniy  U.  Onderdonk,  1S2S. 


The  sreat  trumpet  shall  be  blown. 
IMU  zxvU.  18. 


D«    M« 
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Ye  trembling  captives,  hear ; 

The  gospel  trumpet  sounds ; 
No  music  more  can  charm  the  ear, 

Or  heal  your  heart-felt  wounds. 

'Tis  not  the  trump  of  war, 
Nor  Sinai's  awful  roar; 

Salvation's  news  it  spreads  afar, 
And  vengeance  is  no  more. 

Forgiveness,  love,  and  peace. 
Glad  heaven  aloud  proclaims; 

And  earth  the  jubilee  release 
With  eager  rapture  claims. 

Far,  far  to  distant  lands 
The  saving  news  shall  spread. 

And  Jesus  all  his  willing  bands 
In  glorious  triumph  lead. 

166 


l^j^rmtgi^  !9tttt  tSi^at  ^amtix  %fi. 


661-664 


RAI  t*ut  on  the  whole  armor  of  God.  c     xr 

OOX  Eph.  vi.  11.  ^'   ^»- 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on ! 
Strong  in  the  strength  that  God  supplies, 

Through  his  eternal  Son. 

Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  in  his  mighty  power ; 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts, 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 

Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 
With  all  his  strength  endued ; 

But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight. 
The  panoply  of  God ; 

That  having  all  things  done. 
And  all  your  conflicts  passed, 

Ye  may  overcome  through  Christ  alone. 
And  stand  entire  at  last. 

To  keep  your  armor  bright, 

Attend  with  constant  care. 
Still  walking  in  your  Captain^s  sight, 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 

In  fellowship  alone, 

To  God  with  faith  draw  near; 
Approach  his  courts,  besiege  his  throne. 

With  all  the  power  of  prayer. 

From  strength  to  strength  go  on. 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 

Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well-fought  day. 

Still  let  the  Spirit  cry 

In  all  his  soldiers.  Come  I 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descends  from  high, 

And  takes  the  conquerors  home. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  Him. 
Prov.  iii.  6. 


S.  M. 
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In  all  our  ways,  O  God, 

We  would  acknowledge  thee ; 

And  seek  to  keep  our  hearts  and  house 
From  all  defilement  free. 

Where'er  we  have  a  tent, 

An  altar  will  we  raise ; 
And  thither  our  oblations  bring, 

Our  humble  prayer  and  praise. 

Oh,  hear  thy  servants,  Lord, 

And  let  our  household  be 
Devoted  to  thyself  alone, 

A  dwelling  meet  for  thee. 

Benjamin  Beddome,  1787. 


i%A5i  More  than  conouerors.  a    -u- 

UOO  Rom.  TiiL  87.  »•  ^^ 

Extol  His  kingly  power, 

Kiss  the  exalted  Son, 
Who  died,  and  lives  to  die  no  more, 

High  on  his  Father's  throne. 

O'er  all  the  infernal  host 
He  more  than  conqueror  was, 

And  dragg'd  them  at  his  wheels,  the  boast 
And  triumph  of  his  cross. 

'Twas  there  our  peace  He  bought, 
Though  nailed  to  yonder  tree ; 

His  hands  have  our  salvation  wrought, 
And  got  the  victory. 

The  Spirit  of  his  power, 

Into  our  souls  shall  come. 
And  all  our  foes  destroy,  devour. 

And  all  our  sins  consume. 

Our  souls,  by  God  raised  up, 

Shall  live  no  more  to  die ; 
Our  flesh  dissolved  shall  rest  in  hope 

Of  immortality. 

Jesus  shall  soon  appear. 

With  royal  glory  crowned ; 
Our  dust  the  trump  of  God  shall  hear. 

And  kindle  at  the  sound. 

Quickened  by  power  divine, 

We  all  shall  see  and  know 
The  Son  of  man's  triumphant  sign, 

The  cross  we  bore  beJow. 

Caught  up,  we  all  shall  rise. 

Our  Master's  glory  share ; 
And  take  our  seats  in  paradise, 

And  reign  forever  there. 

Charles  WeOey^  ab.  1749. 


RAA  That  they  may  be  one.  a     xr 

OO*  John  xvu.  22.  "•   ^^' 

Let  party  names  no  more 

The  Christian  world  o'erspread : 

Gentile  and  Jew,  and  bond  and  free, 
Are  one  in  Christ,  their  Head. 

Among  the  saints  on  earth 
Let  mutual  love  be  found  — 

Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance. 
With  mutual  blessings  crowned. 

Thus  will  the  church  below 

Resemble  that  above, 
Where  streams  of  endless  pleasure  flow, 

And  every  heart  is  love. 

Benjamin  Beddome,  ab.  17091 
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Shawmut. 
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Arr.  L.  Mason,  1833. 
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Boylston. 
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Dennis. 
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Lord,  save  us:  we  petbh. 
Matt.  viii.  25. 


666 

Forsaken,  anguisli-torn, 

Low  at  Thy  feet  we  lie ; 
Saviour,  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne, 

Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry ! 

Thou  who  didst  watch  alone. 

In  sad  Gethsemane, — 
Compassionate  and  Holy  One, 

We  lift  our  souls  to  Thee. 

High  sweeps  the  whelming  wave 

Above  our  fragile  bark ; 
Save,  or  we  perish,  Master,  save  1 

Come  o'er  the  waters  dark : 

Come  as  Thou  cam'st  of  old, 
When  storms  thy  mandate  met. 

And  sullen  billows  softly  rolled, 
Hushed  on  Gennesaret. 

Afflicted,  tempest-tossed, 
We  sink  'neath  sorrow's  sea; 

Helpless  amid  the  wild  waves  lost, 
We  lift  our  souls  to  Thee, 

Earth  has  no  hope  beside. 

Here  we  for  succor  flee ; 
Be  pitiful,  thou  Crucified, 

We  lift  our  souls  to  Thee. 

Arr.  H 


HiB  name  shall  endure  forever. 
Fsalm  IxzU.  17. 


1865. 


S.   M. 
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Thy  name,  Almighty  Lord, 

Shall  sound  through  distant  lands ; 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  sure  thy  word, 

Thy  truth  forever  stands. 

Far  be  thine  honor  spread, 
And  long  thy  praise  endure. 

Till  morning  light  and  evening  shade 
Shall  be  exchanged  no  more. 

Isaac  Watts,  170a 


**  Saevo  dolonan  turbine.* 


S.  M. 
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O'erwhelmed  in  depths  of  woe. 

Upon  the  tree  of  scorn, 
Han^  the  Redeemer  of  mankind, 

With  racking  anguish  torn. 

See  how  the  nails  those  hands 

And  feet  so  tender  rend ; 
See  o'er  his  face,  and  neck,  and  breast. 

His  sacred  blood  descend. 

Hark !  with  what  awful  cry 

His  spirit  takes  its  flight ; 
That  cry,  — it  pierced  his  mother's  heart, 

And  whelmed  her  soiil  in  night. 

Earth  hears,  and  to  its  base 

Rocks  wildly  to  and  fro ; 
Tombs  burst ;  seas,  rivers,  mountains  quake, 

The  veil  is  rent  in  two. 


The  sun  withdraws  his  light ; 

The  midday  heavens  grow  pale ; 
The  moon,  the  stars,  the  universe, 

Their  Maker's  death  bewail. 

Shall  man  alone  be  mute? 

Come,  youth  and  hoary  hairs. 
Come,  rich  and  poor,  come,  all  mankind, 

And  bathe  those  feet  with  tears. 

Come,  fall  before  his  cross 
Who  shed  for  us  his  blood; 

Who  died  the  victim  of  pure  love, 
To  make  us  sons  of  God. 

Jesus,  all  praise  to  Thee ! 

Our  joy  and  endless  rest ; 
Be  thou  our  guide  while  pilgrims  here, 

Our  crown  amid  the  blest. 

Roman  Breviary,  tr.  Edward  Caswall,  1848. 
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eoo       The  great  day  of  hh  wnih  is  come.         g^   j^^ 

Dark  hrood  the  heavens  o'er  thee ! 

Black  clouds  are  gathering  fast ; 
In  awfol  power  thy  God  has  come ; 

Thy  days  of  mirth  are  past. 

Dark  brood  the  "heavens  o'er  thee! 

Red  flames  are  bursting  round ; 
Bright  lightnings  flash,  loud  thunders  roar, 

How  shakes  the  trembling  ground ! 

Dark  brood  the  heavens  o'er  thee  I 

Behold,  the  Judge  appears ! 
Unnumbered  millions  throng  around, 

Raised  from  the  dust  of  years. 

Dark  brood  the  heavens  o'er  thee  I 

Sinner,  behold  thy  doom  1 
Destruction  opens  wide  for  thee 

Thy  chosen,  final  home. 

Yet  stay, —  the  storm  delays; 

Why,  sinner,  wilt  thou  die? 
Dark  brood  the  heavens,  but  mercy  waits ; 

This  hour,  to  Jesus  fly. 

S.  F.  Smith,  1829. 


RAQ        Upon  the  head  of  the  burnt  oflennK.         g    |^ 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 

Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away : 
A  Sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 

And  richer  blood  than  they. 

My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine ; 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear 

When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice. 

And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709. 


fi70  OnHImthelnianHyof  usaO.  ^^  ^ 

Like  sheep  we  went  astray. 
And  broke  the  fold  of  God ; 

Each  wand'ring  in  a  different  way. 
But  all  the  downward  road. 

How  dreadful  was  the  hour, 
When  God  our  wand'rings  laid, 

And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head ! 

How  glorious  was  the  grace. 

When  Christ  sustained  the  stroke  1 

His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  pays, 
A  ransom  for  the  fiock  I 

His  honor  and  his  breath 

Were  taken  both  away; 
Joined  with  the  wicked  in  his  death, 

And  made  as  vile  as  they. 

But  God  shall  raise  his  head 

O'er  all  the  sons  of  men ; 
And  make  him  see  a  numerous  seed, 

To  recompense  his  pain. 

^*ril  give  him,"  saith  the  Lord, 
* '  A  portion  with  the  strong ; 

He  shall  possess  a  large  reward. 
And  hold  his  honors  long." 

baac  Watte.  ITOa 


Peace  be  unto  you. 
Luke  zxiv.  96. 


S.     M.m 
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Lord,  at  this  closing  hour. 

Establish  every  heart 
Upon  thy  word  of  truth  and  power, 

To  keep  us  when  we  part. 

Peace  to  our  brethren  give, 
Fill  all  our  hearts  with  grace ; 

In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live, 
Till  we  shall  see  thy  face. 

Through  changes  bright  or  drear, 
We  would  thy  will  pursue ; 

And  toil  to  spread  thy  gospel  here 
Till  we  thy  glory  view. 

To  God,  the  only  Wise, 

In  every  age  adored, 
Let  glory  from  the  church  arise, 

Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord  I 

AZecMor  r.  JVedk,  UIS. 
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RfTO      Watch  ve  therefore,  and  pray  always,      a     \x 

Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 

Before  whose  bar  severe, 
With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  appear ; 

Our  cautioned  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day, 
And  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care, 

And  stir  us  up  to  pray. 

To  pray,  and  wait  the  hour, — 
That  awful  hour  unknown, — 

When,  robed  in  majesty  and  power. 
Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down, 

Th'  immortal  Son  of  man, 

To  judge  the  human  race, 
With  all  thy  Father's  dazzling  train, 

With  all  thy  glorious  grace. 

To  damp  our  earthly  joys, 
T'  increase  our  gracious  fears, 

Forever  let  the  archangel's  voice 
Be  sounding  in  our  ears 

The  solemn,  midnight  cry, 
**  Ye  dead,  the  Judge  is  cornel 

Arise,  and  meet  him  in  the  sky, 
And  meet  your  instant  doom  I'' 

Oh,  may  we  thus  be  found 

Obedient  to  thy  word, 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound. 

And  looking  for  our  Lord. 

Oh,  may  we  thus  insure 

A  lot  among  the  blest, 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  secure 

An  everlasting  rest. 

Charles  Wesley,  1748. 


God  will  bring  thee  into  jadgmenL 
£ccl.  zi.  9. 


•^.   M. 
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And  will  the  Judge  descend. 

And  must  the  dead  arise. 
And  not  a  single  soul  escape 

His  all-discerning  eyes? 

How  will  my  heart  endure 

The  terrors  of  that  day. 
When  earth  and  heaven  before  his  face, 

Astonished,  shrink  away? 

But,  ere  'the  trumpet  shakes 

The  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Hark !  from  the  gospel's  cheering  sound 

What  joyful  tidings  spread  1 

Ye  sinners,  seek  His  grace 
Whose  wrath  ye  cannot  bear ; 

Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  cross. 
And  find  salvation  there. 

So  shall  that  curse  remove. 

By  which  the  Saviour  bled ; 
And  the  last,  awful  day  shall  pour 

His  blessings  on  your  head. 

Philip  Doddridge.  1740. 

RTA.  Everything  that  hath  breath,  praise  the  Lord.fi    •.  r 
0/4         "^        "       .Psalm  cl. 6.  8.31. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord  our  God, 
His  love  and  grace  proclaim ; 

Let  all  that  breathe,  thro'  earth  abroad, 
Exalt  his  holy  name. 

To  him  the  angels  sing. 

And  seraphim  do  cry ; 
Glad  harpers  strike  each  quiv'ring  string, 

And  praise  the  Lord  Most  High. 

Lord,  we  would  join  the  song. 
And  our  thanksgiving  raise ; 

Oh,  touch  each  heart,  inspire  each  tongue. 
To  render  grateful  praise. 


H.,1888. 
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RTR     Thy  lovine-kindness  in  the  mornine. 
U#0  Psalmxcii.  2. 


S.  M, 


We  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee, 

O  Day-star  from  on  high  I 
The  sun  itself  is  but  Thy  shade, 

Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  sky. 

Oh,  let  Thy  rising  beams 

The  night  of  sin  disperse ; 
The  mists  of  error  and  of  vice, 

Which  shade  the  universe  1 

How  beauteous  nature  now ! 

How  dark  and  sad  before  I 
With  joy  we  view  the  pleasing  change, 

And  nature's  God  adore. 

Oh,  may  no  gloomy  crime 

Pollute  the  rising  day ; 
Or  Jesus'  blood,  like  evening  dew, 

Wash  all  its  stains  away ! 

May  we  this  life  improve, 

To  mourn  for  errors  past ; 
And  live  this  short,  revolving  day, 

As  if  it  were  our  last. 

John  Wesley.  1741. 


Unto 


.  .  the  only  wise  God. 
1  Tim.  i.  17. 


S.  M. 
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To  God,  the  only  wise. 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 

Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 
Their  humble  praises  bring. 


'Tis  his  almighty  love, 

His  counsel  and  his  care, 
Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 

And  every  hurtful  snare. 

He  will  present  our  souls 
Unblemished  and  complete 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face. 
With  joys  divinely  great. 

Then  all  the  chosen  seed 

Shall  meet  around  the  throne, 

Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 
And  make  his  wonders  known. 

To  our  Redeemer,  God, 
Wisdom  and  power  belong. 

Immortal  crowns  of  majesty. 
And  everlasting  song. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709. 


The  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made. 
Psalm  cxviii.  24. 


K'T'T        -mc  "«*j  WHICH  uio  jtora  nam  maae.        «     »» 
•'  •  •  Psalm  cxviii.  24.  S.  M. 

This  is  the  day  of  light: 

Let  there  be  light  to-day : 
O  Day-spring,  rise  upon  our  night, 

And  chase  its  gloom  away ! 

This  is  the  day  of  rest : 

Our  failing  strength  renew ; 
On  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast, 

Shed  Thou  thy  freshening  dew. 
This  is  the  day  of  peace : 

Thy  peace  our  spirits  fill ; 
Bid  Thou  the  blast  of  discord  cease. 

The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 

This  is  the  day  of  prayer: 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  Thee  there : 

Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 
This  is  the  first  of  days : 

Send  forth  Thy  quickening  breath, 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 

O  Vanquisher  of  death. 

John  Ellerton,  b.  1896. 
S.  M. 


R!7§1       ^«  ''^*^l  K»^«  701  another  Comforter. 
*^'0  JohnxiY.16. 

The  Comforter  has  come,     « 

We  feel  His  presence  here ; 
Our  hearts  would  now  no  longer  roam, 

But  bow  in  filial  fear. 

This  tenderness  of  love. 
This  hush  of  solemn  power, — 

'Tis  heaven  descending  from  above, 
To  fill  this  favored  hour. 

Earth's  darkness  all  has  fled. 
Heaven's  light  serenely  shines. 

And  every  heart,  divinely  led. 
To  holy  thought  inclines. 

No  more  let  sin  deceive, 

Nor  earthly  cares  entwine ; 
Oh,  let  us  never,  never  grieve 

The  Comforter  Divine ! 

Thomaa  Bastin^^s.  IR5R. 

RTQ  The  day  is  thine,  the  ni^ht  also.  a    nr 

0§a  Psalm  Ixxiv.  16.  »•  ^• 

God  of  the  glorious  day, 

God  of  the  silent  night. 
To  thee  our  joyful  thanks  we  pay 

For  darkness  and  for  light. 

Shine  on  us.  Lord,  by  day, 
Shield  us  when  shadows  fall ; 

Be  thou  our  life,  our  light,  our  way. 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  all. 

U.,  1883. 
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And 
Oh, 


"we       may  be 
wash    me    in 


with  those  that  rest,         A- sleep    with- in        the  tomb; 
thy    pre- cious  blood,     And  take    my    sins       a- way! 


680  •'"'geS.TV'""-        8.  M. 

2  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild,  rocky  shore ; 

And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  ceaee, 

And  surges  swell  no  more. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

3  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood. 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

4  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 
Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 

And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

Th'  eternal  Sabbath  day. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  sweet  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

5  Tis  but  a  little  while 
And  he  shall  come  again, 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 
That  we  with  him  may  reign. 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 

Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away ! 

Horatius  Bonar,  b.  1806. 


One  body  \n  Christ. 
Bom.  xii.  5. 


S.  M. 


581 

And  let  our  bodies  part. 

To  different  climes  repair, — 
Inseparably  joined  in  heart 

The  friends  of  Jesus  are. 
Jesus,  the  Corner-stone, 

Did  first  our  hearts  unite. 
And  still  he  keeps  bur  spirits  one, 

Who  walk  with  him  in  white. 

The  vineyard  of  their  Lord 

Before  his  laborers  lies ; 
And  lo !  we  see  the  vast  reward 

Reserved  in  paradise. 
There  all  our  toils  are  o'er. 

Our  suffering  and  our  pain : — 
Who  meet  on  that  eternal  shore, 

Shall  never  part  again. 

To  gather  home  his  own 

God  shall  his  angels  send. 
And  bid  our  bliss  on  earth  begun, 

In  deathless  triumph  end. 
With  joy  we  shall  behold. 

In  yonder  blest  abode, 
The  patriarchs  and  prophets  old, 

And  all  the  saints  of  God. 

Oh,  happy,  happy  place. 

Where  saints  and  angels  meet  I 
There  we  shall  see  each  other's  face, 

And  all  our  brethren  greet ; 
The  Church  of  the  first-born. 

We  shall  witli  them  be  blest. 
And  crowned  with  endless  joy,  return 

To  our  eternal  rest. 

Charles  Wesley,  1749. 
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$kti  Or^  h  jBttlFldrnti 


Beingjusttfled  fVeelj. 


S.  M. 


00«  Tloin.  lii.  24. 

How  vast,  how  full,  how  free, 

The  mercy  of  our  God  I 
Proclaim  the  blessed  news  around, 

And  spread  it  all  abroad. 

Chorus. 
Pm  glad  salvation's  free! 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free ! 
Salvation's  free  for  you  and  me ; 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free. 

How  vast !  *  *  Whoever  will " 
May  drink  at  mercy's  stream, 

And  know  that  faith  in  Jesus  brings 
Salvation  now  to  him. 

How  full !  it  doth  remove 

The  stain  of  every  sin ; 
And  makes  the  soul  as  white  and  pure, 

As  though  no  sin  had  been. 

How  free !  it  asks  no  price, 

For  God  delights  to  give ; 
It  only  says,  '*  Be  not  afraid," 

'* Believe  in  Christ,  and  live." 

Poor  trembling  sinner,  come  I 
God  waits  to  comfort  thee ; 

Come,  cast  thyself  upon  his  love, 
So  vast,  so  full,  so  free. 

Albert  Midlane,  b.  1825. 

683      ' 

How  sweet  the  cheering  words, 
'  *  Whoever  will "  may  come : 

The  door  of  mercy  open  stands. 
As  yet  there  still  is  room. 

Chorus. 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free ! 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free ! 
Salvation's  free  for  you  and  me ; 
I'm  glad  salvation's  free ! 

'T is  the  **  accepted  time," 
The  day  of  grace  and  love ; 

And  God  invites  *' whoever  will  " 
His  faithfulness  to  prove. 

The  Saviour  sits  on  high. 

The  proof  that  all  is  done ; 
And  sinners  now  God  can  accept 

Through  his  beloved  Son. 


S*  M* 


Albert  MldUuw,  b.  1826. 


Olmutz. 


p.  170.    Kentucky.        p.  164. 
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Awake,  psaltery  and  harp. 
PMilm  Ivil.a 


682-584 


S.  M. 
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Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

Down  from  the  willows  take : 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  Love  Divine, 

Bid  every  string  awake. 
Though  in  a  foreign  land. 

We  are  not  far  from  home : 
And  nearer  to  our  house  above 

We  every  moment  come. 

His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine : 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 

Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 
Fastened  within  the  veil, 

Hope  be  your  anchor  strong: 
His  loving  Spirit  sweeps  the  gale 

That  wafts  you  smooth  along. 

Or  should  the  surges  rise, 

And  peace  delay  to  come. 
Blest  is  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm. 

That  drives  us  nearer  home. 
The  people  of  His  choice, 

He  will  not  cast  away ; 
Yet  do  not  always  here  expect 

Upon  the  mount  to  stay. 

When  we  in  darkness  walk. 

Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 

And  rest  upon  his  name. 
Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

Subside  at  his  control ; 
His  loving- kindness  shall  break  throuj?li 

The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

Wait  till  the  shadows  flee; 

Wait  thy  appointed  hour ; 
Wait  till  the  Bridegroom  of  thy  soul 

Reveals  his  sovereign  power. 
The  time  of  love  will  come. 

When  thou  shalt  clearly  see 
Not  only  that  He  shed  His  blood. 

But  that  it  flowed  for  thee. 

Tarry  His  leisure  then, 

Although  He  seem  to  stay ; 
A  moment's  intercourse  with  Him, 

Thy  grief  will  overpay. 
Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 

That  stays  himself  on  thee ! 
Who  waits  for  thy  salvation,  Lord, 

Shall  thy  salvation  see. 

Augustub  M.  Toplady,  ab.  1772. 
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Conoord. 


a  M. 


OUver  Holdeu,  1795.    Air,  H.,  1880. 


A- rise,  ye  saints,  a  -  rise !  The  Lord  our  Leader     is;    The  foe    before   his 

I  ^        J       -^      ^      .m.       4S2i 


ban-ner  flies,  The  foe    be-fore  his    banner  flies,  And  vie  -  to  -  ry    is    his. 


Ltaban. 


page  166. 


Boyl«ton 


2  Behold,  He  leads  the  way ; 
We'll  follow  where  He  goes ; 

We  cannot  fail  to  win  the  day 
Since  He  subdues  our  foes. 

3  Lead  on,  Almighty  Lord, 
Lead  on  to  victory ; 

Encouraged  by  the  bright  reward. 
With  joy  we'll  follow  thee. 

4  "We  follow  Thee,  our  Guide, 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  King ; 

We  follow  thee,  through  grace  supplied 
From  heaven's  eternal  Spring. 

5  We  hope  to  see  the  day 

When  toil  and  strife  shall  cease ; 
When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away. 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

6  This  hope  supports  us  here ; 
It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 

Twill  serve  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer, 
Till  faith  shall  end  in  sight. 


page  160. 


page  162. 


7  Till,  of  the  prize  possessed. 

We  hear  of  war  no  more ; 
And,  oh,  sweet  thought  —  forever  rest 

On  yonder  peaceful  shore ! 

Thomas  Kelly,  1809. 


RQA  Chriat  is  all.  and  in  all.  «    t^ 

OOV  Col.i\i.ll.  S.  M. 

O  everlasting  Light  I 

Shine  graciously  within ; 
Brightest  of  all  on  earth  that's  bright, 

Come,  shine  away  my  sin ! 

O  everlasting  Truth  I 

Truest  of  all  that's  true ; 
Sure  guide  of  erring  age  or  youth, 

Lead  me,  and  teach  me  too. 

O  everlasting  Strength  I 

Uphold  me  in  the  way ; 
Bring  me,  in  spite  of  foes,  at  length 

To  joy,  and  light,  and  day. 

O  everlasting  Love  I 

Well-spring  of  grace  and  peace, 
Pour  down  thy  fullness  from  above, 

Bid  doubt  and  trouble  cease. 

O  everlasting  Rest  1 

Lift  off  life's  load  of  care ; 
Relieve,  revive  this  burdened  breast, 

And  every  sorrow  bear. 


Thou  art  in  heaven  our  all ; 

Our  all  on  earth  art  Thou ; 
Upon  thy  glorious  name  we  call : 

Lord  Jesus,  bless  us  now ! 

Ho»tius  Bonar,  b.  180& 
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O  come,  let  oi  ■lug. 
Ftalm  zcT.  1. 


S*  M« 


Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

The  sorrows  of  the  raind, 
Be  banished  from  the  place ; 

Religion  never  was  designed 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. 

Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

That  never  knew  our  God : 
But  favorites  of  the  heavenly  King 

May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

The  God  that  rules  on  high, 
And  thunders  when  he  please, 

That  rides  upon  the  stormy  sky, 
And  manages  the  seas : 

This  awful  God  is  ours. 

Our  Father  and  our  love : 
He  shall  send  down  his  heavenly  powers 

To  carry  us  above. 

There  shall  we  see  his  face, 

And  never,  never  sin : 
There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 

Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

Yes !  and  before  we  rise 

To  that  immortal  state, 
The  thoughts  of  such  amazing  bliss 

Should  constant  joys  create. 

The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 

From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 

Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 


688 


Oar  own  Ood  shtll  bleia  w. 
Paalm  IxriL  6. 


S.  M. 


Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry : 
We're  marching  thro*  Immanuel's  ground, 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watts.  1708. 


To  bless  Thy  chosen  race. 

In  mercy.  Lord,  incline. 
And  cause  the  brightness  of  thy  face 

On  all  thy  saints  to  shine. 

That  so  Thy  wondrous  way 
May  through  the  world  be  known ; 

While  distant  lands  their  tribute  pay, 
And  thy  salvation  own. 

Let  differing  nations  join, 

Their  Saviour  to  proclaim ; 
Let  all  the  world,  O  Lord,  combine 

To  praise  thy  glorious  name  I 

Oh,  let  them  shout,  and  sing 

With  joy,  and  pious  mirth ; 
For  Thou,  the  righteous  Judge  and  King, 

Shalt  govern  all  the  earth. 

Then  shall  the  teeming  ground 

A  large  increase  disclose. 
And  we  with  plenty  shall  be  crowned. 

Which  God,  our  God  bestows. 

Then  God  upon  our  land 

Shall  constant  blessings  shower ; 

And  all  the  world  in  awe  shall  stand 
Of  his  resistless  power. 

Tate  and  Brady,  1096. 

JSOA  Within  thy  gates,  O  Jerusalem.  ^    -.f 

OOU  paalm  cxxii.  2,  »•  ^' 

Our  willing  feet  shall  stand 

Within  the  temple  door, 
While  young  and  old  in  many  a  band, 

Shall  throng  the  sacred  floor. 

Thither  the  tribes  repair, 
Where  all  are  wont  to  meet. 

And,  joyful  in  the  house  of  prayer. 
Bend  at  thy  mercy-seat. 

Within  these  walls  may  peace 

And  harmony  be  found ; 
Zion,  in  all  thy  palaces,  ' 

Prosperity  abound ! 


For  friends  and  brethren  dear. 
Our  prayer  shall  never  cease ; 

Oft  as  they  meet  for  worship  here, 
God  send  his  people  peace. 

^  ^  ^  James  Montgomery,  1822. 
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America. 


S.  M. 


Trumftn  8.  Wetmore,  1774>1861. 
Arr.  U.,  1880. 


fjltiwili-^ 


A-  wake,     and     sing     the     mng 


Mo  -  Ids      and      the   Lamb! 


Wake 


Wake,er'rykeart 


er*    -  ry    heart    and    e?'  -  rj  tongne,  To   praise  the   Sarionr'i    name,  To  praise  the    Sanoar's    name. 


St.  Thomas. 


^ 


-^ 


page  158. 


Boylston. 


paf^e  160. 


Concord. 


zz 


p 


page  174. 


And  the  song  of  the  Lamb. 
Rev.  XV.  3. 


s.  :&r. 


690 

Awake,  and  sing  the  son^ 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  1 
Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ! 

Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 

Sing  of  His  rising  power; 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 

For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

Sing,  till  ye  feel  your  hearts 
Ascending  with  your  tongues ; 

Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  your  songs. 

Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing  I 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  the  eternal  King. 

Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 
*' Ye  blessed  children,  come  I" 

Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 

Then  shall  each  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim, 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

William  ffammond,  ab.  1745,  Martin  Madan,  1760. 


Row  beautiful  upon  the  mountains. 
Isa.  Hi.  7. 


S.  M. 
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How  beauteous  are  their  feet, 

Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill, 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues. 

And  words  of  peace  reveal. 

How  charming  is  their  voice ; 

How  sweet  their  tidings  are ; 
''Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour,  King; 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought  but  never  found. 

How  blessed  are  our  eyes, 
That  see  this  heavenly  light; 

Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

The  Lord  makes  bare  His  arm, 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad; 

Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

Isaac  Watts.  IHS. 


^aitt^  "^ttt^  JSI^aH  Smu, 
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CAO  On  his  head  were  many  crowns.         o    tr 

WSC  Rev.xix.  12.  »•   ". 

Crown  him  with  many  crowns, 

The  Lamb  upon  his  throne ; 
Hark !  how  the  heavenly  anthem  drowns 

All  music  but  its  own. 

Awake,  my  soul !  and  sing 

Of  Him  who  died  for  thee ; 
And  hail  him  as  thy  matchless  King, 

Through  all  eternity. 

Crown  him,  the  Lord  of  love! 

Behold  his  hands  and  side ! 
Rich  wounds,  yet  visible  above. 

In  beauty  glorified. 

Crown  him,  the  Lord  of  peace ! 

Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways, 
From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease, 

Absorbed  in  prayer  and  praise. 

Crown  him,  the  Lord  of  years  I 

The  Potentate  of  time ; 
Creator  of  the  rolling  spheres, 

Ineffably  sublime ! 

Matthew  Bridges,  1852. 


S«  M. 


C  Q  O  Oh,  that  my  head  were  waters  I 

Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain, 
The  youthful  and  the  strong ; 

Monrn  for  the  wine-cup's  fearful  reign. 
And  the  deluded  throng. 

Mourn  for  the  tarnished  gem  ^ — 

For  reason's  light  divine. 
Quenched  from  the  soul's  bright  diadem, 

Where  God  had  bid  it  shine. 

Mourn  for  the  ruined  soul  — 

Eternal  life  and  light 
Lost  by  the  fiery,  maddening  bowl, 

And  turned  to  hopeless  night. 

Mourn  for  the  lost, — but  call, 
Call  to  the  strong,  the  free ; 

Rouse  them  to  shun  that  dreadful  fall, 
And  to  the  refuge  fiee. 


Mourn  for  the  lost,  —  but  pray, 

Pray  to  our  God  above, 
To  break  the  fell  destroyer's  sway, 

And  show  His  saving  love. 

Seth  Collins  Brace,  1843. 


AQ^  'I'b^  desire  of  all  natloaa.  a    -kt 

Ua«  Haggaiii.  7.  »•  J». 

Oh,  Thou  whom  we  adore ! 

To  bless  our  earth, again, 
Assume  thine  own  almighty  power, 

And  o'er  the  nations  reign. 

The  world's  Desire  and  Hope, 
All  power  to  Thee  is  given ; 

Now  set  the  last  great  empire  up, 
Eternal  Lord  of  heaven  I 

A  gracious  Saviour,  thou 
Wilt  all  thy  creatures  bless ; 

And  every  knee  to  thee  shall  Ijow 
And  every  tongue  confess. 

According  to  thy  word. 

Now  be  thy  grace  revealed ; 
And  with  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord, 

Let  all  the  earth  be  filled. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  Ood. 
Col.  ill.  8. 


S.  M. 


I  bless  the  Christ  of  God, 

I  rest  on  love  divine. 
And  with  unfaltering  lip  and  heart, 

I  call  this  Saviour  mine. 

His  cross  dispels  each  doubt; 

I  bury  in  his  tomb 
Each  thought  of  unbelief  and  fear. 

Each  lingering  shade  of  gloom. 

I  praise  the  God  of  peace ; 

I  trust  his  truth  and  might ; 
He  calls  me  his,  I  call  him  mine. 

My  God,  my  joy,  my  light. 

My  life  with  him  is  hid. 
My  death  has  passed  away ; 

My  clouds  have  melted  into  light. 
My  midnight  into  day. 

Horattua  Bonar,  1863. 
CQA  Let  all  the  people  praise  thee. 

Now  let  our  voices  join, 

One  joyful  strain  to  raise, 
And  sing  aloud  in  hymns  divine 

Our  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 


s.  M. 


We  bless  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Who  for  our  sins  was  slain; 

And  sound  thro'  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  glories  of  His  name. 

H.,1883. 
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Is  lalilE  "Baat  ^H  ^iiin^  1IC«{1 


Mount  Slon. 


S.  M.  D. 


Bartholomew  Brown.  1772-1854. 
Arr.  H.,  1880. 


1.  Give  to     the  winds  thy  fears  ;  Hope,  and  be  undismayed  :God  hears  thy  sighs  and 


counts  thy  tears  ;God  shall  lift  up    thy  head.  Thro'  waye8,and  clouds,and  storms,  He 


gent-ly      clears  thy    way  :  Wait  thou  his  time,  so  shall  this  night  Soon  end  in 


joy-ous    dav.   Wait  thou  his  time,   so  shallthis  night  Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 


He  careth  for  you. 
1  Pet.  V.  7. 


S.  M. 


697 

2  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart? 
Still  sink  thy  spirits  down? 

Cast  off  the  weight,  let  fear  depart, 

Bid  every  care  be  gone. 
What  though  thou  rulest  not? 

Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 
Proclaim,  God  sitteth  on  the  throne, 

And  ruleth  all  things  well ! 

3  Leave  to  His  sovereign  sway 
To  choose  and  to  command ; 

So  shalt  thou,  wondering,  own  his  way. 
How  wise,  how  strong  his  hand ! 

Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shall  appear, 

When  fully  He  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

Paul  Gerhardt.  d.  1676,  TV.  John  Wesley,  ab.  1739. 
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The  earnest  of  our  Inheritance. 
£ph.  i.  14. 


S.  M. 
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Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

That  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  favorites  of  the  heavenly  King 

May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 
The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 

From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields 

Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 
Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watte,  ab.  1700. 
78 
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ThU  18  the  victory. 
1  John  V.  4. 


S.   M. 
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Jcius,  the  Conqueror,  reigns, 

In  glorious  strength  arrayed, 
His  kingdom  over  all  maintains, 

And  bids  the  earth  be  glad. 
Ye  sons  of  men,  rejoice 

In  Jesus^  mighty  love ; 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice, 

To  him  who  rules  above. 

Our  Advocate  with  God, 

He  undertakes  our  cause. 
And  spreads  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  victory  of  his  cross. 
We  now  shall  more  than  win 

The  fight  through  Jesus'  name ; 
Conquerors  o'er  hell,  and  earth,  and  sin, 

In  the  victorious  Lamb. 

** Courage!"  your  Captain  cries. 

Who  all  your  toil  foreknew ; 
*  *  Toil  ye  shall  have ;  yet  all  despise, 

I  have  o'ercome  for  you." 
See  there  the  starry  crown 

That  glitters  through  the  skies  I 
Satan,  the  world,  and  sin,  tread  down. 

And  take  the  glorious  prize. 

The  world  cannot  withstand 

Its  ancient  Conqueror ; 
The  world  must  sink  beneath  the  hand 

Which  arms  us  for  the  war. 
This  is  our  victory ! 

Before  our  faith  they  fall ; 
Jesus  hath  died  for  you  and  me, 

Believe,  and  conquer  all. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 

HiXtX  They  loved  not  their  lives  unto  the  death,  c    -kt 
OXMU        '  Rcv.xii.U.  ^«  ■*^* 

My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 

Against  thy  heavenly  crown ; 
Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 

To  beat  thy  courage  down. 
With  prayer  and  crying' strong. 

Hold  on  the  fearful  fight. 
And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 

The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

The  battle  soon  will  yield. 

If  thou  thy  part  fulfill ; 
For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield. 

Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 
Thine  armor  is  divine, 

Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 
And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 

The  glorious  crown  of  God. 

Leonard  Swain,  1858. 
Dunbar,    p.  172*  liaban.    p.  166. 


A  crown  of  righteousness. 
2  Tim.  iv.  8. 


599-602 


S.M: 
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A  crown  of  righteousness 

There  is  laid  up  for  me. 
Who  keep  the  faith,  and  win  the  rac-j, 

And  get  the  victory ; 
The  Judge  of  all  is  just 

His  saints  to  glorify. 
To  save  those  who  his  promise  trust, 

And  in  his  favor  die. 

When  shall  the  Judge  descend, 

And  fix  his  kingdom  here? 
With  ardent  love  we  still  attend 

To  see  our  Lord  appear ; 
With  languishing  desire. 

We  long  our  Head  to  own, 
Encircled  by  his  angel  choir. 

High  on  his  azure  throne. 

O  King  of  saints  I  come  down 

In  dazzling  majesty. 
Thy  suffering  witnesses  to  crown, 

Who  share  thy  cross  with  thee. 
Thou  promisest  to  give 

The  crown  at  that  glad  day 
To  all  who  lovingly  believe. 

And  for  thy  coming  stay. 

The  name,  the  cross,  we  love 

Of  our  exalted  Friend : 
And  still  to  meet  thee  from  above 

Our  hearts  to  heaven  we  send ; 
And  when  thou  dost  appear. 

Thou  wilt  the  kingdom  give, 
And  all  thy  fellow-sufferers  here 

Into  thy  joy  receive. 

Charles  Wesley,  1763. 

AAO  So  run,  that  ye  may  obtain.  ^     -Kr 

OU«  1  Cor.  ix.  24.  S.  M. 

My  soul,  it  is  thy  God 

Who  calls  thee  by  his  grace ; 
Now  loose  thee  from  each  cumb'ring  load 

And  bend  thee  to  the  race. 
Make  thy  salvation  sure ; 

All  sloth  and  slumber  shun ; 
Nor  dare  a  moment  rest  secure, 

Till  thou  the  goal  hast  won. 

Thy  crown  of  life  hold  fast ; 

Thy  heart  with  courage  stay ; 
Kor  let  one  trembling  glance  be  cast 

Along  the  backward  way. 
Press  on  to  paradise 

With  conquering  footsteps  bright ; 
And  thou  shalt  win  and  wear  the  prize 

In  everlasting  light. 

Leoneu-d  Swain,  ISSS, 
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XT 


Lynley. 


S.M. 


H..  1880. 


i^rm^^i  i  j'ju  ■ 


One  sweet  -    ly         sol  -  emn     thought  Comes  to        me      o'er  and       o'er. 


mt4f==^=^ 
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I'm      near-  er 


my  home    to  -  day  Than  ev-er  I        was      be  -  fore. 


mil  I  r  s-j^ 
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^^P^^444^ 


Shawmut. 


page  168. 


Kentucky. 
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paf^e  164. 


Dennis. 


t 


page  162. 


^ 


Now  is  our  salvation  nearer. 
Rom.  xiii.  U. 


8.  M. 
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One  sweetly  solemn  thought 
Comes  to  me  o^er  and  o^er, 

I'm  nearer  to  my  home  to-day 
Than  ever  I  was  before. 


Nearer  my  Father's  house 

Where  many  mansions  be, 
Nearer  the  great  white  judgment  throne, 

Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 
Where  burdens  are  laid  down, 

Where  we  shall  lay  aside  the  cross, 
And  win  and  wear  the  crown. 

Nearer  death's  silent  stream, 
That  winds  'mid  shades  unknown, 

Nearer  the  radiant  shores  that  gleam 
With  glory  from  the  throne. 

Perhaps  my  weary  feet 

Have  almost  gained  the  brink, 
I  may  be  nearer  home  to-day. 

Far  nearer,  than  I  think. 

Father,  perfect  my  trust, 

To  feel  in  life  or  death, 
My  weary  feet  securely  rest 

On  Christ,  my  Rock,  by  faith. 

Fhaebe  Gary,  IS-W. 


S*  ^IL» 


604  '^^  ^^iS^  ""^  ^''  work. 

Laborers  of  Christ,  arise. 

And  gird  you  for  the  toil ! . 
The  dew  of  promise  from  the  skiesi 

Already  cheers  tlie  soil. 
Go  where  the  sick  recline, 

Where  mourning  hearts  deplore ; 
And  where  tlie  sons  of  sorrow  pine, 

Dispense  your  hallowed  store. 
Be  faith,  which  looks  above. 

With  prayer,  your  constant  guest; 
And  wrap  the  Saviour's  changeless  love 

A  mantle  round  your  breast. 

So  shall  you  share  the  wealth, 
That  earth  may  ne'er  despoil ; 

And  the  blest  gospel's  saving  health 
Repay  your  arduous  toil. 

Mn.  Lydia  H.  Slgonmey,  1841. 

Aflffe  ^^^  ^^te  It  in  their  hearts. 

^ VO  Jeremiah  xxxi.  38. 

O  God  of  life  and  light, 

To  us  thy  grace  impart; 
And  by  thy  Spirit  deign  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  each  heart. 
Thy  servants  we  would  be, 

Thy  goodness  we  would  prove ; 
Oh,  bind  our  wayward  hearts  to  thee. 

With  bands  of  heavenly  love. 


S*  Mi 
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H.,18B3. 


jl  ^^m  '^$mxm  Htth  n  !Qmtt  Jkntiii. 
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My  soul  thirateth  for  God. 
PMltai  xlii.  2. 


S.   M 
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0  my  offended  Lord  I 
Restore  my  inward  peace ; 

1  know  thou  canst :  pronounce  the  word, 

And  bid  the  tempest  cease. 

I  long  to  see  thy  face, 

Thy  Spirit  I  implore ; 
The  living  water  of  thy  grace, 

That  I  may  thirst  no  more. 

When  shall  thy  love  constrain 
A.nd  force  me  to  thy  breast ; 

When  shall  my  soul  return  again 
To  her  eternal  rest? 

Ah,  what  avails  my  strife, 

My  wanderings  to  and  ifro? 
Thou  hast  the  words  of  endless  life ; 

Ah,  whither  should  I  go? 

To  rescue  me  from  woe, 

Thou  didst  with  all  things  part : 
Did'st  lead  a  suffering  life  below 

To  gain  my  w^orthless  heart. 

Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  fall, 

I  groan  to  be  set  free ; 
I  fain  would  now  obey  the  call, 

And  give  up  all  for  thee. 


607 


SECOND    PART. 


S.  M. 


And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away. 

For  Jesus  to  receive? 

Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield, 

I  can  hold  out  no  more ; 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled. 

And  own  Thee  conqueror. 

Though  late,  I  all  forsake, 
My  friends,  my  all,  resign ; 

Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take. 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove ; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 

With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 

Charles  Weriev,  ab.  1740. 


tU\Q  Behold,  I  make  all  things  new.  q     ^ 

Rejoice,  O  weary  soul ! 

The  day  will  surely  rise, 
When  this  thy  earth, new-born, shall  roll 

Through  new-created  skies. 

The  glory  of  God's  throne 
Shall  then  make  all  things  new ; 

Eternal  love  shall  reign  alone. 
And  heaven  be  full  in  view. 

The  city  of  our  God 

Her  gates  shall  open  wide. 
And  thro'  her  streets  and  portals  broad, 

Shall  pour  a  living  tide. 

There,  no  more  night  shall  be. 
And  death  shall  reign  no  more ; 

There  shall  be  no  more,  no  more  sea. 
No  partings  on  the  shore. 

But  life's  pure  river  there 
Shall  flow,  serene  and  calm ; 

And,  freshening  all  the  tranquil  air. 
The  tree  of  life  breathes  balm. 

God's  love  shall  end  all  fears: 

From  every  weeping  eye 
His  hand  shall  wipe  away  the  tears. 

And  death  itself  shall  die. 

Charles  T.  Brooks,  ab.  181S-188S. 


ioua  words. 


S.  M. 


AAQ     Ther  wondered  at  the 
OUtf  '  Luke  iv. 

O  Christ,  what  gracious  words, 

Are  ever,  ever  thine ! 
Thy  voice  is  music  to  the  soul. 

And  life,  and  peace  divine. 

Grace,  everlasting  grace, 

Glad  tidings  full  of  joy. 
Flow  from  thy  lips,  the  lips  of  truth. 

And  flow  without  alloy. 

The  broken  heart,  the  poor. 
The  bruised,  the  deaf,  the  blind, 

The  dumb,  the  dead,  the  captive  wretch, 
In  thee  compassion  find. 

We  bless  thee  for  this  day, 
This  promised  day  of  grace, 

To  all  the  poor,  the  dumb,  the  deaf. 
The  dead,  of  Adam's  race. 

We  would  with  honest  heart. 
Thy  gracious  words  receive, — 

From  every  sinful  path  depart, 
Repent,  believe,  and  live. 
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1l[ait]^tns  %An  Jfrntitr. 


Oolden  Hill. 


S.  M. 


AnftnlM  DaTinon,  181X 


J  iJix.-|jijii 


1.  The  pray  -  ing      spir 

.£3. 


it  breathe  ;The  watch  -  ing  power  im  -  part ;  From 


all       en  -  tan  -  glements    be  -  neath    Call  off       my      anx  -    ious  heart. 


Dennis. 


Kentucky. 


page  162. 


page  164. 


Shawmat. 


page  168. 
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The  Spirit  itaelf  maketh  interceMion. 
Rom.  vili.  26. 


S.  Al. 
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2  My  feeble  mind  sustain, 

By  worldly  thoughts  oppressed ; 
Appear,  and  bid  me  turn  again 
To  my  eternal  rest. 

3  Swift  to  my  rescue  come, 
Thine  own  this  moment  seize ; 

Gather  my  wand'ring  spirit  home, 
And  keep  in  perfect  peace. 

4  Suffered  no  more  to  rove 
O^er  all  the  earth  abroad. 

Arrest  the  prisoner  of  thy  love. 
And  shut  me  up  in  God. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  I749L 

Al  1  BenewiDKof the  Holy  Ohost 

Oil  \itusliL«. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

With  energy  divine ; 
And  on  this  poor,  benighted  soul, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

Oh,  melt  this  frozen  heart ; 

This  stubborn  will  subdue ; 
Each  evil  passion  overcome, 

And  form  me  all  anew. 

Mine  will  the  profit  be. 

But  Thine  shall  be  the  praise ; 

And  unto  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

Beiyamiii  Beddome,  1717-1705. 


S.  M. 


182 


612  ^"*  ^^ef.'Xir*'-  8.  M. 

It  is  thy  hand,  my  God ; 

My  sorrow  comes  from  thee : 
I  bow  beneath  thy  chastening  rod, 

'Tis  love  that  bruises  me. 

I  would  not  murmur.  Lord ; 

Before  thee  I  am  dumb : 
Lest  I  should  breathe  one  murmuring  word. 

To  thee  for  help  I  come. 

My  God,  thy  name  is  love ; 

A  Father's  hand  is  thine ; 
With  tearful  eyes  I  look  above, 

And  cry,  "Thy  will  be  mine ! " 

I  know  Thy  will  is  right, 

Although  it  seem  severe ; 
Thy  path  is  still  unsullied  light, 

Though  dark  it  oft  appear. 

Jesus  for  me  hath  died ; 

Thy  Son  thou  didst  not  spare : 
His  pierced  hands,  his  bleeding  side, 

Thy  love  for  me  declare. 

Here  my  poor  heart  can  rest ; 

My  God,  it  cleaves  to  thee ; 
Thy  will  is  love,  thine  end  is  blest, 

All  work  for  good  to  me. 

James  G.  Deck  1848. 


W^t  '$ti$vMni  0f  Sr$H%« 


613-618 


It  U  God  which  worketh  in  you. 
Phil.  ii.  18. 


S*  M* 
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'Tis  God,  the  Spirit,  leads 

In  paths  before  unknown ; 
The  work  to  be  performed  is  ours, 

The  strength  is  all  his  own. 

Assisted  by  his  grace, 

We  still  pursue  our  way ; 
And  hope  at  last  to  reach  the  prize, 

Secure  in  endless  day. 

'Tis  He  that  works  to  will, 

'Tis  He  that  works  to  do ; 
His  is  the  power  by  which  we  act, 

His  be  the  glory,  too. 

Benjamin  Bcddome,  1717-1795. 

iftA.  ^^  Temembranee  of  me.  a     -^w 

Ol*  Lukexxii.l9.  »•  ^ 

Jesus  invites  his  saints. 

To  meet  around  his  board. 
And  sup  in  memory  of  the  death 

And  sufferings  of  their  Lord. 

"We  take  the  bread  and  wine, 

As  emblems  of  thy  death ; 
Lord,  raise  our  souls  above  the  sign. 

To  feast  on  Thee  by  faith. 

Faith  eats  the  bread  of  life, 
And  drinks  the  living  wine ; 

It  looks  beyond  this  scene  of  strife  — 
Unites  us  to  the  Vine. 

Soon  shall  the  night  be  gone. 

Our  Lord  will  come  again; 
The  Marriage  Supper  of  the  Lamb 

Will  usher  in  His  reign. 

Millennial  llarp,  1846. 


Let  UB  keep  tlie  feast. 
1  Cor.  V.  8. 


S.  M. 
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Blest  feast  of  love  divine ! 

'Tis  grace  that  makes  us  free 
To  feed  upon  this  bread  and  wine, 

In  memory,  Lord,  of  thee. 

That  blood  which  flowed  for  sin. 

In  symbol  here  we  see, 
And  feel  the  blessed  pledge  within. 

That  we  are  loved  of  thee. 

Oh,  if  this  glimpse  of  love 

Be  so  divinely  sweet. 
What  will  it  be,  O  Lord,  above. 

Thy  gladdening  smile  to  meet ! 

Sdward  Denny,  1839. 


A1  A  ^^  spirit  and  in  truth.  c     ^r 

OlO  John  iv.  23.  S.  M. 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day ! , 

The  day  divinely  given : 
When  men  to  God  their  homage  pay. 

And  earth  draws  near  to  heaven. 

Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
Within  thy  courts  we  bend. 

And  bless  thy  love,  and  own  thy  power, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

But  Thou  art  not  alone 

In  courts  by  mortals  trod ; 
Nor  only  is  the  day  thine  own 

When  man  draws  near  to  God. 

Thy  temple  is  the  arch 

Of  yon  unmeasured  sky ; 
Thy  Sabbath,  the  stupendous  march 

Of  grand  eternity 

Lord,  may  that  holier  day 
Dawn  on  thy  servants'  sight ; 

And  purer  worship  may  we  pay 
In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 

Stephen  Grecnleaf  Bulflnch,  180G-1870. 


Go  ye  into  all  the  irorld. 
Mark  xvi.  15. 


S.  M. 
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Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 
To  all  the  world  proclaim 

The  mercies  of  your  Saviour,  God, 
The  glories  of  his  name. 

Go  spread  the  joyful  sound. 
Wherever  man  has  trod ; 

And  cry  to  earth's  remotest  bound, 
"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 


The  story  of  His  love 

Tell  to  a  fallen  race ; 
And  bid  a  wondering  world  to  prove 

The  glories  of  his  grace. 

U.,1883. 


S.  M, 


01  Q         Praise  the  I*ord  for  his  goodness. 
DlO  Psalm  cvU.  SI. 

Our  Father,  God,  to  thee 

One  parting  song  we  raise ; 
Fountain  of  light  and  majesty. 

We  give  thee  thanks  and  praise. 

Oh,  bless  us  as  we  part ! 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide ; 
And  fill  with  peace  each  trusting  heart. 

And  keep  us  near  thy  side. 
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H..  1883. 
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Shirland. 


8.M. 


r       5  P~^       y 
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Samuel  Stanley,  1800. 
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1  How  sweet  the     melt  -  ing 

^ — J^ 


lay    Which  breaks  up  -    on        the         ear, 


When,  at        the  hour    of        rls  -  ing    day,      Christians   u  -  nite      in  prayer. 


Into  a  mountain  to  pray. 
Luke  vL  12. 


»•  M« 
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2  The  breezes  waft  their  cries 

Up  to  Jehovah's  throne ; 
He  listens  to  their  humble  sighs, 

And  sends  his  blessings  down. 

8  So  Jesus  rose  to  pray 
Before  the  morning  light, — 

Once  on  the  chilling  mount  did  stay, 
And  wrestle  all  the  night. 

4  So  Jesus  still  doth  prajr, 
Before  the  morning  bright, 

On  heavenly  mountains  far  away, 
While  we  toil  here  in  night. 

5  Leave,  Lord,  thy  vigil  there, . 
Descend  upon  life's  wave ; 

Come  to  the  bark  thro'  midnight  air. 
The  storm  shall  cease  to  rave. 

FhcDbe  mnadale  Brown,  1835. 


I  in  them,  and  thou  In  me. 
John  zvii.  83. 


S.  H. 


620 

Now  may  the  love  of  God, 
The  Saviour's  matchless  grace, 

Within  our  hearts  be  shed  abroad. 
Till  we  shall  see  Thy  face. 

Unite  our  souls  in  one, 
With  all  thy  ransomed  host, 

Joined  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

H.,1888. 
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AOI  How  good,  and  how  pleaiant  c    «r 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace. 
Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one, 

Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  plea^ 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

Blest  is  the  pious  house, 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows, 

Make  their  communion  sweet. 

From  those  celestial  springs 
Such  streams  of  pleasure  flow 

As  no  increase  of  nches  brings, 
Nor  honors  can  bestow. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1718. 
A90    They  that  go  down  to  the  tea  in  shipa.  a    -u- 

Dear  Saviour,  teach  our  hearts 
To  feel  for  those  whose  home 

Is  on  the  stormy  ocean  cast, 
Amid  the  tempest's  foam. 

When  thunder  peals  around, 
And  lightnings  fiash  on  high, 

Oh,  cover  them !  beneath  thy  wing 
Protected  may  they  lie. 

So  shall  they  sing  of  Thee, 
And  'mid  the  calm,  rehearse 

The  great  deliverance  of  thy  hands, 
Li  humble,  grateful  verse. 

Martha  Violet  Ball,  1819. 


^nx^iti  9od^  Q$  hx  ytnti* 


623-627 


Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech. 


S.  M. 


HQQ  Day  unto  day  i 

04O  PBiOm  xix.  2. 

Behold !  the  morning  sun 

Begins  his  glorious  way ; 
His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, 

And  life  and  light  convey. 

But,  where  the  gospel  comes, 

It  spreads  diviner  light ; 
It  calls  dead  sinners  from  their  tombs, 

And  gives  the  blind  their  sight. 

How  perfect  is  Thy  word  I 
And  all  thy  judgments  jnst; 

Forever  sure  thy  promise,  Lord, 
And  men  securely  trust. 

My  gracious  God,  how  plain 

Are  thy  directions  given ; 
Oh,  may  I  never  read  in  vain. 

But  find  the  path  to  heaven. 

While,  with  my  heart  and  tongue, 
I  spread  thy  praise  abroad ; 

Accept  the  worship  and  the  song. 
My  Saviour,  and  my  God. 

Isaac  Watts,  1719i 


After  this  manner  therefore  pray  ye. 
Matt.vi.9. 


S.  M. 


624 

Our  heavenly  Father,  hear 
The  prayer  we  offer  now :  — 

Thy  name  be  hallowed  far  and  near. 
To  thee  all  nations  bow. 

Thy  kingdom  come ;  thy  will 

On  earth  be  done  in  love, 
As  saints  and  seraphim  fulfill 

Thy  perfect  law  above. 

Our  daily  bread  supply, 

While  by  thy  word  we  live ; 

The  guilt^  of  our  iniquity 
Forgive,  as  we  forgive. 

From  dark  temptation's  power. 
From  Satan's  wiles,  defend ; 

Deliver  in  the  evil  hour. 
And  guide  us  to  the  end. 

Thine,  then,  forever  be 

Glory  and  power  divine ; 
The  sceptre,  throne,  and  majesty, 

Of  heaven  and  earth  are  thine. 

James  Montgomery,  ab.  1825. 
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AQ  j%       Best  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  patiently,     q    -k* 
*^«v  Psalm  xxxvii.  7.  °«  ^« 

Be  tranquil,  O  my  soul. 

Be  quiet,  every  fear! 
Thy  Father  hath  supreme  control, 

And  He  is  ever  near. 

Ne'er  of  thy  lot  complain. 

Whatever  may  befall ; 
Sickness  or  sorrow,  care  or  pain, 

'Tis  well  appointed  all. 

A  Father's  chastening  hand 

Is  leading  thee  along; 
Nor  distant  is  the  promised  land. 

Where  swells  th'  immortal  song. 

Oh,  then,  my  soul,  be  still  I 
Await  heaven's  high  decree ; 

Seek  but  to  do  thy  Father's  will. 
It  shall  be  well  with  thee. 

Thomas  Hastings,  1784-1872. 

Aon  ^^  do  shew  the  Lord's  death.  «     -ikj- 

w<&0  ICor.  xi.  28.  »•  "•• 

Lord,  in  this  desert  land. 

In  fellowship  most  sweet, 
As  strangers,  we  at  thy  command 

Around  thy  table  meet. 

One  body  and  one  bread, 

The  blessed  bond  we  own ; 
One  faith,  one  Lord,  one  living  Head, 

Upon  the  heavenly  throne. 

With  reverent  love  we  take 

The  cup,  the  broken  bread, 
And  think  how  Jesus,  for  our  sake. 

Was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Our  Saviour's  death  we  show 

Until  our  Lord  shall  come ; 
Oh,  may  we  then  his  glory  know, 

And  dwell  with  him  at  home. 


H.,1883. 


Grace,  mercy,  and  peace. 
1  Tim.  i.  2. 


S.  M. 
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SavioHr,  our  parting  bless ;    • 
Still  with  us  each  abide ; 

And  safely  through  the  wilderness 
Thy  trusting  people  guide. 


The  Holy  Ghost  impart, 

Its  fruits  in  us  increase ; 
And  fill  each  longing,  waiting  heart. 

With  mercy,  grace,  and  peace. 


628^629        Wlifi  JBpiiiti   Items'  9^n^$Qi  fui^rt^wim 


Turner. 


C*  M.  Abraham  Maxim,  cir.  1793.    Arr.  U.,  1879. 

■  ■  ^'    a 

My  soul   is    hap-py  when  I  hear  The  Saviour  is  so  nigh ;  And  longs  to  see  his 


sign      ap-pear,  And  longs     to    see     his  sign    ap-pear    Up-on    the  opening 

^     f^    ^  ^ 


I  I  III  I  I 


sky.    And  longs      to      see    his    sign    ap  -  pear    Up  -  on      the  opening  sky. 


f  Fir  m[-  Hli 


628  Lool^up.and^iftujjourheadi.  ^^  ^^ 

My  soul  is  happy  when  I  hear 

The  Saviour  is  so  nigh ; 
And  longs  to  see  his  sign  appear 

Upon  the  opening  sky. 

I  love  to  wait,  and  watch,  and  pray, 

And  trust  his  living  word, 
And  feel  the  coming  of  that  day 

No  longer  is  deferred. 

I  do  rejoice  that  life  was  given 

In  these  last  days  to  me, 
That  deathless  I  may  rise  to  heaven 

And  my  Redeemer  see. 

Then,  waiting,  brethren,  let  us  sing ; 

He  will  not  tarry  long ; 
And  fill  with  love  the  hours  that  bring 

The  glory  of  our  song. 


Yes,  he  will  come,  no  longer  fear. 
Though  earth  and  hell  assail ; 

His  word  attests  the  moment  near. 
And  that  can  never  fail. 

Unknown,  cIr.  1843. 


/too    The  Spirit  also  helpeth  onr  inflrmikies.     n    -^ 
V^SU  *"  Rom.  viu.  28.  *^»  ^« 

Abide  in  us,  celestial  Dove, 
With  thy  life-giving  might ; 

Shed  forth  in  us  God's  sacred  love, 
His  joy,  his  peace,  his  light. 

Oh,  raise  our  tho'ts  from  things  below, 

From  vanities  and  toys. 
So  shall  we  with  fresh  courage  go 

To  grasp  eternal  joys. 

Awake,  our  souls,  to  joyful  songs  I 

Let  pure  devotion  rise ; 
Till  praise  employs  our  thankful  tongues, 

And  doubt  and  darkness  dies. 

Father,  we  would  no  longer  live  ^ 

At  a  poor,  dying  rate ; 
To  thee  our  thankful  love  we  give, 

For  thine  to  us  is  great. 


Spirit  divine,  celestial  Dove, 
Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night ; 

Illume  our  hearts  with  heavenly  love, 
And  joy,  and  peace,  and  light. 

>  H.,  1883. 
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AQA       JOescending  fh>m  hearen  like  a  dove.     >-,    -» 
OOV  "  John  i,  82.  C.  M. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers ; 

Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  these  earthly  toys ; 

Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go, 
To  reach  eternal  joys ! 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues. 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live, 

At  this  poor,  dying  rate? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee. 

And  thine  to  us  so  great? 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers ; 

Come  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Isaac  Watts,  1809. 

AQI  In  spirit  and  in  truth.  />,    -^ 

OOl  John  Iv.  23.  C'  ^• 

Once  more  we  come  before  our  God, 

Once  more  his  blessing  ask. 
Oh,  may  not  duty  seem  a  load, 

Nor  worship  prove  a  task. 

Father,  thy  quickening  Spirit  send 

On  us  in  Jesus'  name ; 
To  make  our  waiting  minds  attend. 

And  put  our  souls  in  frame. 

May  we  receive  the  word  we  hear 

Each  in  an  honest  heart ; 
Hoard  up  the  precious  treasure  there, 

And  never  with  it  part. 

To  seek  thee  all  our  hearts  dispose. 

To  each  thy  blessings  suit ; 
And  let  the  seed  thy  servant  sows, 

Produce  abundant  fruit. 

The  thirsty  bless  with  heavenly  showers, 
The  cold,  with  warmth  divine ; 

And  as  the  benefit  is  ours, 
Be  all  the  glory  thine. 

Joseph  Hart,  ab.  1712-1768. 
Arlingrton.       p.  104.    Coronation,     p.  100. 


He  is  like  a  refiner's  fire. 
Mai.  iii  2. 


C.  M. 


|#J|J»/rJ'^E    ^jlJJ^^I^S 
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Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love 

Shed  in  my  heart  abroad : 
Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove. 

Rooted  and  fixed  in  God. 

Oh,  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 

Might  ^ow  begin  to  glow. 
Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire, 

And  make  the  mountains  flow  I 

Oh,  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 

And  all  my  sins  consume  I 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  thee  I  call ; 

Spirit  of  burning,  come  I 

Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart; 

Illuminate  my  soul; 
Scatter  thy  life  through  every  part, 

And  sanctify  the  whole. 

My  steadfast  soul,  from  falling  free, 

Shall  then  no  longer  move. 
While  Christ  is  all  the  world  to  me. 

And  all  my  heart  is  love. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1740. 
AQO       A  name  which  is  above  every  name.        p    -mr 

Jesus  I  the  name  high  over  all, 

In  hell,  or  earth,  or  sky ; 
Angels  and  men  before  it  fall, 

And  devils  fear  and  fly. 

Jesus !  the  name  to  sinners  dear, 

The  name  to  sinners  given ; 
It  scatters  all  their  guilty  fear ; 

It  turns  their  hell  to  heaven. 

Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head ; 
Power  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks, 

And  life  into  the  dead. 

Ob,  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  his  grace  I 
The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 

Would  all  mankind  embrace. 

His  only  righteousness  I  show, 

His  saving  truth  proclaim : 
'Tis  all  my  business  here  below, 

To  cry,  *' Behold  the  Lamb!" 

Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 

1  may  but  gasp  his  name ; 
Preach  him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 

** Behold,  behold  the  Lamb!" 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


634-635        !9(  jSHitSi  fimnllxm  ttp  |l(ail^  lit  Ti^m^. 


Exhortation. 


CM. 


S.  Hibbard,  cir.  1803.  Arr.  H.,  1880. 


1.  On    Jor  -  dan's  storm  -   y    banks      I  stand,  And  cast 


a      wish    -   ful 


I^N 


^pfet-_^-4^-j_fan1-i-i-r[]:^=j=^ 


eye  To    Ca  -  naan's  fair  and    hap  -  py    land,  Where  my  pos  -  sessions 


^#^ 


lie.       To    Canaan's  fair    and    hap  -  py    land,"\Vheremy  pos  -  sessions  lie. 

^=^"  ■  f  f  iP  f  C  :ini 


^m 


t 


t 


i — r 


Arise,  ((o  oyer  this  Jordan. 
Josh.  i.  8. 


Dart  "  Josh.  i.  2.  ^«  ^* 

3  Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 

Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight. 

8  There  generous  fruits  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks,  and  hills,  and  brooks,  and  vales, 

With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

4  O'er  all  those  wide-extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day ; 

There  God  the  Sun  forever  reigns. 
And  scatters  night  away. 

5  No  chilling  winds,  or  pois'nous  breath. 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 


6  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place,  ^''i^l,^?;!^*^'  ^^?^^'"^  '''^°*'' 

And  be  forever  blest?          ^^' ^  q Jn V,Ti?^ w  t  U  'i ^'^^''  •.  a  , 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face,  ^  wlSom^^^^^                                       ' 

And  in  his  bosom  rest?  ^  '^^  ^^^^^  ^^*  cnurcn  to  save.^  ^^ 

188 


7  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay : 
Tho'  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 

Samuel  Stennett,  1787.  , 

UStR       He  will  swallow  up  death  in  victory.        ^    ,, 
VOO  l8a.xxv.8.  C.  M. 

On  Zion's  mount  the  Lord  of  Hosts 

A  royal  feast  shall  make, 
And  all  the  people  shall  be  called 

His  bounties  to  partake. 

The  covering  o'er  the  nations  spread, 
The  veil  that  clouds  their  sight. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  shall  there  destroy, 
And  on  them  pour  his  light. 

Death  shall  be  lost  in  victory, 
Tears  shall  no  more  be  shed, 

Rebuke  and  shame  be  swept  away 
As  God's  own  word  hath  said. 


^tait  Witnn  Smt^ro^s  '^oits^  ISttn.         636-639 


victory. 


O.  M. 


Daniel  Read,  1757—1836.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 

/7\ 


1.  The  Lord  of     glo  -  ry     is    my  light,  And  my     sal  -  va-tion  too ;  God  is   my 


g^  ^\p^\f^m£ 


^ 


j  jij  jij* 


strength ;  nor  will    I     fear  What  all  my   foes  can     do.  What  all    mv  foes  can  do. 


AQA  1'l^e  Lord  i>  my  light.  r*    itr 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  desires ; 
Oh,  grant  me  an  abode 

Among  the  churches  of  thy  saints, 
The  temples  of  my  God. 

3  There  shall  I  orffer  my  requests, 
And  see  thy  beauty  still; 

Shall  hear  thy  messages  of  love, 
And  there  inquire  thy  virill. 

4  When  troubles  rise,  and  storms  appear. 
There  may  his  children  hide ; 

God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  soul  abide. 

5  Now  shall  my  head  be  lifted  high 
Above  my  foes  around ; 

And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 
Within  thy  temple  sound. 


Isaac  Watts,  1719. 


To  Him  be  glory  both  now  and  forever. 
iPei 


C.  M. 


637  "iPeteruLlA 

Now  to  the  great,  eternal  King, 

To  God,  the  only  wise. 
Honor  and  glory  we  would  bring 

In  ceaseless  sacrifice. 

To  him  who  sits  enthroned  in  heaven ; 

To  him  our  sins  who  bore, 
Be  praise,  and  thanks,  and  worship  given, 

Henceforth  for  evermore. 

H.,  1884. 


AQQ         strong  in  the  fi[race  that  Is  in  Christ,      q    yr 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  Lord  Most  High, 
In  Jesus'  strength  be  strong ; 

Your  toils  shall  end  in  victory. 
Your  sighs  shall  end  in  song. 

Before  you,  on  each  hard-fought  field. 
Your  Captain's  footsteps  see; 

Oh,  do  not  to  the  tempter  yield, 
Christ  gives  you  victory. 

Ye  fight  against  a  vanquished  foe, 
March  on  to  triumph  grand ; 

Our  Leader's  conquering  pow'r  we  know. 
Strong  in  his  strength  we  stand. 

H.,  188S. 
A  very  present  helj;  In  trouble.  q    -^ 


A  QO  A  very  present  neip  i 

DOa  Psalm  xlvll. 

In  all  my  troubles  sharp  and  strong. 

My  soul  to  Jesus  flies ; 
My  anchor-hold  is  firm  in  Him, 

When  swelling  billows  rise. 

His  comforts  bear  my  spirits  up, 

I  trust  a  faithful  God ; 
The  sure  foundation  of  my  hope 

Is  in  a  Saviour's  blood. 

Loud  hallelujahs  sing,  my  soul. 

To  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  joy,  in  sorrow,  life  and  death, 

His  love  is  still  the  same. 

John  KiUinghall,  d.  1740 
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winter. 


O.M, 


Duilel  B«Adt  1791—1836. 


fyM  'li-';'^  i|    i'  Ji.iii  1 1  I  f^-\^\  j^jl'JH 


1.  My  Boul    in  God  shall  make    her    boast, Tho'  all      a  -  round    are^      sad; 


The    coin-fort      of       the       Ho  -  ly       Ghost  Shall  make  the      humble  glad. 


Ooronation. 


P 


I»ge  lOa         Arlington. 


page  104. 


iS   ^^jiiJ-Jjiuji 


Ortonvllle 

4 


page  98. 


iiA.t\  My  M>ul  thaU  make  her  boast  in  the  Lord.   r>    xr. 

2  My  tongue  shall  bless  the  bleeding  Lamb, 
Who  bore  my  6ins  for  me ; 

My  lips  shall  glorify  His  name 
Who  died  upon  the  tree. 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  his  grace, 
My  spirit  shall  rejoice ; 

My  eyes  exult  to  see  his  face, 
My  ears  to  hear  his  voice. 

4  I  long  to  sit  upon  His  throne, 
And  all  his  glory  see ; 

Lord,  when  thou  dost  in  glory  come, 
I  pray  remember  me. 

H.,  1865. 

HA  t  The  darkness  is  past.  r*    -ilt 

0*1  lJohnU.&  C'  ^» 

The  gloom  that  hung  o'er  Calvary's  brow, 

Before  the  dawn  has  fled ; 
For  Jesus  Christ  has  risen  now. 

Triumphant  from  the  dead. 

No  more  he  wears  death's  ashen  robe, 

Nor  slumbers  in  the  grave ; 
He  lives  the  Lord  of  all  the  globe. 

Omnipotent  to  save. 

The  glory  of  our  conquering  Lord 
Breaks  o'er  the  silent  tomb; 

The  radiance  of  his  living  word 
Dispels  its  deepest  gloom. 

H.,  1883. 
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A  Lamb itood  on  the  mount  Sion.         ri  •%, 
B«v.ziv.L  1/.  JM, 


Oh,  how  I  long  to  see  that  day 
When  the  redeemed  shall  come 

To  Zion,  clad  in  white  array— 
Their  blissful,  happy  home : 

To  hear  the  Alleluias  roll 
From  the  unnumbered  throng, 

Who  reign  with  Christ  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  join  redemption's  song. 

To  see  all  Israel  safe  at  home, 

Singing  on  Zion's  height; 
And  Jesus  crowned  upon  his  throne ; 

Creation  own  his  right. 

All  hail  I  the  glorious  mom  is  nigh, 

The  pilgrim  longs  to  see; 
That  dries  the  tear  from  every  eye — 

Creation's  jubilee  I 

Jerusalem  I  long  to  see, 

Blest  city  of  my  King ! 
And  eat  the  fruit  of  Lifers  fair  tree. 

And  hear  the  blood-washed  sing! 

My  lon^ng  heart  cries  out.  Oh,  come  I 

Creation  groans  for  Thee  I 
The  weary  pilgrim  sighs.  Oh,  come  I 

Bring  immortality ! 

Sidney  Smith  Brewer,  ISB. 
90 
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0;M. 


1>eodAtii8  Dntton,  Jr. ,  1829. 


God  moves  in    a    xnys  -  terious  way/His  wonders   to        per    -      form ; 


J.J  JiFi^f^J^ 


He    plants  his  foot- steps     in    the  sea,     And    rides    up  -  on      the  storm. 


f^-F-p 


Peterboro. 


page  96. 


Rfarlow* 


page  94. 


Ortonville. 


page  98. 


i     fUR^-^  J4f^     rfy>JJ^J|f^ 


Thy  way  is  in  the  sea. 
Fsa.  Ixxvii.  19. 


C.  M. 


648 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Ar»  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain ; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Cowper,  1774. 


These  be  the  last  words  of  Dayid. 
2  Sam.  xxiii.  1. 


C.  M. 


644 

These  are  the  words  that  David  said. 
The  shepherd  raised  on  high, — 

The  strain  the  anointed  psalmist  sang. 
When  just  about  to  die: 

By  me  the  Eternal  Spirit  spake, 
His  word  was  in  my  tongue ; 

His  covenant  he  will  not  break, 
Nor  put  to  shame  my  song. 

The  Rock  of  Israel  promised  me 

A  Ruler  over  all. 
Who  in  the  fear  of  God  should  deal 

Justly  with  great  and  small. 

He  like  the  light  of  morn  shall  rise, 
A  bright  and  cloudless  sun ; 

And  all  shall  bloom  beneath  His  care. 
As  grass  when  rain  is  done. 

The  sons  of  Belial,  who,  like  thorns, 

With  iron  and  with  spear, 
Would  pierce  the  hands  that  seek  their  good^ 

Shall  quickly  perish  there. 

When  on  the  just  that  light  shall  dawn. 

And  never  pass  away, 
The  godless  shall  with  fire  be  burned 

In  that  great  Sabbath  day. 

H.,1882. 
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S{^»qi)[  mii  ^^tj  u^n  mis  ©hH^ 


.Stephanos. 


88  &  6b,  pecaliar. 


Jos.  Stephenson,  1708.    Arr.  H.,  1879. 


1  As-cend,  Be  -   lov    -    ed,      to      the    joy;  The     fes  -  tal  day     has  come: 


To-night  the  Lamb  doth  feast  his  own,  To-night  he  with  his  bride  sits    down, 

»     -     -     -  r^  ^ 


To-night  puts    on  the  spous    -    al     crown,    I^     the  great  up  -  per    room. 


t 


:S: 


I.        I — ' 


^^ 


645   The Marriage^meLambia come,  gg  ^  ^g^ 

2  Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  love ; 
This  is  the  day  of  days ; 

To-night  the  bridal-song  is  sung, 
To-night  ten  thousand  harps  are  strung, 
In  sympathy  with  heart  and  tongue, 
Unto  the  Lamb's  high  praise. 

3  The  festal  lamps  are  lighted  now 
In  the  great  marriage-hall ; 

By  angel-hands  the  board  is  spread, 
By  angel-hands  the  sacred  bread 
Is  on  the  golden  table  laid ; 
The  King  his  own  doth  call. 

4  The  gems  are  gleaming  from  the  roof, 
Like  stars  in  night's  round  dome ; 

The  festal  wreaths  are  hanging  there, 
The  festal  fragrance  fills  the  air, 
And  flowers  of  heaven,  divinely  fair. 
Unfold  their  happy  bloom. 

5  Long,  long  deferred,  now  come  at  last. 
The  Lamb's  glad  wedding  day ; 

The  guests  are  gathering  to  the  feast. 
The  seats  in  heavenly  order  placed. 
The  royal  throne  above  the  rest : — 
How  bright  the  new  array  1 


6  Sorrow  and  sighing  are  no  more, 
The  weeping  hours  are  past ; 

To-night  the  waiting  will  be  done, 
To-night  the  wedding-robe  put  on. 
The  glory  and  the  joy  begun ; 
The  crown  has  come  at  last. 

7  Without,  within,  is  light,  is  light; 
Around,  above,  is  love ; 

We  enter,  to  go  out  no  more. 
We  raise  the  song  unsung  before. 
We  doff  the  sackcloth  that  we  wore; 
For  all  is  joy  above. 

8  Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  life ; 
Our  days  of  death  are  o'er; 

Mortality  has  done  its  worst. 
The  fetters  of  the  tomb  are  burst, 
The  last  are  now  become  the  first, 
For  ever,  evermore. 

9  Ascend,  Beloved,  to  the  feast ; 
Make  haste,  thy  day  has  come ; 

Thrice  blest  are  they  the  Lamb  doth  call. 
To  share  the  heavenly  festival. 
In  the  new  Salem's  palace-hall, 
Our  everlasting  home ! 

HoratiuB  Bonar,  b.  1808. 
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^0  The bri^andmorjing star.       gs  &  68. 

Star  of  the  promised  morning,  rise ! 

Star  of  the  throbbing  wave, 
Ascend !  and  o'er  the  sable  brine, 
With  resurrection  splendor  shine, 
Burst  thro'  the  clouds  with  beams  divine. 

Mighty  to  shine  and  save. 

O  Morning  Star  I  O  risen  Lord  1 

Destroyer  of  the  tomb  I 
Star  of  the  living  and  the  dead, 
Lift  up  at  length  thy  long-veiled  head, 
O'er  land  and  sea  thy  glories  shed ; 

Light  of  the  morning,  come  I 

Into  each  tomb  thy  radiance  pour ; 

Let  life,  not  death,  prevail ; 
Make  haste,  great  Conqueror,  make  haste ! 
Call  up  the  dead  of  ages  past  I 
Gather  thy  precious  gems  at  last 

From  ocean's  deepest  vale. 

Speak,  Mighty  Life,  and  wake  the  dead ; 

Like  statue  from  the  stone. 
Like  music  from  long  broken  strings, 
Like  gushings  from  deserted  springs, 
Like  dew  upon  the  dawn's  soft  wings ; 

Rouse  each  beloved  one. 

Horatius  Bonar,  ab.  b.  1806. 


647  '^''kt^l^.  S!'^'       8s  &  6s. 

*'  Depart, "  O  sinner  I  word  of  woe  I 

Thy  day  of  hope  is  done ; 
Light  shall  revisit  thee  no  more. 
Life  with  its  sanguine  dreams  is  o'er, 
Love  reaches  not  yon  awful  shore ; 

Forever  sets  thy  sun. 

Thy  songs  are  at  an  end ;  thy  harp 

Shall  solace  thee  no  more ; 
All  mirth  has  perished  on  thy  grave ; 
The  melody  that  could  not  save 
Has  died  upon  death's  sullen  wave, 

That  flung  thee  on  this  shore. 

No  God  is  there ;  no  Christ ;  for  He 

Whose  word  on  earth  was  *  *  Come, " 
Hath  said  "Depart:"  go,  lost  one,  go, 
Reap  the  sad  harvest  thou  didst  sow. 
Join  yon  lost  angels  in  their  woe. 
Go  share  their,  fiery  doom. 


Horatius  Bonar,  ah.  b.  1806. 


648     strangers  and^^Ugrims^on  the  earth,  gg  ^  gg^ 

Cheerful,  O  Lord,  at  thy  command, 

I  bind  my  sandals  on ; 
I  take  my  pilgrim's  staff  in  hand, 
II :  And  go  to  seek  the  better  land,  :|| 

The  way  thy  feet  have  gone. 

I  oft  shall  think,  when  on  my  way 

Some  bitter  grief  I  meet ; 
This  path  hath  echoed  with  His  moan, 
II :  And  every  rude  and  flinty  stone  i] 

Hath  bruised  His  blessed  feet. 

Fainting  and  sad  along  the  road, 

Thou  layest  on  my  head 
The  hands  they  fastened  to  the  tree, 
II :  The  hands  that  paid  the  price  for  me,  :|| 

The  hands  that  broke  the  bread. 

Thou  whisperest  some  pleasant  word, 

I  catch  the  much  loved  tone ; 
I  feel  thee  near,  my  gracious  Lord, 
1: 1  know  thou  keepest  watch  and  ward,  :|| 
And  all  my  grief  is  gone. 

From  every  mountain's  rugged  peak, 

The  far-off  land  I  know; 
And  from  its  fields  of  fadeless  bloom 
II :  Come  breezes  laden  with  perfume,  :| 

And  fan  my  weary  brow. 

There  peaceful  hills  and  holy  vales 

Sleep  in  eternal  day ; 
While  rivers  deep  and  silent  glide 
II :  'Twixt  meads  and  groves  on  either  side,  :|| 

Through  which  the  blessed  stray. 

There  He  abides  who  is  of  heaven, 

The  loveliest  and  the  best ; 
His  face,  when  shall  I  gaze  upon? 
:Or  share  with  the  beloved  John:|| 

The  pillow  of  his  breast? 

"Unknown,  cir.  1850? 


A  crown  of  pure  gold  on  his  head. 


AAQ  -A-  crown  or  pi 

V»a  Psa.  xxi.  3. 

Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
II  :To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe,  :|| 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng. 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall ; 
•.We'll  join  the  everlasting  song,  :|| 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


CM. 
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Edward  Perronet,  ab.  1779.    John  Rippon,  1787 
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Perry  vi  lie. 


CM. 


Arr.  H.,  18T9. 


Oh,    not    with    sil-  ver,  gold    or  gems,  Was  our   redemption  bought ; 
But     by      the  blood  of  God'8  dear  Lamb,  Unblemished,  with- out  ...  spot. 

y9 ^     I   ig^ 
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Oh,    the     blood  of      Je  -   bus  !  The    pre  -  cious  blood  of     Je  -  sus ; 


Oh,    the       blood  of       Je  -    sus !  That    cleans  -  eth    from      all        sin. 
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With  the  preeionB  blood' of  Chiist. 
1  Pet  i.  19. 


C.  M. 
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Oh,  not  with  silver,  gold,  or  gems, 
Was  our  redemption  bought ; 

But  by  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Lamb, 
Unblemished,  without  spot. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  the  blood  of  Jesus .' 

The  precious  blood  of  Jesus ; 
Oh,  the  blood  of  Jesus ! 

That  cleanseth  from  all  sin. 

All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray, 

In  sin's  destructive  road ; 
Our  sins  on  him  the  Lord  did  lay. 

He  bore  our  bitter  load. 

Beside  the  spotless  Lamb  I  stand, - 
The  Lamb  to  slaughter  led ; 

Confessing  guilt  I  lay  my  hand 
Upon  his  sinless  head. 

My  load  of  sin  he  meekly  bears. 
He  sheds  for  me  his  blood ; 

For  me  he  pours  his  tears  and  prayers. 
To  bring  me  home  to  God. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 


Before  the  throne  in  garments  bright 

I  see  the  ransomed  throng ; 
Oh,  that  in  blood-washed  raiment  white 

I  too  may  join  their  song! 

Praise  Him  who  washed  us  in  his  blood ; 

The  Lamb  foi*  sinners  slain 
Hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

With  him  on  earth  to  reign. 

H.,1879l 


Enoch  walked  with  Ood. 
Oen.  y.  22. 


C.  M. 
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Oh,  could  I  find  from  day  to  day 

A  nearness  to  my  God ! 
Then  would  my  hours  glide  swift  away 

While  leaning  on  his  word. 

Lord,  I  desire  with  Thee  to  live 

Anew  from  day  to  day, 
In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 

Nor  ever  take  away. 

Blest  Jesus,  come,  and  rule  my  heart, 
And  make  me  wholly  thine, 

That  I  may  never  more  depart. 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

Beogamin  Cleveland,  ab.  17901 
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Cleansing  Fountain. 


O.  M.  D. 


Unknown,  dr.,  ISOOl 
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Tbere    is    a  fonntaii  filled  with  blood,  Dnwn  from  Im-man-uers  reins ;  And  sinners,  plnnged  ben»tk  that  flood, 
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There  is  a  fountainl&lled  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  thatjflood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  have  I,  as  rile  as  he, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 

Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stam'ring  tongue 

Is  ransomed  from  the  grave. 

William  Cowper,  ab.  1774. 

H  CQ  The  trumpet  of  the  jubilee. 

OOO  Lev.  XXV.  9. 

What  heavenly  music  do  I  hear? 

Salvation  sounding  free ! 
Ye  souls  in  bondage,  lend  an  ear ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 


c.  M. 


Loud  doth  the  gospel  trumpet  sound, 

Proclaiming  liberty 
To  captive  souls  by  Satan  bound; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

How  sweetly  do  the  tidings  roll 

All  round  from  sea  to  sea, 
From  land  to  land,  from  pole  to  pole ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

Good  news,  good  news  to  Adam's  race ; 

Let  Christians  all  agree 
To  sing  redeeming  love  and  grace ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

The  gospel  sounds  a  sweet  release 

To  all  in  misery. 
And  bids  them  welcome  home  to  peace ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

Jesus  is  on  the  mercy-seat. 

Before  him  bend  the  knee ; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  his  praise  repeat ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

Sinners,  be  wise,  return  and  come ; 

Unto  the  Saviour  flee ; 
The  Spirit  bids  you  welcome  home ; 

This  is  the  jubilee. 

Come,  ye  redeemed,  your  tribute  bring 

With  songs  of  harmony ; 
While  on  the  road  to  Canaan  sing, 

This  is  the  jubilee. 
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John  A.  Oranade.  1763-1807. 
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George  Kingsley,  1853. 


O        Lord,  thy  servants     cry    to  thee,     Sore  troubled  and      dis  -  mayed ; 
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It  Is  I;  be  not  afraid. 
John  vi.  20. 


C.  M. 
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O  Lord,  thy  servants  cry  to  thee, 
Sore  troubled  and  dismayed ; 

Thy  answer  comes  across  the  sea, 
*''TisI;benotafraid." 


With  joyful  hearts  we  take  thee  in, 

So  shall  the  tempest  cease, 
And  we,  beyond  the  storms  of  sin, 

Shall  reach  the  port  of  peace. 

Amid  the  surges  wild  and  dark, 
Thy  power  the  vessel  keeps ; 

No  billow  can  overwhelm  the  bark 
In  which  our  Master  sleeps. 

Lord,  when  the  tempests  darkly  lower, 
And  seas  like  mountains  roll. 

Awake,  and  speak  thy  word  of  power, 
And  calm  each  troubled  soul. 

Lord,  when  the  angry  waters  rage. 
And  griefs  our  souls  distress, 

Do  thou  our  woes  and  fears  assuage, 
And  give  us  peace  and  rest. 

Speak,  and  the  storm  shall  heed  thy  will, 
By  thine  own  word  allayed ; 

Say  to  the  tempest,  *'  Peace,  be  still !  " 
To  us, — **Benot  afraid." 

H.,  1882. 


Casting  all  your  care  upon  him. 
XT 
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Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 

To  end  this  weary  day? 

Christ  leads  me  thro'  no  darker  rooms 
Than  he  went  through  before ; 

No  one  into  his  kingdom  comes, 
But  through  his  opened  door. 

Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  meet, 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  swe'et, 

What  will  thy  glory  be  I 

Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary,  sinful  days. 
And  join  with  all  triumphant  saints 

Who  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small ; 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 

And  I  shall  be  with  him. 

Siehard  Baxter,  1681. 
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""*'  Matt.  xvi.  18. 

The  Church  is  built  upon  a  rock : 
Though  hell's  dark  gates  assail, 

Unmoved  it  bears  their  furious  shocks 
They  never  shall  prevail. 

Monarchs  and  kings  and  men  of  might, 

Have  hastened  to  the  fray ; 
But  still  tbe  Church  stands  clothed  with  light, 

Her  foes,  oh,  where  are  they? 

The  crumbling  empires  now  are  gone. 
The  monarchs  sleep  in  dust ; 

But  still  the  Church  of  Christ  lives  on. 
And  makes  the  Lord  her  trust. 

Above  the  waves  that  dash  and  roar. 

Above  the  tossing  foam. 
She  stands  a  beacon  on  timers  shore. 

To  guide  lost  wanderers  home. 

While  angry  tumults  vex  the  air 
With  clamors  fierce  and  strong. 

Within  her  sounds  the  voice  of  prayer 
And  swells  the  tide  of  song. 

The  Church  is  built  upon  the  rock, 

Eternally  secure; 
And  thro*  the  storm  or  earthquake's  shock, 

In  peace  it  shall  endure. 

Lord,  grant  that  I,  a  living  stone, 
Within  that  Church  may  dwell, 

No  hand  from  thence  shall  pull  me  down, 
I  dread  no  gates  of  hell. 

H.,  1881. 


Refrain  thy  voice  from  weeping. 
Jer. : 


xxxi.  16. 
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Refrain  thy  voice,  oh,  weeping  one, 
Refrain  thine  eyes  from  tears ; 

There  yet  is  hope  when  thou  art  done 
With  all  earth's  griefs  and  fears. 

Thy  cherished  ones,  now  captive  led, 
For  whom  thy  heart  doth  mourn; 

Shall  hear  that  voice  which  wakes  the  dead. 
And  from  the  grave  return. 

Oh,  not  in  vain  thy  toil  and  care. 

Thy  travail  and  thy  tears ; 
For  joys  immortal  thou  shalt  share 

Through  glad,  eternal  years. 

Thy  work  shall  have  a  rich  reward. 
When  home  the  captives  come ; 

And  in  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 
Abide,  no  more  to  roam. 

H.,  1888. 


668  ''^'^*^.?.'^^-  CM. 

O  Paradise,  thy  banished  bloom 
Fades  from  our  sight  away ; 

When  shall  once  more  thy  glory  come, 
In  everlasting  day? 

O  Paradise,  thou  home  of  rest ! 

We  long  thy  joys  to  share, 
When  all  the  victors,  crown'd  and  blest, 

Shall  dwell  in  glory  there. 

Beyond  this  desert  world  of  sin, 
There  flows  life's  crystal  flood ; 

There  shall  we  eat  life's  fruit  within 
The  Paradise  of  God  I 

O  Paradise,  thou  heavenly  home ! 

Thy  joys  I  sigh  to  see ; 
When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 

O  Lord,  remember  me. 

H.,1883. 

URSk    "The  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return.    />,    -.•> 
%HW  lBa.xxxv.  la  ^'  ^** 

The  desert  like  the  rose  shall  bloom. 

With  flowers  of  paradise ; 
When  saints  triumphant  from  the  tomb, 

In  life  immortal  rise. 

The  lame  shall  leap,  the  dumb  shall  sing, 
The  blind,  with  sight  restored, 

Shall  see  the  beauty  of  their  King, 
The  glory  of  their  Lord. 

With  joy  the  ransomed  shall  return, 

And  hail  that  blissful  day, 
Wliile  all  the  griefs  of  those  who  mourn 

Forever  flee  away. 

H.,1883. 

HiilX      Thou  leddest  thj  people  like  a  flock.        ^    -., 
OOU  Psa.  IxxvLf.  20.  ^*  ^'•• 

Lord,  thou  hast  through  the  desert  led 

Thy  people  as  a  flock. 
Refreshing  them  with  angels'  bread, 

And  water  from  the  rock. 

Good  Shepherd,  still  thy  people  feed; 

A  helpless,  feeble  band ; 
Govern  and  strengthen,  guide  and  lead 

Them  to  the  promised  land. 

Before  us  may  the  floods  divide. 

And  foes  affrighted  flee, 
Till  we  shall  cross  dark  Jordan's  tide, 

And  rest  in  peace  with  thee. 

H.,18R8. 
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Abraham  llazim.  1773-1829. 
Arr.  H.,  1880. 


1  Let    ev*  -  ry      mor  -  tal    ear      at  -  tend,  And      ev'  -  ry    heart    re  -  joice ; 


The  trum-  pet    of     the      gos  -  pel  sounds  With  an     in  -  yit-ing  voice.  Ho ! 


all    ye    hungry,  starving  souls,  That  feed  up-on  the  wind,And  vainly  strive  with 

1^ 


earth-ly    toys      To    fill      an    emp  -  ty  mind :  To  fill    an    emp  -  ty  mind. 


Hoi  every  one  that  thirateth. 
Im.  Iv.  I. 


C.  M. 
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2  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites, 

The  rich  provision  taste. 
Ho  I  ye  that  pant  for  living  streams, 

And  pine  away  and  die, 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 

From  springs  that  never  dry. 


8  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 
The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day : 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies, 

And  drive  our  wants  away. 

Isaac  Wattt,  ab.  1709. 
ByF^mOsiioQ^ 


The  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made. 
Faalmcxviii.  24. 


C.  M. 
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With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 

Which  God  has  called  his  own ; 
With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 

To  worship  at  his  throne. 
Thy  chosen  temple.  Lord,  how  fair  I 

Where  willing  votaries  throng ; 
To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer, 

And  pour  the  choral  song. 


Spirit  of  grace,  Oh,  deign  to  dwell 

Within  thy  church  below; 
Make  her  in  holiness  excel. 

With  pure  devotion  glow. 
Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found, 

Let  all  her  sons  unite 
To  spread  with  grateful  zeal  around. 

Her  clear  and  shining  light.- 

Ewrxiet  Attber,  18S8. 
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AAfl        The  great  trumpet  ih*n  b«  blown.        r>   » 
WO  "      iwUah  xxvii.  13.  C.  M. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  loudly  blow, 

And  sound  the  tidings  wide ; 
Proclaim  to  sinners  sunk  in  woe, 

For  you  the  Saviour  died. 
Hiffh  on  the  cross  of  Calvary, 

He  groaned  beneath  your  load. 
He  died  to  set  poor  sinners  free, 

And  bring  them  home  to  God. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  loudly  blow, 

And  tell  a  fallen  race. 
You  all  may  Jesus'  mercy  know, 

You  may  be  saved  by  grace. 
Long  have  you  borne  sin's  galling  chain, 

But  now  you  can  be  free ; 
The  heralds  of  the  Lord  proclaim 

The  year  of  Jubilee. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  loudly  blow, 

In  every  distant  land. 
To  all  the  world  the  tidings  show, 

God's  kingdom  is  at  hand. 
To  All  mankind  the  gospel  bear, 

A  witness  it  shall  be, — 
And  may  the  message  that  they  hear, 

Be  life  and  joy  to  me. 

U..1880. 


AAA  I  will  praise  thee,  O  Lord  i  /^    ■» 

\9%rt  Psalm  ix.l.  C-  M. 

To  celebrate  Thy  praise,  O  Lord, 

I  will  my  heart  prepare ; 
To  all  the  listening  world  thy  works. 

Thy  wondrous  works  declare. 

The  thought  of  them  shall  to  my  soul 

Exalted  pleasure  bring ; 
When  to  thy  name,  O  thou  Most  High, 

Triumphant  praise  I  sing. 

All  those  who  have  His  goodness  proved 

Will  in  his  truth  confide ; 
Whose  mercy  ne'er  forsook  the  man 

That  on  his  help  relied. 

Sing  praises,  therefore,  to  the  Lord, 

Fro^  Sion,  his  abode ; 
Proclaim  his  deeds,  till  all  the  world 

Confess  no  other  God. 

Tate  and  Brady.  1686. 


7M»rboro.        p.  06.    Arlington.       p.  104. 
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tttlR         I  know  whom  I  have  beliored.  r^    -.r 

UOO  2  Tim.  1.13.  C»  ^^' 

I  know  in  whom  I  put  my  trust, 

I  know  what  standeth  fast, 
When  all  things  here  dissolve  like  dust, 

Or  smoke  before  the  blast : 
I  know  what  stifl  endures,  howe'er 

All  else  may  quake  and  fall. 
When  lies  the  prudent  men  ensnare. 

And  dreams  the  wise  enthrall. 

It  is  the  Dayspring  from  on  high. 

The  adamantine  Rock, 
Whence  never  storm  can  make  me  fly, 

That  fears  no  earthquake's  shock, 
My  Jesus  Christ,  my  sure  Defense, 

My  Saviour  and  my  Light, 
That  shines  within  and  scatters  thence 

Dark  phantoms  of  the  night. 

• 
Who  once  was  borne,  betrayed  and  slain, 

At  evening  to  the  grave ; 
Whom  God  awoke,  who  rose  again ; 

A  Conqueror  strong  to  save ; 
Who  pardons  all  my  sin,  who  sends 

His  Spirit  pure  and  mild ; 
Whose  grace  my  every  step  befriends 

Who  ne'er  forgets  His  child  1 

Therefore  I  know  in  whom  I  trust, 

I  know  what  standeth  fast. 
When  all  things  formed  of  earthly  dust 

Are  whirling  in  the  blast ; 
The  terrors  of  the  final  foe 

Can  rob  me  not  of  this, 
And  this  shall  crown  me  once,  I  know. 

With  never-fading  bliss. 

Ernest  Maurice  Amdt,1819.  Tr.  C.Winkworth,  1U8. 


Make  a  joyftil  noise  unto  the  Lord. 
Taalm  zcviii.  4. 


C.   M 


666 

Oh,  all  ye  lands,  rejoice  and  sing, 
Your  Maker's  praise  proclaim ; 

Let  earth  and  sea  adore  their  King, 
And  magnify  his  name. 

Behold,  he  comes  a  world  to  bless, 
Long  bound  in  Satan's  thrall ; 

Soon  shall  he  reign  in  righteousness. 
And  God  be  all  in  all. 


H.,1884. 
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W}i$  Jimtfvh  ni  )^  JiyivH 


Biblos. 


0.  M.  D. 


H„1879. 


1.  Kj  book!  my  book!  my  gnnd  old  book!   6y  in  -  spi  -  ra  -tion  gir'n!  Tby    er'  -  ly   page  from 


667        ^  ^%l"aC5S  "l05?  "^  '''*•        C.  M. 

2  My  chart !  my  chart !  my  changeless  chart ! 
By  thee  I  guide  my  bark, 

A  simple  "child  on  ocean  wild, 
O'er  mountain  billows  dark ; 

By  thee  I  steer  in  safe  career, 
With  canvas  all  unfurled, 

And  onward  sail  before  the  gale 
To  yonder  blissful  world. 

3  My  staff  I  my  staff!  my  trusty  staff! 
I'll  grasp  thee  in  my  hand, 

As  faint  and  weak  on  Pisgah's  peak 

I  view  the  promised  land ; 
Not  sadly  told,  as  one  of  old. 

To  see,  but  not  explore. 
My  hold  I'll  keep  thro'  Jordan's  deep 

Till  safe  on  Canaan's  shore. 

4  My  sword !  my  sword !  my  two-edg*d  sword ! 
By  thy  unerring  might, 

I  deal  my  foe  the  deadly  blow 

In  faith's  unequal  fight ; 
Thy  tempered  blade  that  lent  me  aid 

In  every  conflict  past. 
Shall  make  me  **more  than  conqueror, 

Throucfh  Him  who  loved, "  at  last. 


By  Pprmlssicm. 
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5  My  book !  my  book !  my  grand  old  book ! 

Heav'n  speed  thee  on  thy  way. 
From  pole  to  pole,  as  ages  roll. 

The  harbinger  of  day. 
Till  Christ,  "  the  Light,"  shall  banish  night 

From  this  terrestrial  ball, 
And  earth  shall  see  her  jubilee. 

And  God  be  all  in  all !     j.  a.  p..  cir.  law? 

668  ^A^^ir'''  c.  M. 

Now,  Lord,  I  seek  a  holy  rest, 

A  victory  over  sin  1 
I  seek  that  thou  alone  should'st  reign 

O'er  all  without,  within. 

In  quietness  and  confidence. 
Saviour,  my  strength  shall  be ! 

And  *'Take  me,  for  to  thee  I  come," 
Is  still  my  cry  to  thee. 

In  thy  strong  hand  I  lay  me  down. 

So  shall  the  work  be  done ; 
For  who  can  work  so  wondrously 

As  the  Almighty  one? 

Work  on,  then.  Lord,  till  on  my  soul 

Eternal  light  shall  break. 
And  in  thy  likeness  perfected, 

I  **  satisfied  "  shall  wake. 

Vnknoum^  dr.  1800  f 
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669-670 


Psalmos. 


O.M.D. 


Benjamin  Smith,  b.  1764. 
ArrH.1880. 


Con-sid-er    all  my  8orrows,Lord,  And  thy  deliverance  send;  My  soul  for  thy  sal- 


va-tion  faints  ;\Vhen  will  my  troubles  end  ?  Yet  I  have  found  'tis  good  for  me  To 


bear  my  Father's  rod ;  Af-flic-tions  make  me  learn  thy  law,  And  live  up  -  on  my  God. 


M7  comfort  in  my  affliction. 
Psalm  cxix.  50. 


C.  M. 


669 

Consider  all  my  sorrows,  Lord, 

And  thy  deliverance  send ; 
My  soul  for  thy  salvation  faints ; 

When  will  my  troubles  end? 
Yet  I  have  found  'tis  good  for  me 

To  bear  my  Father's  rod ; 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law, 

And  live  upon  my  God. 

Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight 

When  earthly  joys  were  fled, 
My  soul,  oppressed  with  sorrow's  weight, 

Had  sunk  among  the  dead. 
This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy 

When  new  distress  begins ; 
I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way. 

And  hate  my  former  sins. 

I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  right. 

Though  they  may  seem  severe ; 
The  sharpest  sufferings  I  endure 

Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 
Before  I  knew  thy  chastening  rod 

My  feet  were  apt  to  stray ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word. 

Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 

Isaac  Watts,  1719. 


How  I  love  thy  law. 
Psalm  cxix.  97. 


C.  M. 


670 

Oh,  how  I  love  Thy  holy  law  I 

'Tis  daily  my  delight : 
And  thence  my  meditations  draw 

Divine  advice  by  night. 
My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  day, 

To  meditate  Thy  word ; 
My  soul  with  longing  melts  away, 

To  hear  Thy  gospel,  Lord. 

How  doth  Thy  word  my  heart  engage, 

How  well  employ  my  tongue. 
And  in  my  tiresome  pilgrimage 

Yields  me  a  heavenly  song. 
Am  I  a  stranger,  or  at  home, 

'Tis  my  perpetual  feast : 
Not  honey  dropping  from  the  comb 

So  much  allures  the  taste. 

No  treasures  so  enrich  the  mind. 

Nor  shall  Thy  word  be  sold 
For  loads  of  silver,  well  refined, 

Nor  heaps  of  choicest  gold. 
When  nature  sinks,  and  spirits  droop, 

Thy  promises  of  grace 
Are  pillars  to  support  my  hope, 

And  there  I  write  Thy  praise. 

lBa«c  Watts,  ab.  1719. 
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Abrahan  Maxtm,  1773*1829. 

Arr.  H.,  1880. 
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6h,    for      a    faith    that     will    not  shrink,  Tho'  pressed  by    ev  -  ry      foe, 
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Of       an  -    y        earth- ly      woe!     That    will     not 
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trem  -    ble        on        the    brink       Of        an    -      y        earth  -  ly 


woe! 


Arlingrton. 


page  IM. 
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Maitland. 


Marlow. 
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IninreMe  oor  fldth. 
Luke  xyU.  5. 


CM. 


671 

Oh,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 
Though  pressed  by  every  foe, 

That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe! 

That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod. 

But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God. 

A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  rage  without ; 

That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt. 


By  pennisiion. 
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That  bearSfUnmoyed,  the  world's  dread  frown, 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile ; 

That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 
Nor  Satan's  arts  beguile. 

A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled, 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 

Illumes  a  dying  bed. 

Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 
And  then,  whatever  may  come, 

We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

WUllun  HUey  Bafhont,  1831. 
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A79      Under  the  shadow  of  the  Abnlfl^ty.       r*    xr 
v#<0  Pudmxcl.l.       ^  CM. 

My  blessed  Jesus,  thou  hast  taught 

A  grateful  heart  to  sing, 
While  sheltering  my  weary  soul 

Beneath  thy  loving  wing. 

I  praise  thee  for  that  look  divine 
Which  broke  my  stony  heart, 

And  bade  its  sorrows  and  its  fears 
Forever  to  depart. 

I  praise  thee  for  that  arm  of  power 
Which  round  my  feeble  frame 

In  loving  pity  has  been  thrown, 
And  still  abides  the  same. 

In  adoration  I  would  bow, 

O  Lord,  before  thy  throne. 
And  yield  myself  a  sacrifice 

To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

Lord,  I  am  thine,  and  thou  art  mine ; 

Oh,  help  me  by  thy  grace 
To  glorify  thee  day  by  day. 

And  then  to  see  thy  face. 

Unknown^  cir.  1860? 


UrTQ  Thou  knowest  that  I  love  thee.  .,    -^ 

OiO  Johnxxi.16.  *-•  ^* 

Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord? 

Behold  my  heart  and  see ; 
And  turn  the  dearest  idol  out 

That  dares  to  rival  thee. 

Is  not  thy  name  melodious  still 

To  mine  attentive  ear? 
Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bound 

My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear? 

Hast  thou  a  Lamb  in  all  thy  flock 

I  would  disdain  to  feed? 
Hast  thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 

I  fear  thy  cause  to  plead? 

Oh,  that  my  ardent  soul  might  vie 
With  angels  round  the  throne 

To  execute  thy  sacred  will 
And  make  thy  glory  known ! 

Thou  know'st  I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord, 

But  oh,  I  lon^  to  soar 
Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys. 

And  learn  to  love  thee  more. 

PMUp  DoddndgetOb.  1751. 


A74.  Father.  foijciTe  them. 

v#«  Lukexlriii.84. 

In  evil  long  I  took  delight, 

Unawed  by  shame  or  fear, 
Till  a  new  object  struck  my  sigh 

And  stopped  my  wild  career. 

I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree. 

In  agonies  and  blood. 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me. 

As  near  his  cross  I  stood. 

Sure  never  till  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look ; 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  det 

Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  gu 
And  plunged  me  in  despair ; 

I  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt, 
And  helped  to  nail  him  there. 

Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did ! 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain : 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  ? 

For  I  the  Lord  have  slain  I 

A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 

*  *  I  freely  all  forgive ; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid ; 

I  die  that  thou  mayst  live. " 

Thus,  while  his  death  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackest  hue. 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 

It  seals  my  pardon  too. 

John  Newton,  ab.  1779. 


Cast  me  not  off  in  the  time  of  old  age. 
Paalm  Ixxi.  9. 


C.  M. 


676 

My  God,  my  everlasting  hope, 

I  live  upon  thy  truth ; 
Thine  hands  have  held  my  childhood  up, 

And  strengthened  all  my  youth. 

Still  has  my  life  new  wonders  seen 

Repeated  every  year ; 
Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain, 

I  trust  them  to  thy  care. 

Cast  me  not  off  when  strength  declines, 

When  hoary  hairs  arise ; 
And  round  me  let  thy  glory  shine. 

Whene'er  thy  servant  dies. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  171& 
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Cumberland. 


Abnluun  Mftxim,  ld06.   Arr.  Ht.  1880. 
1  Sing    to     the  Lord,    ye     distant  lands,  Ye  tribes  of    ev'  -  ry  tongue ;  His 
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world  sustains,  His  pow'r  the  sinking  world  sustains,  And  gnee  surrounds  the  throne. 


Ontt  Prepare  ye  the  war  of  the  Lord  ^   ^.r 

2  Let  heaven  proclaim  the  joyful  day : 

Joy  through  the  earth  be  seen ; 
Let  cities  shine  in  bright  array. 

And  fields  in  cheerful  green. 
Let  an  mnusual  joy  surprise 

The  islands  of  the  sea; 
[:  Ye  mountains,  sink ;  ye  valleys,  rise ;  :|| 

Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 

Ji  Behold,  he  comes !  he  comes  to  bless 

The  nations  as  their  Lord, 
To  show  the  world  his  righteousness, 

And  send  his  truth  abroad. 
But  when  his  voice  shall  raise  the  dead; 

And  bid  the  world  draw  near, 
:How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread  :| 

To  see  their  Judge  appear ! 

I»aac  Watti,  in9. 


By  pemlMton. 
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Pnrf  An  heritage  forevsr.  ^i     w 

O//  Pi».«ix.Ul.  CM. 

Lord,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 

My  lasting  heritage ; 
There  shall  my  noblest  pow'rs  rejoice, 

My  warmest  thoughts  engage, 
ril  read  the  histories  of  thy  love. 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  sight, 
|:  While  through  the  promises  I  rove:|| 

With  ever  fresh  delight. 

Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  springs  of  life  arise ; 
Seeds  of  immortal  bliss  are  sown. 

And  hidden  glory  lies. 
The  best  relief  that  mourners  have ; 

It  makes  our  sorrows  blest ; 
||:Our  fairest  hope  beyond  the  grave,  :| 

And  our  eternal  rest. 

laaao  Watts,  17ia 
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Warwick. 


O.M. 


Samuel  Stanley,  1787—1822. 
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On  those  who  have    in      darkness  walked, The  light  of       life    hath  broke; 


^^ 


Thou  hast  re  -  moved  the     ty  -  rant's  rod,  And  burst  the  oppressor's    yoke. 
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Marlow. 
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Maltland. 
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A'7fi  Unto  us  a  child  Is  born.  r*    -m* 

0#0  lBa.ix.6.  .        C«  ^' 

On  those  who  have  in  darkness  walked, 
The  light  of  life  hath  broke ; 

Thou  hast  removed  the  tyrant's  rod, 
And  burst  the  oppressor's  ;^oke. 

The'  fierce  th'  embattled  hosts  may  rage, 
With  garments  rolled  in  blood ; 

With  fire  the  Lord  his  war  shall  wage 
Till  men  submit  to  God. 

For  unto  us  a  child  is  bom 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
On  him>is  laid,  by  him  is  borne 

All  pow'r  in  earth  and  heaven. 

His  name  called  Wonderful  shall  be, 

Counsellor,  Mighty  God ; 
The  Father  of  Eternity, 

And  Prince  of  Peace  restored. 

His  peaceful  government  shall  spread, 

Increasing  without  end ; 
Him  shall  the  Lord,  on  David's  throne. 

Establish  and  defend. 

Justice  and  judgment  shall  sustain 
His  throne  in  righteousness ; 

The  zeal  of  God,  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
Shall  yet  accomplish  this. 

H.,  1880. 


PI70  Chiiit  is  all,  and  in  all.  ^    ^r 

ViV  CoLiiLU.  ^'  ^^' 

I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price ; 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy; 
And  sing  I  must,  a  Christ  I  have,  — 

Oh,  what  a  Christ  have  1 1 

My  Christ  he  is  the  Lord  of  lords ; 

He  is  the  King  of  kings ; 
He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

With  healing  in  his  wings. 

My  Christ,  he  is  the  tree  of  life 
Which  in  God's  garden  grows ; 

Whose  fruit  does  feed,  whose  leaves  do  heal, 
My  Christ  is  Sharon's  Rose. 

Christ  is  my  meat,  Christ  is  my  drink. 
My  medicine  and  my  health ; 

My  peace, my  strength, my  joy, my  crown, 
My  glory  and  my  wealth. 

Christ  is  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  Brother  and  my  Love, 
My  Head,  my  Hope,  my  Counsellor, 

My  Advocate  above. 

My  Christ,  he  is  the  Heaven  of  heaven ; 

My  Christ,  w^hat  shall  I  call? 
My  Christ  is  first,  my  Christ  is  last, 

My  Christ  is  All  in  All. 

John  Mason,  ab.,  1683. 
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T#  n  3ittttb  W^* 


'Twill  all  be  Over  Soon. 


;886orL.M. 


B.  PdllAM,  1878. 


JiU    lljl 


I'Whattho' the  tears  are  in  our   eyes,    And  grief  lies  heayy  on  the  heart;   What 


the'  we  gaze  on  dark'ning  skies,  And  palms  are  crossed  to  part ;  What  tho'  we 


treadthedang'rous ground,TIiat8loping leads fromlife'shighnoon^Aiid lean  towud   the  tomb  pro- 


found—'Twill  aU  be     o 


Ter  soon.   Twill  all       be 


0  -  ver  Boon. 


680  ^**  &'iS?i:$!'*-         8s  &  6s. 

2  The  sun  may  leave  the  vale  below, 
Yet  kiss  the  hills  in  softest  light ; 

God's  wisdom,  which  we  all  may  know, 
Will  lead  us  through  the  night. 

Oh,  for  the  strength  of  soul  to  rise 
Above  earth's  deepest,  darkest  gloom, 

With  eyes  fixed  on  the  matchless  prize — 
'Twill  all  be  over  soon. 

3  There  is  no  room  for  deeds  unkind, 
Oh,  fellow-traveler  to  the  tomb ! 

Then  clasp  thy  brother's  hand  in  thine, 
And  walk  in  love  toward  home. 

God  knows  what's  best  for  him  and  thee ; 
Then  thankful  be  for  every  boon : 

Pass  calmly  toward  eternity — 
'Twill  all  be  over  soon ! 

Daniel  Thompson  Taylor,  1877. 


My  times  are  In  thy  hand. 
Psa.  xxzl.  15. 


8S  &  6s. 
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I  take  my  pilgrim  staff  anew, 
Life's  path,  untrodden,  to  pursue, 
Thy  guiding  eye,  my  Lord,  I  view ; 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Throughout  the  year  my  heavenly  Friend, 
On  thy  blest  guidance  I  depend ; 
From  its  commencement  to  its  end 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Should  comfort,  health,  and  peace  be  mine, 
Should  hours  of  gladness  on  me  shine, 
Then  let  me  trace  Thy  love  divine ; 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Thy  smile  alone  makes  moments  bright, 
That  smile  turns  darkness  into  light; 
This  tho't  will  soothe  griefs  saddest  night, 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Charlotte  Elliott,  ab.  178»-187L 
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682  ^'"''''*  'Sittfy *!f ' "***'"™*       88  &  68. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Love  divine, 
Addressing  man  to  trouble  born ; 

Saviour,  what  accents  then  were  thine? 
*' Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 


Again  it  spoke — *'Come  unto  Me 
"  Thou,  with  distress  and  labor  worn, 

** Rest  and  refreshment  are  for  thee: 
*'  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 

I  heard  a  voice  in  truth's  pure  word, 
A  saint,  who  sorrow's  yoke  had  borne, 

**  Blest  is  the  man  thou  chastenest.  Lord ! 
*' Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 

I  heard  an  angel  voice  proclaim. 
Yon  victors  bright,  whom  crowns  adorn, 

**Thro'  tribulation  great  they  camel 
''Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 

Why  should  I  then  for  sufferings  grieve, 
Since  sorrow  leads  to  joy's  bri^t  bourne, 

Let  me  indeed  the  words  believe, 
'*  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn. " 

Chmrlotte  EUiott.  ab.  1780-18n. 
688  ^"**'»Sitt.  yf  £^°'**-  88  &  68. 

Alone  with  Jesus !     Blessed  place, 
Where  I  behold  him  face  to  face. 
And  every  line  of  beauty  trace, — 
Companionship  divine. 

Alone  with  Jesus,  while  without 
Are  care  and  danger,  fear  and  doubt ; 
But  while  with  Him,  the  world  shut  out, 
The  joys  of  heaven  are  mine. 

Alone  with  Jesus,  oh,  the  bliss 
Of  holding  converse  such  as  this ; 
All  anxious  care  I  now  dismiss, 
And  all  of  earth  resign. 

Alone  with  Jesus,  oh,  how  blest  I 
Close  folded  to  my  Saviour's  breast. 
Be  thou,  dear  Lord,  my  constant  guest, 
And  keep  me  wholly  thine. 

Mary  Inj^Us  Pierce,  ab.  1880. 


684  Coineuntome.any^thatlabor.    88  A  6S. 

Just  as  I  am — Thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Charlotte  EUiott,  1841, 


See  Hymn  26. 
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685  ^'  ""fiSit  5i^  is.''^'"^      88  A  6s, 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam. 
The  lost  one  to  the  fold  hath  come. 
The  prodigal  is  welcomed  home, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee  I 

Tho'  clothed  with  shame,  by  sin  defiled, 
Tlie  Father  hath  embraced  his  child; 
And  I  am  pardoned,  reconciled, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee  I 

It  is  the  Father's  joy  to  bless ; 
His  love  provides  for  me  a  dress — 
A  robe  of  spotless  righteousness, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee  I 

Now  shall  my  famished  soul  be  fed, 
A  feast  of  love  for  me  is  spread, 
I  feed  upon  the  children's  bread, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee ! 

Yea,  in  the  fullness  of  his  grace. 
He  put  me  in  the  children's  place. 
Where  I  may  gaze  upon  his  face, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee  I 

I  cannot  half  his  love  express. 
Yet,  Lord,  with  joy  my  lips  confess, 
This  blessed  portion  I  possess, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee  I 

It  is  thy  precious  name  I  bear. 
It  is  thy  spotless  robe  I  wear, 
Therefore,  the  Father's  love  I  share, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee ! 

And  when  I  in  thy  likeness  shine. 
The  glory  and  the  praise  be  thine, 
That  everlasting  joy  is  mine, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  in  thee ! 

Mary  Jane  Deck  Walker,  1847- 

686  ^'  "^  ^^asi'rS.^^"'"  '^'^'  8s  &  68. 

To  Him  who  hears,  I  whisper  all ; 

And  softlier  than  the  dews  of  heavec 
The  tears  of  Christ's  compassion  fall ; 

1  know  I  am  forgiven. 

No  more  life's  mysteries  vex  ray  tho't ; 

No  cruel  doubts  disturb  my  breast ; 
My  heavy-laden  spirit  sought 

And  found  the  promised  rest. 

Harriet  McEwen  Kimball,  ab.  1806. 


687-688 
Cresoent. 


fit  Jkntijii  m  f i  i<  m  Ht^m^. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


Turkish  National  Air,  arr. 


Thy  kingdom  come!  Fromjear  to  year,  Thy  waiting  church  uplift  their  prayer;  They  in  whose  hearts  thy  grace  hath 


^ffp^f-fffFFffif  f 
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wrought,  Breathe  forth  the  cry  thy  lips  have  taught:  Thy  kingdom  come !  let  every  knee  Bow  down  and  own  thy  majesty. 

r-^.f-. 
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IF  fi' I'll"  uvrrm 


Temptation. 


p.  62. 


Complaint. 


page  58.        Maoedon. 


m 


Thy  kingdom  come. 
Matt.  vi.  10. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


Thy  kingdom  come  1  From  year  to  year 
Thy  waiting  church  uplift  their  prayer ; 
They  in  whose  hearts  thy  grace  has  wrought 
Breathe  forth  the  cry  thy  lips  have  taught : 
Thy  kingdom  come !  let  every  knee 
Bow  down  and  own  thy  majesty. 

Thy  will  in  earth  like  heaven  be  done ; 
O'er  every  foe  be  victory  won ; 
Till  earth  and  heaven  again  shall  be 
One  with  each  other,  and  with  thee : 
Our  Father,  let  thy  kingdom  come  I 
Thy  will  in  earth  like  heaven  be  done. 

Where  once  beneath  wrath's  gathering  cloud, 
Thy  sacred  head  in  anguish  bowed ; 
Where  thou  didst  bear  thy  cross  in  pain, 
Oh,  come  in  glorious  might  to  reign : 
Rejoice,  O  earth,  and  hail  your  King ! 
Ye  morning  stars,  together  sing  I 


Thy  Kingdom  come !  from  day  to  day, 
Thy  loyal  church  shall  ever  pray ; 
And  wait  the  hour  in  joyful  hope 
When  angel  hands  shall  bear  them  up 
Thy  bliss  to  share,  thy  glory  see, 
And  reign  o'er  all  the  earth  with  Thee. 

H.,  1880. 
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Why  will  ye  die? 
Ezek.  xyiii.  81. 


L.  M.  6  1. 
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Ruler  of  heaven  and  earth  and  hell, 
Who  dare  against  thy  power  rebel? 
Or  disobey  the  heavenly  King, 
Before  whose  face  the  angels  sing? 
O  sinner,  from  transgression  turn, 
Before  His  wrath  against  thee  burn. 

O  ye  who  in  rebellion  strong, 

Have  fought  against  God's  love  so  long. 

He  doth  to  you  his  call  extend ; 

Oh,  come  and  seek  the  sinner's  Friend. 

For  you  he  bore  the  cross  of  pain, — 

Say,  shall  his  blood  be  shed  in  vain? 

Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  all. 
In  Christ's  own  stead  on  you  I  call, 
Oh,  hear  his  message  from  on  high ; 
"Turn  ye,  turn  ye,  why  will  ye  die? 
To  you  I  peace  and  pardon  give." 
O  sinner,  look  to  Christ  and  live ! 


We  come,  O  gracious  Lord,  we  come, 
From  all  our  wand'rings  hastening  home ; 
And  joy  throughout  the  courts  above, 
Shall  tfell  the  fullness  of  thy  love. 
Hark !  how  the  shouts  of  triumph  sound ! 
The  dead's  alive,  the  lost  is  found. 

H.,1880. 
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AQO    Blessed  are  they  that  have  not  seen,  r     -\r    ^  1 
Ooa  John  XX.  21).  ^-  ^A.   O  1. 

We  saw  thee  not  when  thou  didst  come 

To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death, 

Nor  e'er  beheld  thy  cottage  home 

In  that  despised  Nazareth ; 

But  we  believe  thy  footsteps  trod 

Its  streets  and  plains,  thou  Son  of  God. 

We  did  not  see  thee  lifted  high 
Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew. 
Nor  hear  thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 
* 'Forgive !  they  know  not  what  they  do :" 
Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done 
Which  shook  the  earth  and  veiled  the  sun. 

We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb, 
Where,  Lord,  thy  sacred  body  lay, 
Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room. 
Nor  met  thee  in  the  open  way : 
But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 
**Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead?" 

We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few. 
When  thou  didst  through  the  clouds  ascend, 
First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering  view. 
Then  to  the  earth  all  prostrate  bend : 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  that  journey  to  the  skies. 

We  see  thee  not  enthroned  in  heaven 
At  God's  right  hand,  for  us  to  plead ; 
But  thou  the  Comforter  hast  given 
Within  our  hearts  to  intercede ; 
And  we  believe  that  thou  wilt  come 
And  take  thy  waiting  people  home. 

Arr.  H.  J.  Buckoll^  1838.  J.  H.  Gurney,  1851.  ver.  5  H.,  I88S. 


If  thou  kne  west  the 
John  iv. 


gftofGod.       L.  M.   6  1. 


690  John  iv.  ro. 

Jesus,  the  gift  divine  I  know. 
The  gift  divine  I  ask  of  thee ; 
That  living  water  now  bestow — 
Thy  Spirit  and  thyself,  on  me ; 
Thou,  Lord,  of  life  the  fountain  art ;  * 
Now  let  me  find  thee  in  my  heart. 

Thee  let  me  drink,  and  thirst  no  more 
For  drops  of  finite  happiness ; 
Spring  up,  O  Well,  in  heavenly  power. 
In  streams  of  pure  perennial  peace, 
In  joy  that  none  can  take  away. 
In  life  which  shall  forever  stay. 

Charles  Wesley,  1762. 


AA 1  Let  all  the  angels  of  Ood  worship  Him.  t,   ]Lr  A  1 

High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light, 
Above  dominion  power  and  might, 
There  sits  a  man,  of  woman  born, 
Who  oBce  ¥U  scourged  and  crowned  with  thorn ; 
While  sounds  thro*  heav'n  the  word  supreme, 
**Let  all  the  angels  worship  Him! 

To  Him  all  angels  cry  aloud, 
And  tell  his  glory  all  abroad ; 
And  seraphim  with  radiant  wing. 
Before  him  *'Holy,  Holy,"  sing; 
And  all  heaven's  shining  myriads  fall, 
And  crown  him,  King  and  Lord  of  all. 

We  too,  the  angel  choir  would  join. 
And  praise  and  laud  the  King  divine ; 
Monarchs  of  earth  and  people  all, 
Princes  and  judges,  great  and  small, 
Ye  youths  and  maidens,  old  and  young, 
Praise  ye  the  Lord  with  heart  and  tongue. 

All,  all  above  and  all  beneath, 
The  hosts  of  hell  and  powers  of  death, 
Yea,  he  who  bore  sin's  venomed  sting, 
Acknowledge  him,  and  hail  him  King. 
By  all  confessed,  by  all  adored. 
The  universe  proclaims  him  Lord. 

Let  all  who  breathe  the  vital  air. 

Unite  God's  glory  to  declare. 

Let  babes  and  sucklings  sing  his  praise. 

Prophets  and  saints  their  voices  raise ; 

Let  all  beneath  and  all  above. 

Give  praise  to  God,  the  God  of  love. 

xx.f  looO. 
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Peace  be  unto  you. 
John  XX.  lU. 


L.  M.  6  1. 


Peace,  troubled  soul,  whose  plaintive  moan, 
Hath  taught  the  rocks  the  notes  of  woe ; 
Cease  thy  complaint,  suppress  thy  groan. 
And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow : 
Behold,  the  precious  balm  is  found. 
To  lull  thy  pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 

Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  oppressed ; 
Unburden  here  thy  weighty  load ; 
Here  find  thy  refuge  and  thy  rest. 
And  trust  the  mercy  of  thy  God : 
Thy  God's  thy  Saviour — glorious  word  I 
Forever  love  and  praise  the  Lord. 

Walter  W.  Shirley,  ab.  1772. 
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The  Little  Grave. 


L.M. 


H.,1867 


^^     ^ 


P^^^^^^ 


^'     gl  [  ftp  H 


1.  Clip  from  the  brow  one     sun-ny    tress,  One  curl  that  deck'd  the    lit  -  tie  head ; 
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Give  the  cold  clay  one    last    ca  -  ress,  Weep,  mother,  weep,  thy  child  is      dead ! 
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Hamburg:. 
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Welton. 


page  4. 


Windham* 


page  22. 
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AQ  Q  And  she  answered.  It  is  well.  t     iLr 

OHO  2  Kings  iv.  28.  L..  M. 

3  Yet  stay  the  anguish  of  thy  heart, 
Nor  of  thy  grief  with  murmuring  tell ; 
What  tho'  thy  hopes  like  dreams  depart? 
Still  faith  confesses,  ''  It  is  well." 

3  Take  off  the  little  shoes,  half  worn 
In  thorny  paths  and  rugged  ways : 
Lay  off  the  garments  soiled  and  torn ; 
Lay  down  the  cares  of  many  days. 

4  No  more  thine  eyes  with  sorrows  dim, 
Shall  watch  those  wayward  little  feet ; 
But  angels  bright  and  cherubim 

Shall  guide  them  up  the  golden  street. 

6  Safe  on  that  distant,  shining  shore, 
Where  the  long  parted  ones  shall  meet, 
And  meeting  once  shall  part  no  more — 
There  thou  the  lov'd  and  lost  shall  greet. 

H.,  18G2. 
A04i  Jesus  Christ,  and  Him  crucified.  -r     iir 

^^  ^^    ^^  A   ^Oa«   11*   «• 

O  Christ !  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne, 
From  sin  and  death  to  set  us  free ; 
Help  us  to  look  on  Thee  and  mourn, 
And  take  the  cross  and  follow  thee. 

Oh,  may  His  love  who  bore  our  woe. 
Constrain  the  souls  for  whom  he  died, 
That  we  henceforth  may  nothing  know, 
Save  Christ  for  sinners  crucified. 

H.,  1880. 
2 


I  praj  thee  open  his  eyet. 
2  Kings  yi.  17. 
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Oh,  for  a  prayer  like  his  of  oldf 
That  ope'd  his  servant's  doubting  eye, 
To  bid  our  raptured  gaze  behold 
The  flaming  chariots  of  the  eky! 

Or  for  a  dream  like  his  who  slept 
At  Bethel's  Gate,  the  House  of  God, 
While  angels'  feet  descending  stept, 
And  round  his  lonely  pillow  trod. 

Or  that  deep  hour  of  kindling  night. 
When  moonbeam  fail'd  and  stars  grew  dim, 
As  thronged  seraphic  forms  of  light 
To  peal  the  Saviour's  natal  hymn. 

In  cherub  hands  the  flaming  sword 
Round  life's  fair  tree  no  longer  moves , 
Those  hosts  who  sang  th'  incarnate  Lord, 
Now  serve  the  meanest  soul  he  loves. 

Where'er  salvation's  boon  is  given. 
For  such  their  zealous  bosoms  bum ; 
And  sinless  beings  joy  in  heaven 
When  worms  like  us  to  Jesus  turn. 

To  that  unnumbered,  glorious  throng, 
Thro'  life's  short  pilgrimage  we  come ; 
They  hover  round  our  path,  and  long 
To  come  and  bear  us  to  our  home. 

Charlotte  Elizabeth  Tbnno,  ITDO-IfilS. 
10 
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AOA  They  ihall  rest  in  their  beds.  t     i^r 

OlfO  '        Iaiulvii.2.  ^'  **• 

Go  to  thy  rest,  with  sorrows  worn, 
With  burdens  bow'd,  with  woes  opprest ; 
By  storms  and  tempests  tost  and  torn, 
All  now  is  calm ;  go  to  thy  rest. 

Go  to  thy  rest ;  thy  pains  are  past ; 
Thy  groans,  and  sighs,  and  tears  are  o'er ; 
Thy  soft  repose  has  come  at  hist ; 
Go  rest  in  hope,  and  weep  no  more. 

Go  to  thy  rest ;  in  Jesus  sleep, 
With  heaven's  own  blessing  on  thee  shed ; 
For  thee  we  have  no  tears  to  weep ; 
Rest  with  the  holy,  blessed  dead. 

Go  to  thy  rest ;  thy  Lord  shall  come, 
And  vanquished  death  shall  lose  his  sting ; 
Then,  rising  from  the  rending  tomb. 
Behold  thy  God,  and  wake  and  sing. 

Go  to  thy  slumbers ;  close  thine  eyes ; 
This  brief  repose  no  terror  brings ; 
Thy  Sun  of  Kighteousness  shall  rise 
On  thee,  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

H..  1865. 


Blessed  are  they  that  mourn. 
Matt  v.  4. 


L.  M. 
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Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone 
Whose  days  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 
The  anointed  Son  of  God  makes  known 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

The  light  of  smiles,  shall  fill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears ; 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happier  years. 

There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 
For  every  dark  and  troubled  night ; 
And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest, 
But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny, 
Tho'  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart. 
And  spurned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 

For  God  has  marked  each  sorrowing  day, 
And  numbered  every  secret  tear ; 
And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  his  children  suffer  here. 

William  Cullea  Biyant,  ab.  1794-1879. 


AQf2  Behold  the  man.  t     xt 

VlfO  Johnxlx.*.  ^  -M- 

Ye  that  pass  by,  behold  the  Man, 
The  Man  of  Griefs*  condemned  for  you  I 
The  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 
Weeping  to  Calvary  pursue. 

Adored  by  angels,  mocked  by  men. 
Speechless,  the  form  of  guilt  He  wears ; 
Reviled  he  answers  not  again 
But  meekly  all  their  insult  bears. 

'*To  us  our  own  Barabbas  give  I 
Away  with  Him, "  they  loudly  cry, 
**Away  with  him,  not  fit  to  live, 
The  vile  seducer  crucify  I" 

See  there  his  temples  crowned  with  thorn, 
His  bleeding  hands  extended  wide, 
His  streaming  feet  transfixed  and  torn, 
The  fountain  gushing  from  his  side. 

Beneath  my  load  he  faints  and  dies ; 
/filled  his  soul  with  pangs  unknown: 
/  caused  those  mortal  groans  and  cries, 
/  killed  the  Father's  only  Son  I 

SECOND    PART. 

0  thou  dear,  suffering  Son  of  God, 
How  doth  thy  heart  to  sinners  move? 
Help  us  to  catch  thy  precious  blood ; 
Help  me  to  taste  thy  dying  love. 

Give  me  to  feel  thy  agonies ; 
One  drop  of  thy  sad  cup  afford : 

1  fain  with  thee  would  sympathize, 
And  share  the  sufferings  of  my  Lord. 

The  earth  could  to  her  centre  quake. 
Convulsed,  while  her  Creator  died : 
Oh,  let  mine  inmost  nature  shake, 
And  die  with  Jesus  crucified ! 

At  thy  last  gasp  the  graves  displayed 
Their  horrors  to  the  upper  skies : 
Oh,  that  my  soul  might  burst  the  shade, 
And,  quickened  by  thy  death,  arise  I 

The  rocks  could  feel  thy  powerful  death. 
And  tremble,  and  asunder  part : 
Oh,  rend,  with  thy  expiring  breath, 
The  harder  marble  of  my  heart  1 

The  grace  I  surely  shall  receive ; 
Thy  death  hath  bought  the  grace  for  me : 
This  is  my  whole  desire,  to  live, 
To  live,  and  then  to  die  in  thee. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1748. 
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All  Saints  New.  L.  M.  Amarlah  HaU,  1791.  Arr.  H.,  1839. 


vxr 


Why  should  we  shrink  with  doubt  and  fear, Or  dread  to  walk   death's  vale  of    shade  ? 


The    Lord,  our  shepherd    will      be  near  To  comfort  us,and    guide,       and  aid. 


Kefretln. 


iiLuii 


Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed    Feel 


soft  as      downy  pillows  are, 


While  on  his  breast  I  leanmyhead,Andbreathemylifeout  sweetly    there! 


breathe  my  life    out  sweetly  there,  And    breaine       my  life  out  sweetly  there. 


Uxbridee. 


page  14.        Hamburg:. 


pago  6.  Booklnghaxn.  page  8. 
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/|AA  I  will  feax  no  eyil.  .      lur 

WU  Psalm  xxiii.  4.  ^"   ^• 

Why  should  we  shrink  with  doubt  and  fear. 
Or  dread  to  walk  death's  vale  of  shade? 
The  Lord  our  Shepherd  will  be  near 
To  comfort  us,  and  guide,  and  aid. 

Chorus. 
Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 

•Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
"While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 

And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there. 

We  lay  us  down  in  peace  and  sleep, 
Secure  while  living  or  while  dead ; 
Our  Shepherd's  love  will  safely  keep 
The  flock  for  whom  his  blood  was  shed. 

Not  life  nor  death,  nor  earth  nor  hell, 
Can  from  his  love  our  souls  divide ; 
W©  trust  in  Him  and  all  is  well, — 
With  him  no  evil  can  betide. 

We  smile  to  face  a  vanquished  foe, 
We  conquer  in  our  conquering  King ; 
His  resurrection  power  we  know, 
And  shout,  "O  death  where  is  thy  sting?" 

In  peaceful  triumph  we  lie  down 
To  wait  the  trumpet's  joyful  voice ; 
When  Christ  shall  come  to  bring  the  crown. 
His  saints,  awaking,  shall  rejoice. 

H. ,  1878,  Chorus,  I.  Watts,  1709. 


The  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise  first 
1  Thess.  iv.  16. 


li*  M. 


700 

Oh,  sorrow  not  for  saints  that  sleep. 
Like  those  who  hopeless  mourn  their  dead ; 
Nor  o'er  their  graves  in  anguish  deep 
Your  bitter  tears  despairing  shed. 

Chorus. 
The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
Then  we  that  live,  with  them  shall  be 
Caught  up  together  to  the  skies, 
The  Lord  in  glory  there  to  see. 
Then  shall  we  prove  his  faithful,  faithful  word, 
And  so  be  ever  with  the  Lord, 
And  so  be  ever  with  the  Lord. 

Here  low  beneath  death's  silent  clod, 
They  end  life's  sorrows  and  complaints : 
How  precious  in  the  sight  of  God, 
The  death  of  his  beloved  saints ! 

Rest  ye  in  silence  and  in  hope ; 
We  weep  and  sing  around  your  bed ; 
But  Christ  shall  come  to  raise  you  up. 
Triumphant,  from  among  the  dead. 


SECOND   PART. 

Why  should  we  mourn  when  from  the  sky 
A  voice  proclaims  the  slumberers  blest? 
In  Christ  they  live,  in  Christ  they  die. 
And  from  their  labors  now  they  rest. 

Awaking  at  the  trumpet's  call, 
His  resurrection  they  shall  share ; 
And  with  the  blest  and  holy,  all 
Shall  meet  the  Saviour  in  the  air. 

Those  who  alive  that  day  shall  see. 
Shall  not  precede  the  saints  that  sleep ; 
Caught  up  together  they  shall  be. 
With  joy  their  risen  Lord  to  meet. 

So  shall  we  ever  with  him  dwell, 
Safe  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord; 
To  mourning  souls  these  tidings  tell, — 
Comfort  each  other  with  this  word. 


U.,  188a 


The  valley  of  the  shadow. 


17 A 1  Thevaiievo^  loitiBuouuif.  t    m 

fill  Psalm  xxiii.  4.  L.  SS, 

Cheerful  we  walk  thro'  death's  dark  vale. 
Nor  shall  our  faith  or  courage  fail, 
While  Israel's  Shepherd  by  our  side 
Doth  comfort  us,  and  guard,  and  guide. 

Chortts. 

Jesus,  great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Lead  us  through  all  our  dangerous  road ; 
Our  trusting  souls  in  safety  keep 
Till  we  shall  gain  thy  bright  abode ; 
There  may  we  in  thy  peace,  thy  peace  abide, 
And  never  wander  from  thy  side, 
And  never  wander  from  thy  side. 

His  hand  will  smooth  the  dying  bed. 
And  peace  upon  the  pillow  shed. 
And  gently  close  the  tearful  eyes, 
To  sleep  till  glory's  morn  shall  rise. 

Thro'  deserts  waste  and  waters  deep. 
Walks  Christ  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep ; 
And  we  who  in  his  footsteps  tread 
Shall  rise  victorious  from  the  dead. 


Oh,  joyful  day,  when  Christ  our  King, 
Shall  bid  his  saints  awake  and  sing. 
And  call  the  blest  from  every  shore. 
To  dwell  with  him  forevermore. 

H.,1880. 
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702-703 
Rest. 


S  attt  tmt  ytfS^mA  tj^  &ti  &tt^^tl 


L.  M. 


William  B.  Bradlyury,  IMS. 


1    De-ny  thee?  what!   deny      the  Way  That  leads  to  heaven's  e-ter-nal     day? 


De-ny     the  Shep-herdwho  will  keep  With-in    the  fold  his  wandering  sheep? 


Rockingham. 


page  8.         Federal  Stireet.      page  16.         Welton. 


^/jjji^'r'f 


page  4. 


■TA  O       If  we  deny  Him,  he  will  also  deny  us.     t     -^ 

2  Deny  Thee  who  alone  canst  give 
The  hope  that  bids  the  sinner  live, 
Can  bid  him  burst  sin's  galling  chain, 
And  bless  him  with  Thy  peace  again? 

8  Deny  Thee,  Lord  I  who  then  will  bear 
My  grief,  my  burden,  and  my  care? 
Thou,  thou  alone  canst  calm  my  breast. 
And  bid  its  weary  throbbings  rest. 

4  Deny  Thee,  when  thy  blood  was  shed 
T*  avert  destruction  from  my  head? 
Deny  thee,  when  thy  pitying  eye 
Shed  tears  for  man's  infirmity? 

5  Deny  the  love  that  came  to  save, 
And  bid  him  triumph  o'er  the  grave? 
Deny  the  hand  which  gave  the  bread 
By  which  each  fainting  soul  is  fed? 

6  Deny  those  blessed  lips  whence  pour'd 
Pardon  for  sin  confessed,  deplorea? 
Deny  the  cross  to  which  I  cling ; 

And  from  my  soul  its  succor  fling? 

7  Lord,  grant  that  I  may  ne'er  transgress 
The  holy  words  my  lips  confess ; — 
Oh,  save  me.  Lord,  from  casting  shame 
On  those  that  bear  thy  sacred  name. 
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SECOND  PART. 

8  Deny  Thee,  helper  of  my  need ; 
Support  of  every  bruised  reed? 
In  heaven  above,  on  earth  below. 
Where,  save  to  thee,  Lord,  could  I 

9  Where  could  I  whisper  all  my  fears, 
And  show  my  anguish  and  my  tears? 
Where  fly  for  strength,  'mid  mortal  strife? 
Thou  hast  the  words  of  endless  life. 

10  Where  could  I  take  my  heart's  despair? 
Where  could  I  breathe  its  fervent  prayer? 
Thou  bid'st  me,  careworn  and  opprest, 
Bring  thee  my  load  and  sweetly  rest. 

11  My  Strength,  my  Guide,  vouchsafe  to  be, 
I  can  do  nothing  without  Thee ; 

Save  me  in  every  trying  hour. 
Thou  God  of  mercy,  life,  and  power  I 

H.  H ,  ab.  1839. 

iJQQHIs  hand  upon  the  head  of  the  bnrntoffering.r    fjr 

A  sinner.  Lord,  behold  me  stand. 
And  on  the  Victim  lay  my  hand ; 
While  I  confess  with  shame  and  guilt. 
The  sins  for  which  Thy  blood  was  spilt. 

Help  me  to  view  my  Sacrifice 
With  contrite  heart  and  tearful  eyes ; 
And  find,  thro'  Jesus'  cleansing  blood, 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  peace  with  God. 

H.,188i 


Wipti  %t^  fipjm  Wifmxi  "J^nhtxr^, 
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Concerning  them  which  are  asleep. 


L.  M. 


'TAA       concerning 

4Vrt  lThe88.iv.13. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep  I 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  I 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 

To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifejts  the  Saviour's  power. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  I 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  ** hiding  place:" 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snows, 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 

Margaret  Mackay,  1831. 


Happy  is  the  man  that  flndeth  wiadom. 
Frov.  ill  13. 


L.  M. 
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Happy  the  man  that  finds  the  grace, 
The  blessing  of  God's  chosen  race, 
The  wisdom  coming  from  above. 
The  faith  that  sweetly  works  by  love. 

Happy,  beyond  description,  he 
Who  knows,  *'  the  Saviour  died  for  me !" 
The  gift  unspeakable  obtains, 
And  heavenly  understanding  gains. 

Wisdom  divine !     Who  tells  the  price 
Of  Wisdom's  costly  merchandise? 
Wisdom  to  silver  we  prefer. 
And  gold  is  dross  compared  to  her. 

Her  hands  are  filled  with  length  of  days. 
True  riches,  and  immortal  praise ; 
Riches  of  Christ  on  all  bestowed, 
And  honor  that  descends  from  God. 

To  purest  joys  she  all  invites. 
Chaste,  holy,' spiritual  delights; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  flowery  paths  are  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  Wisdom  gains ; 
Thrice  happy,  who  his  guest  retains ! 
He  owns,  and  shall  for  ever  own, 
Wisdom,  and  Christ,  and  Heaven  are  one. 

Wesley,  ab.  1747. 


Why  weepest  thou? 
John  XX.  13. 


L.  M. 


705  ^"^J, 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  Would  ye  break 

The  calm  w^hich  heav'n  pronounces  blest? 

And  to  a  world  of  tears  awake 

Those  who  in  death's  soft  slumber  rest? 

Why  should  we  wish  that  those  we  love 
Should  share  the  tears  and  woes  we  feel? 
Why  should  our  hearts  with  sorrow  move 
Their  tearless  eyelids  to  unseal? 

Weep  for  the  pilgrim  safe  at  home? 
Weep  for  the  sailor  moored  in  peace? 
The  warrior  whose  fierce  strife  is  done? 
Weep  not  for  those  whose  sorrows  cease ! 

Weep  for  yourselves,  whose  weary  feet 
Must  still  earth's  thorny  pathway  tread ; 
Weep  not  for  those  whose  rest  is  sweet, 
Among  the  safe,  the  blessed  dead. 

H.,  1875. 


The  Spirit  like  a  dove  descending. 
Mark  i.  10. 


L.  M. 
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Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine, 
On  these  baptismal  waters  shine, 
And  teach  our  hearts  in  highest  strain, 
To  praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

We  love  thy  name,  we  love  thy  laws. 
And  joyfully  embrace  thy  cause; 
We  love  thy  cross,  the  shame,  the  pain, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain ! 

We  sink  beneath  thy  mystic  flood  \ 
Oh,  bathe  us  in  thy  cleansing  blood ; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  grave, 
With  thee,  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

And  as  we  rise,  with  thee  to  live. 
Oh,  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 
The  healing  unction  from  above, 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love. 

Adoniram  Judson ,  17H8-1850. 
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Dedloatlon  Ohant. 


3L  |Ja««^  of  i^ra^^^. 


L.  M. 


Leotmrd  Marshallf  1842. 


1  Ob,  bow  thine  ear,    E-ter  -  nal  One!     On  thee  our  heart    a  -  dor-ing  calls  ; 


^* 


To  thee,  the  followers  of   thy  Son  Have  raised,  and  now  devote  these  walls. 


w^~w — U 


Hamburg. 


page  6. 


Duke  Street. 


page  2a 


page  4. 


'  '7f\Q    Thii  is  none  other  but  the  houie  of  Qod.    y     •>, 
#  VO  Gen.  xxviU.  17.  ^'  ^' 

2  Here  let  thy  holy  days  be  kept ; 
And  be  this  place  to  worship  given, 

Like  that  bright  spot  where  Jacob  slept, 
The  house  of  God,  the  gate  of  heav'n. 

3  Here  may  thine  honor  dwell ;  and  here. 

As  incense,  let  thy  children's  prayer, 
From  contrite  hearts  and  lips  sincere, 
Rise  on  the  still  and  holy  air. 

4  Here  be  thy  praise  devoutly  sung ; 
Here  let  thy  truth  beam  forth  to  save : 

As  when,  of  old,  thy  Spirit  hung 
On  wings  of  light,  o'er  Jordan's  wave. 

5  And  when  the  lips,  that  with  thy  name 
Are  vocal  now,  to  dust  shall  turn, 

On  others  may  devotion's  flame 
Be  kindled  here,  and  purely  burn. 

John  Fierpont,  1785-1806. 


ofthe  seven  stars. 
iv.  i.  20. 


L.   M. 


709  Themysteij^c 

Exalted  Saviour,  who  dost  stand 
In  heavenly  garments  girt  with  gold. 

Who  dost  in  thine  own  strong  right  hand 
The  angels  of  the  churches  hold. 

Oh,  that  like  stars  with  steady  ray, 
We  may  thro'  all  earth's  darkness  shine 

Undimmed,  unquench'd,  till  perfect  day 
Shall  dawn  in  brightness  all  divine. 

H.,  1883. 
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(71  A  O  Jenu  Christe  wahres  lichL  ^      .• 

•  lU  John  i.  9.  ^'  ^• 

O  Christ,  our  true  and  only  Light, 
Illumine  those  who  sit  in  night, 
Let  those  afar  now  hear  Thy  voice. 
And  in  Thy  fold  with  us  rejoice. 

Fill  with  the  radiance  of  Thy  grace 
The  souls  now  lost  in  error's  maze. 
And  all  in  whom  their  secret  minds 
Some  dark  delusion  hurts  and  blinds. 

And  all  who  else  have  stray'd  from  Thee, 
Oh  gently  seek !  Thy  healing  be 
To  every  wounded  conscience  given. 
And  let  them  also  share  Thy  heaven. 

Oh  make  the  deaf  to  hear  Thy  word, 
And  teach  the  dumb  to  speak,  dear  Lord, 
Who  dare  not  yet  the  faith  avow. 
Though  secretly  they  hold  it  now. 

Shine  on  the  darkened  and  the  cold. 
Recall  tlie  wanderers  from  thy  fold. 
Unite  those  wlio  now  walk  apart, 
Confirm  the  weak  and  doubting  heart. 

So  they  with  us  may  evermore 
Such  grace  with  wond'ring  thanks  adore. 
And  endless  praise  to  thee  be  given 
By  all  thy  Church  in  earth  and  heaven. 

John  Ueermann,  1630,  TV.  C.  Wiakworth,  1808. 


Wipi  Uttfi^  yintti  tf  %  jausi  ltg%*         711-715 


f71  1    QnuM  unto  yon,  and  peace,  be  multiplied    ▼     xr 
#11  lPeti.2.  ^^  M. 

Lord,  thou  art  with  us  while  we  pray, 
In  this  thy  house,  on  this  thy  day; 
Thy  comforts  in  our  hearts  increase, 
Let  grace  be  multiplied,  and  peace. 

Grant  us,  O  Lord,  the  hearing  ear, 
And  may  we  all  be  swift  to  hear 
And  slow  to  speak,  before  that  King 
Whose  glory  veilfed  seraphs  sing. 

Break  thou  the  mourner's  heavy  chain ; 
Heal  thou  the  sorrowing  sinner's  pain ; 
Comfort  the  stricken,  cheer  the  sad ; 
Oh,  make  the  heavy-laden  glad. 

Grant,  Saviour,  that  this  hour  may  be 
A  foretaste  of  our  rest  with  thee ; 
A  fountain  in  earth's  waste  of  sand, 
A  shadow  in  a  weary  land. 

Help  us  to  celebrate  thy  praise ; 
Be  thou  our  light  in  gloomy  days; 
Bless  us,  and  bid  us  part  in  peace, 
To  meet  where  woes  and  partings  cease. 

H.,  1880. 


Under  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty. 
Psalm  zcl.  1. 


L.  M. 
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He  who  his  dwelling  hath  with  God, 
And  rests  beneath  th'  Almighty's  shade. 
Can  say,  my  fortress  is  the  Lord, 
I  trust  him,  and  am  not  afraid. 

From  snares,  and  blood,  and  pestilence, 
God  shall  thy  great  deliverer  be ; 
His  truth  shall  be  thy  sure  defense, 
His  spreading  wings  shall  cover  thee. 

He  from  the  fowler's  snare  shall  save ; 
His  angels  shall  protect  thy  head, 
And  guide  thy  feet  in  all  thy  ways, 
While  thou  shalt  on  the  lion  tread. 

A  thousand  at  thy  side  shall  fall, 
Ten  thousand  die  at  thy  right  hand ; 
But  yet,  unharmed  amid  them  all. 
Thou  shalt  in  peace  and  safety  stand. 

Thy  wondering  eyes  shall  safely  see 
The  wicked  and  their  sad  reward ; 
Because  thy  refuge  sure  shall  be 
In  God,  the  high  and  mighty  Lord. 

U.,  1881. 


Tl  Q  When  I  see  the  blood  I  will  pass  over  you.  t     -m- 
9  10  Exod.xlLia.  ^«  M« 

Here  at  thy  cross,  my  dying  Lojd, 
I  lay  my  soul  beneath  thy  love, 
Benpatn  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 
Nor  shall  it,  Jesus,  e'er  remove. 

Should  Worlds  conspire  to  drive  me  thence, 
Moveless  and  firm  this  heart  should  lie ; 
Resolved  —  for  that's  my  last  defense — 
If  I  must  perish,  there  to  die. 

But  speak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear ; 
Am  I  not  safe  beneath  thy  shade? 
Thy  justice  will  not  strike  me  here. 
Nor  Satan  dare  my  soul  invade. 

Yes,  I'm  secure  beneath  thy  blood, 
And  all  my  foes  shall  lose  their  aim ; 
Hosanna  to  my  Saviour  God, 
And  my  best  honors  to  his  name ! 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1709 
714         Feterwentout,  and  wept  bitterly.  j     » 

When  silent  steal  across  my  soul 
Remembrances  of  broken  vows. 
And  tears,  almost  beyond  control. 
Flow,  as  my  guilty  spirit  bows, — 

'  Tis  then  I've  caught  the  Saviour's  eye. 
Viewing  with  looks  of  injured  love 
A  soul  for  whom  he  deigned  to  die, 
Inconstant  and  ungrateful  prove. 

Oh  I  had  he  not  so  kindly  glanced. 
My  weeping  soul  in  anguish  cries, 
I  could  have  borne  that  searching  look. 
But  now  I  yield :  my  spirit  dies. 

No  more  on  promises  I'll  rest. 
Nor  resolutions  vainly  made ; 
But  leaning  on  my  Saviour's  breast, 
Implore  kis  Spirit's  gracious  aid. 

Mrs.  Torrey,  clr.l840f 

*71  R       Oh,  send  out  thy  lifcht  and  thy  truth.       r     -m 
/lO  P8almxliii.3.  L.  M. 

Oh,  send  Thy  light  and  truth  abroad, 
To  guide  us  in  the  heavenly  way ; 
That  we  may  tread  where  Jesus  trod, 
Nor  from  his  footsteps  ever  stray. 

Draw  us,  and  we  shall  follow  Thee ; 
With  light  and  love  our  spirits  fill ; 
Light  in  thy  light  we  then  shall  see. 
And  gain  with  joy  thy  holy  hill. 

H.,1888. 
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Beholdftber'e  comes  an  hour  unknown!  When,high  upon  his  burning  throne,  The  Lord  who  died  for 


sin  -  All  men,  To  judge   the  world  shall  come    again. 


Oh,  there  will  be      mourning, 
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Mourning,  mourning,  mourning,  Oh,  there  will  be  mourning.  At  the  judgment  seat    of  Christ. 
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y  1  g    He  will  judge  the  world  in  righteonsneM.  j^^  ^^ 

Behold  there  comes  an  hour  unknown, 
When  high  upon  his  burning  throne, 
The  Lord,  who  died  for  sinful  men, 
To  judge  the  world  shall  come  again. 

GJiorus,  — Oh,  there  will  be  mourning. 
Mourning,  mourning,  mourning. 
Oh,  there  will  be  mourning 
At  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ. 

Obedient  to  his  high  command. 
From  every  nation,  tribe  and  land. 
The  gathered  sons  of  Adam  meet 
Around  that  awful  judgment  seat. 

Behold  the  Judge !  that  brow  of  flame 
Once  wore  the  thorns  and  bore  the  shame ! 
His  blood  a  Roman  cross  once  dyed, — 
That  Judge  for  me  was  crucified. 


The  voice  of  blasphemy  is  dumb, 
I'he  sinner's  day  of  fear  has  come ! 
The  traitor's  kiss,  the  scorner's  sfneer 
Are  known  no  more ;  the  Judge  is  here. 

Ah,  see  the  myriad  throngs  divide ! 
To  right  and  left  they  turn  aside ; — 
What  wailing  bursts  from  every  heart 
Which  hears  the  awful  word.  Depart  I 

But  lo !  a  fair  immortal  throng 
Break  forth  in  strains  of  endless  song. 
To  hear  the  words,  **Ye  blessed,  come!" 
Receive  your  kingdom  and  your  home. 

Oh,  sinner,  you  that  Judge  must  meet, 
And  face  that  awful  judgment  seat ; 
Repent  and  give  him  now  your  heart 
Ere  you  shall  hear  his  word,  Depart. 

B.,  1878. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HastingB,  1880. 


218 


%n  lb  ®um  3^  ^  ^^  Wtit$. 


111-119 


Doomsday. 
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S.  M.  Abraham  Wood,  1752-1804.   Arr.  H.,  1880. 
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1  Be  -  hold !  with  aw  -  ful    pomp  The  Judge    prepares     to  come ;  Th* Archangel 
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sounds  the  dreadful  trump,  And  wakes  the  gen'ral  doom,  And  wakes  the  general  doom. 
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>71  T  And  the  dead  wei%  jndzcd.  a    xr 

/A/  Rev.  XX.  12.  »•  M. 

2  Nature,  in  wild  amaze, 
Her  dissolution  mourns. 

Blushes  of  blood  the  moon  deface ; 
The  sun  to  darkness  turns. 

3  The  living  look  with  dread ; 
The  frighted  dead  arise, 

Start  from  the  monumental  bed, 
And  lift  their  ghastly  eyes. 

4  Horrors  all  hearts  appall. 

They  quake,  they  shriek,  they  cry, 
Bid  rocks  and  mountains  on  them  fall ; 
But  rocks  and  mountains  fly. 

5  'Tis  time  we  all  awake ; 

The  dreadful  day  draws  near. 
Sinners,  your  proud  presumption  check, 
And  stop  your  wild  career. 

6  Now  is  th'  accepted  time ; 
To  Christ  for  mercy  fly. 

Oh,  turn,  repent,  and  trust  in  him. 
And  you  shall  never  die. 

7  Great  God,  in  whom  we  live, 
Prepare  us  for  that  day ; 

Help  us  in  Jesus  to  believe, 
To  watch,  and  wait,  and  pray. 

Joseph  Hart,  ab.  1712-1768. 


^71  fi  Who  his  own  Rclf  bare  our  sins.  »    -m- 

/lO  lPet.ii.24.  »•  M. 

Our  sins  on  Christ  were  laid ; 

He  bore  the  mighty  load ; 
Our  ransom-price  he  fully  paid 

In  groans,  and  tears,  and  blood. 

To  save  a  world,  he  dies ; 

Sinners,  behold  the  Lamb ! 
To  him  lift  up  your  longing  eyes; 

Seek  mercy  in  his  name. 

Pardon  and  peace  abound ; 

He  will  your  sins  forgive ; 
Salvation  in  his  name  is  found, — 

He  bids  the  sinner  live. 

Jesus,  we  look  to  thee ; 

Where  else  can  sinners  go? 
Thy  boundless  love  shall  set  us  free 

From  wretchedness  and  woe. 

J.  Fawcett,  I7S9-1817. 

17 1  Q  Come  nnto  mc,  all  ye  that  labor. 

%  jLo  Matt  xi.  28. 

Thou  who  our  sins  hast  borne, 

And  carried  all  our  woes, 
To  thee  our  wearied  spirits  turn ; 

In  thee  we  find  repose. 

Long  as  our  trials  last, 

Long  as  thy  gross  we  bear. 
Help  us  our  every  care  to  cast 

On  thee  in  earnest  prayer. 


s.  M. 
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Jos.  Klug'x  Oesangbudii  1535. 


Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear  ?The  end  of  things  created ;  > 

The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear,  On  clouds  of  glory  seated.  /  The  trumpet  sounds  ;The 
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graves  restore  The  dead  which  they  contained  before  ;Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him. 
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Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear? 

The  end  of  things  created; 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated. 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before ; 

Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him. 

The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
At  the  last  trumpet's  sounding, 

Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies, 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding ; 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay ; 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  him. 

But  sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears, 
Behold  liis  wrath  prevailing ; 

For  they  shall  rise,  and  find  their  tears 
And  sighs  are  unavailing ; 

The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone ; 

Trembling  they  stand  before  the  throne, 
All  unprepared  to  meet  him. 

Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear? 

The  end  of  things  created ; 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated. 
Beneath  his  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 

v.  1,  Unknown,    v.  2-4,  Wm.  Bengo  Cbllyer,  1S12. 


220 


72 1        Warn  mein  Siundlein  vorhanden  i»t.    gg  ^  ^  a 

When  my  last  hour  is  close  at  hand. 

My  last  sad  journey  taken, 
Do  thou,  Lord  Jesus !  by  me  stand ; 

Let  me  not  be  forsaken : 

0  Lord !  my  spirit  I  resign 
Into  thy  loving  hands  divine ; 

'Tis  safe  within  thy  keeping. 

Countless  as  sands  upon  the  shore, 

My  sins  may  then  appall  me ; 

Yet,  tho'  my  conscience  vex  me  sore, 

Despair  shall  not  enthrall  me ; 
For  as  I  draw  my  latest  breath, 
ril  think.  Lord  Christ,  upon  th^  deatli, 

And  there  find  consolation. 

1  shall  not  in  the  grave  remain, 

Since  thou  death's  bonds  hast  sever'd : 
By  hope  with  thee  to  rise  again 

From  fear  of  death  delivered, 
I'll  come  to  thee,  where'er  thou  art. 
Live  with  thee,  from  thee  never  part ; 

Therefore  I  die  in  rapture. 

And  so  to  Jesus  Christ  I'll  go. 
My  longing  arms  extending ; 

So  fall  asleep  in  slumber  deep. 
Slumber  that  knows  no  waking, 

Till  Jesus  Christ,  God's  only  Son, 

Opens  the  gates  of  bliss,  leads  on 
To  light  and  life  eternal. 

Nicolans  Hermann,  1063-    TV.  £.  A-  Sowrin^. 
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f790  Et  ist  gewtMchlich  an  der  Zeit.       Qa  ».  ^a 

i  «^  Acts  xyii.  31.  08  *  ^  H. 

Surely  at  the  appointed  time, 

The  Son  of  God  in  glory, 
Shall  come  to  judge  the  race  of  men, 

The  sinful  and  the  holy. 
Then  shall  the  scoffing  throng  expire, 
When  all  things  are  dissolved  by  fire, 

As  Peter  has  predicted. 

We  then  shall  hear  the  trumpet  sound 
Through  all  the  vast  creation, 

Then  those  that  sleep  beneath  the  ground 
Of  every  tribe  and  nation, 

Shall  waken  at  the  trumpet^s  voice ; 

The  saints  with  gladness  shall  rejoice, 
The  living  be  translated. 

The  awful  book  of  God  behold, 
Wherein  all  acts  are  written ! 

All  human  deeds  it  shall  unfold, 
No  crime  can  then  be  hidden. 

Oh,  woe  to  him  that  mocked  at  God, 

He  then  shall  reap  his  dread  reward, 
To  sliame  and  darkness  driven. 

SECOND   PART. 

Oh,  in  the  day  of  doom,  my  Lord, 
Vouchsafe  me  thy  salvation ; 

Within  thy  book  my  name  record, 
With  saints  of  every  nation ; 

Thou  hast  my  sinful  burden  borne, 

Thou  hast  my  deadly  foes  o'erthrown. 
In  thee  I  trust  completely. 

Appear  my  intercessor  there, 
That,  free  from  condemnation, 

I  with  thy  blessed  ones  may  share 
Thy  holy  habitation : 

There  grant  that  by  thy  sacred  side, 

In  endless  peace  I  may  abide, 
In  full,  complete  salvation. 

O  Jesus  Christ,  thou  tarriest  long, 
Thy  children's  hearts  are  failing; 

For  enemies  both  fierce  and  strong 
Thy  flock  are  now  assailing ; 

Oh,  come,  thy  people  to  protect, 

Come  and  avenge  thine  own  elect, 
And  from  Jill  evil  free  them. 

Bartholomew  Rinffwalt?  15KB.\ 

Joachim  Magdeburg?  1565./  Tr.  H.,  1878. 
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Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done, 

Righteous  his  will  abideth ; 
In  everything  his  sway  I  own, 

In  him  my  soul  confideth : 
My  God  indeed,  my  help  in  need, 
By  him  from  every  danger  freed, 

King  over  all  I  crown  him. 

Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done, 

He  will  not  disappoint  me ; 
He  guides  me  as  my  course  I  run, 

His  love  and  grace  content  me : 
I  trust  his  grace,  and  rest  in  peace. 
Till  he  shall  bid  my  troubles  cease — 

My  all  to  him  confiding. 

Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done, 
He  shelters  and  defends  me ; 

He  heals  with  wondrous  skill  unknown, 
In  sickness  he  attends  me : 

No  deadly  drop  is  in  his  cup, 

On  him  I  build  my  faith  and  hope. 
Upon  his  grace  relying. 

SECOND   PART. 

Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done. 
My  light,  and  life,  and  treasure ; 

He  cannot  see  me  suffer  wrong. 
My  portion  he  will  measure : 

In  joy  or  woe  to  him  I  go. 

And  when  he  comes  we  all  shall  know 
How  true  his  words  of  promise. 

Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done. 
Though  bitter  cups  he  giveth ; 

Nor  will  my  fainting  soul  sink  down 
In  fear,  while  Jesus  liveth : 

I  soon  shall  rest,  of  peace  possessed, 

With  inward  consolation  blest, — 
Where  pains  and  woes  are  ended. 

Whatever  God  doth  is  rightly  done, 
I  trust  him  for  the  morrow ; 

In  toilsome  ways  he  leads  me  on. 
Thro'  death,  and  pain,  and  sorrow. 

But  safe,  and  calm,  and  free  from  harm. 

I  rest  on  his  paternal  arm. 
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And  so  us  King  I  crown  him. 

Samuel  Kodigast,  1676.    Tr.  H.,  187H. 
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Worthy    is    the  Lamb  once  slain ;  King  of    glo  -  ry !  reign    for  -  ev  -  er ! 
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I  will 


extol  thee,  my  God,  O  King,   h^,  >  o^ 
Psalm cxlv.  1.  *°^  °^' 


2  King  of  Glory  I  Who  is  he? 
Once  he  bled  upon  the  tree, 
Once  he  died  for  you  and  me, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

3  Captive  in  the  tomb  he  lay. 
Angels  rolled  the  stone  away, 
Death  was  vanquished  in  that  day  ;— 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever  1 

4  High  above  earth's  puny  hates, 
See,  his  radiant  concourse  waits ; 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

5  Lo,  angelic  hosts  and  powers, 
Ope  the  everlasting  doors. 

Hear  the  shout  that  through  them  pours. 
King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

6  High  at  God's  right  hand  I  see 
Him  who  died  on  Calvary, 
There  he  intercedes  for  me ; — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

7  Lo,  he  comes  in  yonder  cloud, 
Shining  myriads  round  him  crowd ; 
Hear  the  trump  resounding  loud, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever! 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Ha8ting:8, 1886. 
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8  Vanished  now  the  plaited  thorn. 
Past  the  suffering,  shame,  and  scorn ; 
Many  crowns  his  brow  adorn, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever  I 

9  Rending  graves  his  power  attest. 
Saints  arise  to  gain  their  rest. 

Hear  his  welcome.  Come,  ye  blest ; — 
King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

10  At  his  throne  to  either  side, 
Right  and  left  the  throng  divide ; 
See  the  myriads  turn  aside, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever  I 

11  Woe  to  those  who  grace  despise ! 
Now  the  soul  that  sinneth  dies. 
While  the  saved  immortal  rise, — 

King,  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever  1 

12  Saviour,  let  thy  kingdom  come. 
Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done ; 
Come  and  sit  on  David's  throne, — 

King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever  I 

13  King  of  Saints,  on  thee  we  call, 
At  thy  feet  we  humbly  fall ; 

We  would  crown  thee  Lord  of  all, — 
King  of  Glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

H.,  1879. 


* 
It  Is  Done.  3,  7,  7,  8,  8,  7.  Geo.  K  Lee,  1867.    Axt.  H.,  1880. 


It  is  done !  Kingof  kings, the  vict'ry's  won ;  Hallelujahs  roll  and  swell ;  Voices  loud  as 
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TOR  And  be  said  unto  ine.  It  is  done.      >7a  jl  Qa 

§  460  Rev.  xxi.  6.  ^  S  dJ  OS. 

It  is  done ! 
King  of  Kings,  the  victory's  won ; 

Hallelujahs  roll  and  swell, 
Voices  loud  as  mighty  thunders 
Cry,  "Behold  the  day  of  wonders, 

Christ  has  conquered  death  and  hell.'' 

Lo,  they  stand, 
Crowned  and  robed,  with  harp  in  hand ; 

They  have  heard  the  trumpet's  call ; 
On  that  sea  of  light  and  glory, 
Chanting  full  redemption's  story, 

While  before  the  throne  they  fall. 

Toil  and  tears, 
Was  their  lot  through  many  years — 

Bitter  tears  that  fell  like  rain. 
Kothing  now  from  Christ  can  sever, 
Happy  through  that  long  forever, 

They  shall  never  weep  again. 

Oft  the  foe 
Mocked  them  on  their  march  below, 

Taunted  them  with  jibe  and  jeer; 
Then  the  path  seemed  dark  and  dreary. 
Then  their  feet  grew  worn  and  weary, 

And  their  souls  were  faint  with  fear. 


But  the  Lord, 
Faithful  to  his  sacred  word, 

Led  them  o'er  the  desert  w^ay ; 
Did  with  Jiope  their  courage  rally, 
Walked  with  them  thro*  death's  dark  valley, 

Brought  them  home  to  endless  day. 

All  is  past, 
And  the  King  has  come  at  last ; 

Grief  and  pain,  or  fear  and  woe, 
Storm  and  tempest,  plague  and  anguisli, 
Blighted  hope  and  sick-bed  languish. 

They  can  never  feel  or  know. 

On,  and  on, 
Through  the  bright'ningyiears  that  dawn 

O'er  the  world  that  yet  shall  be ; 
Where  immortal  garlands  crown  them. 
Deathless  forms  throng  all  around  them, 

Life  is  still  a  shoreless  sea. 


It  is  done ! 
Far  and  wide  beneath  the  sun. 

Spreads  a  bliss  no  tongue  can  tell. 
It  has  come,  the  day  of  wonders ; 
Louder  than  ten  thousand  thunders 
Hallelujahs  roll  and  swell ! 

Daniel  Tliompaon  Taylor,  cir,  IS5S. 
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170 A  The  Lord,  he  !s  my  ref^e. 

•  «0  F8almzci.2. 

2  Other  refuge  liave  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee : 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone ! 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing ! 

8  Wilt  thou  not  regard  my  call? 

Wilt  thou  not  accept  my  prayer? 
Lo !  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  fall — 

Lo !  on  thee  I  cast  my  care : 
Reach  me  out  thy  gracious  hand ! 

While  I  of  thy  strength  receive. 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand, 

Dying,  and  behold,  I  live. 

Copyrigltt,  U.  L.  iCutlngsTTSSOL 


7s.   4  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness : 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

5  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  thb  Fountain  art. 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley,  1740. 
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Martyn. 


7b,  8  lines. 


Fine. 


Simeon  Butler  Marsh,  1834. 


■7017  A^fnjeA  in  white  robes. 

•  «  •  Bev.  vU.  18. 

Who  are  these  arrayed  in  white, 

Countless  as  the  ocean's  sand  ? 
Kadiant  as  the  stars  of  light 

They  before  the  Saviour  stand  — 
Resting  not  by  day  and  night, 

Crying,  **  Worthy  is  the  Lamb!" 
Giving  honor,  wisdom,  might, 

Praise  and  glory  to  his  name. 

These  are  they  who  bore  the  cross, 

Came  through  tribulations  great, 
Counted  earthly  things  as  loss. 

Braved  the  world's  contempt  and  hate. 
Lightened  by  divinest  light, 

They ,  thro*  faith,  the  world  o'ercame, 
Wash'd  their  robes  and  made  them  white 

In  the  blood  of  Christ  the  Lamb. 

Now  before  the  throne  they  stand, 

Day  and  night  the  temple  throng ; 
Bearing  palms  in  every  hand, 

Lifting  strains  of  ceaseless  song. 
Now  their  tears  and  sighs  are  done. 

Thirst  and  hunger  all  are  past, 
He  who  sits  upon  the  throne 

Leads  them  to  their  rest  at  last. 

Courage,  then,  whate'er  thy  woe; 

Faint  thou  not,  afflicted  soul ; 
This  for  glorious  comfort  know, 

Thou  at  last  shalt  reach  thy  goal. 
Thou  shalt  join  the  ransomed  throng, 

Thou  shalt  wear  the  robe  of  white, 
I'hou  shalt  chant  the  victor's  song, 

€k>d  shall  be  thine  endless  light. 

H.,1865. 


Je-  sus,  lov  -  er    of    my    soul, 


7s.    72fi  Woman,  why  weepest  thou?  Hg 

*  "•     •  «#w  John  XX.  18.  •  »• 

Mary  to  the  Saviour's  tomb 

Hasted  at  the  early  dawn ; 
Spice  she  brought  and  rich  perfume, 

But  the  Lord  she  loved  was  gone. 
For  a  while  she  lingering  stood, 

Filled  with  sorrow  and  surprise. 
Trembling,  while  a  crystal  flood 

Issued  from  her  weeping  eyes. 

But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled 

When  she  heard  her  Saviour's  voice ; 
Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead. 

Now  he  bids  her  heart  rejoice. 
What  a  change  his  word  can  make. 

Turning  darkness  into  day  I 
You  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake, 

He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 

He  who  came  to  comfort  her, 

When  she  thought  her  all  was  lost. 
Will  for  your  relief  appear. 

Though  you  now  are  tempest  tossed. 
On  his  word  your  burden  cast ; 

On  his  love  your  thoughts  employ ; 
Weeping  for  a  night  may  last. 

But  the  morning  brings  the  joy. 

John  yewton^  ab.  1779. 

179CI  Praise  Him,  all  re  people.  ija 

•««^  Paalmcxvii.!.  *^  7S. 

All  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord, 
All  ye  lands,  your  voices  raise ; 

Heaven  and  earth  with  loud  accord, 
Praise  the  Lord,  forever  praise  I 

For  his  truth  and  mercy  stand. 
Past,  and  present,  and  to  be ; 

Like  the  years  of  his  right  hand, 
Like  his  own  eternity. 

Praise  him,  ye  who  know  his  love ; 

Praise  him  from  the  depths  beneath ; 
Praise  him  in  the  heights  above ;  . 

Praise  your  Maker,  all  that  breathe  1 
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Danish  Hymn. 


8.  7,  8,  7.  7,  7,  8,  8. 


H.,  1878. 
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1.  O  -  yer    Ke-dron      Je-  sua    treadeth    To    His    pas-sion    for    us      all; 
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Eve  -  ry     hu-  man    eye    be    weeping,    Tears  of  blood  for    him      let    fall ! 

^  ^  ^  .    .  ^  ^  ^  JO 


Konndhis   splr  -  it  flock  the    foes,  Place  their  shafts  and  bend  their  bows,  Aiming 


at 
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the    Saviour      sole-ly.  While  the  world  for  -  sakes  him    whol    -    ly. 
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780         ''"•'SilS'^lli!'i!^"-      88&7S. 

2  David  once,  with  heart  afflicted, 
Crossed  the  Kedron's  narrow  strand, 

Clouds  of  gloom  and  grief  about  him, 

When  an  exile  from  his  land. 
But,  oh  Jesus  I  blacker  now 
Bends  the  cloud  above  thy  brow, 
Hasting  to  death's  dreary  portals 
For  the  shame  and  sin  of  mortals. 

3  See  how,  anguish  struck.  He  falleth 
Prostrate,  and  with  struggling  breath, 

Three  times  on  his  God  he  calleth, 
Praying  that  the  bitter  death 

And  the  cup  of  doom  may  go, 

Till,  replacing  inward  woe. 
Angel  comforts  round  him  gather — 
**  Not  my  will,  but  TUney  O  Father ! " 

4  See  how,  in  that  hour  of  darkness, 
Battling  with  the  evil  power. 

Agonies  untold  assail  Him, 
On  his  soul  the  arrows  shower ; 
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All  the  garden  flowers  are  wet 
With  the  drops  of  bloody  sweat 
From  his  anguished  frame  distilling, 
World's  redemption  thus  fulfilling  I 

5  But,  O  flowers,  so  sadly  watered 
By  this  pure  and  precious  dew. 

In  some  blessed  hour  your  blossoms 
'Neath  the  olive-shadows  grew  I 

Paradise's  gardens  bear 

Naught  that  can  with  you  compare. 
For  the  blood  thus  sprinkled  o'er  ye. 
Makes  my  soul  the  heir  of  glory. 

6  When  as  flowers  themselves  I  wither, 
When  I  droop  and  fade  like  grass, 

When  the  life-streams  thro'  my  pulses 

Dull  and  ever  duller  pass. 
When  at  last  they  cease  to  roll. 
Then,  to  cheer  my  sinking  soul, 
Grace  of  Jesus,  be  thou  given — 
Source  of  triumph  1  Pledge  of  heaven  I 

Daniih  of  Thomas  Kingo,  1676.    Tr.  J.  Jelfrey. 
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Calvinus. 


10a&68. 


H.,  1879. 


1.  I  greet  Thee, who  my  sure  Redeemer  art,My  only  Trust  and  Saviour  of  my  heart. 


Who  so  much  toil  and  woe  And  pain  didst  un-  der  -  go  For  my  poor,  worthless  sake, 


And  pray  thee  from  our  hearts, All  idle  griefs  and  smarts,  And  foolish  cares  to  take. 


ITQ1        Jt  Te  aaluet  mon  certain  Bedempteur.       r>    ir 

2  Thou  art  the  King  of  mercy  and  of  grace 
Reigning  omnipotent  in  every  place ; 

So  come,  O  King  I  and  deign 

Within  our  hearts  to  reign, 
And  our  whole  being  sway; 

Shine  in  us  by  thy  light, 

And  lead  us  to  the  height 
Of  thy  pure,  heavenly  day. 

3  Thou  art  the  life  by  which  alone  we  live, 
And  all  onr  substance  and  oar  strength  receive ; 

Comfort  us  by  thy  faith 
Against  the  pains  of  death ; 

Sustain  us  by  thy  power ; 
Let  not  our  fears  prevail, 
Nor  our  hearts  faint  and  fail, 

When  comes  the  trying  hour. 


4  Thou  art  the  true  and  perfect  gentleness, 
No  harshness  hast  thou  and  no  bitterness : 

Make  us  to  taste  and  prove. 

Make  us  adore  and  love 
The  sweet  grace  found  in  Thee ; 

With  longing  to  abide 

Ever  at  thy  dear  side, 
In  thy  sweet  unity. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1884. 


5  Our  hope  is  in  no  other  save  in  Thee, 
Our  faith  is  built  upon  thy  promise  free ; 

Come,  and  our  hope  increase, 

Comfort  and  give  us  peace, 
Make  us  so  strong  and  sure. 

That  we  shall  conquerors  be. 

And  well  and  patiently 
Shall  every  ill  endure. 

6  Poor,  banished  exiles,  wntehed  sons  of  Eve, 
Full  of  all  sorrows,  unto  thee  we  grieve ; 

To  thee  we  bring  our  sighs, 

Our  groanings,  and  our  cries ; 
Thy  pity,  Lord,  we  crave ; 

We  take  the  sinner's  place. 

And  pray  thee  of  thy  grace 
To  pardon  and  to  save. 


7  Turn  thy  sweet  eyes  upon  our  low  estate, 
Our  Mediator  and  our  Advocate ; 

Propitiator  best, 

Give  us  that  vision  blest, 
The  God  of  gods  Most  High ; 

And  let  us  by  thy  right 

Enter  the  blessed  light 
And  glories  of  the  sky. 

John  CalYin.  1509-1564.  Tr.  Mrs.  H.  B.  Smith,  ab.  1868. 
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H.,  1879. 


1    Oh,  show    me  not  my  Sayiour     dying,      Ab     on     the  cross  he  bled ; 


Nor 
Who 


in,     the  tomb,  a       captive     lying,    For     he     has  left  the    dead: 
to     the    highest  heavens  as-cend-ed,    In      glo-ry     fills  the  throne. 


Then  bid    me  not  that  form  ex-tend-ed     For     my     Be-deem-er 


D.S. 


'TQQ  He  is  not  here:  for  he  is  riaen.       Oa  Sr  fKa 

§  0«  Matt  xxviii.  6.  ^°  *  ^^• 

2  Weep  not  for  him  at  Calvary's  station ; 
Weep  only  for  thy  sins. 

View  where  he  lay  with  exultation ; 

'T  is  there  our  hope  begins. 
Yet  stay  not  there,  thy  sorrows  feeding, 

Amid  the  scenes  he  trod ; 
Look  up  and  see  him  interceding 

At  the  right  hand  of  God. 

3  Still  in  the  shaineful  cross  I  glory 
Where  his  dear  blood  was  spilt ; 

My  soul  is  melted  with  the  story 
Of  him  who  bore  my  guilt. 

Yet  what,  'mid  conflict  and  temptation, 
Shall  strength  and  succor  give? 

He  lives,  the  Captain  of  Salvation ; 
Therefore  his  servants  live. 

4  By  death,  He  death's  dark  king  defeated, 
And  overcame  the  grave. 

Rising,  the  triumph  he  completed : 

He  lives,  he  reigns  to  save. 
Heaven's  happy  myriads  bow  before  him, 

He  comes,  the  Judge  of  men. 
These  eyes  shall  see  him  and  adore  him. 

Lord  Jesus,  own  me  then. 

J<mah  Comder,  1836. 


rjrggThine  eye8Bhanwe«i^Klngiiihi«be»my.9g^gg 

O  wearied  watcher  1  worn  with  duty, 

The  morning  dawn  is  near; 
Thine  eyes  shall  see  the  King  in  beauty 

And  majesty  appear. 

Ye  who  in  sorrow  and  in  sadness 
Have  groaned  and  sighed  in  pain, 

Shall  swell  the  triumph-song  of  gladness 
When  Zion's  King  shall  reign. 

To  every  kindred,  tribe,  and  nation. 

The  joyful  news  proclaim ; 
Messiah  comes  to  bring  salvation. 

He  comes  in  power  to  reign. 

Then  shall  the  watchmen  lift  their  voices 

And  all  together  sing. 
When  earth,  long  desolate,  rejoices 

Before  the  Lord  the  King. 

H..  1884. 
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Thou  King  of  Saints. 
Rev.  XV.  3. 
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King  of  all  saints,  Sun  of  celestial  glory. 
Brightness  of  Him  whom  mortals  cannot 

see; 
Himibly  we  worship  and  bow  down  before 

Thee, 
Lifting  our  praises  and  our  thanks  to  Thee. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  blazing  with  thy 

splendor ; 
Systems    and  suns    thy  glory   sing    and 

shine ; 
We,  too,  our  sacrifice  of  praise  would  render ; 
Wilt  thou  accept   our   song   and  own  us 

thine? 

Thou  who  wert  rich  With  him  the  High  and 

Holy, 
Lord  of  all  worlds,  enthroned  in  glorious 

might, 
Thou  who  for  us  didst  press  the  manger 

lowly, 
Thou  art  our  King,  our  Lord,  our  life  and 

light. 

Thou  art  our  shepherd.  Saviour,  friend  and 

father ; 
We   are  thy  people,  thy  blood- purchased 

flock; 
With  thine  own  arm  thou  dost  us  safely 

gather. 
And  give  us  water  from  the  smitten  rock. 


To  Thee  the  veiled  Seraphim  in  glory 
In  ceaseless  worship  lift  the  adoring  cry ; 
We,  joining  them,  sing  Holy,  holy,  holy. 
Lord  God  of  hosts,  who  ruleth  earth  and 

sJs^y-  H.,  1879. 
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The  Lord  Ood  ia  a  nun.       1  1  a  *.  1  He' 
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Sun  of  our  souls,  'mid   shadows  and  'mid 

sadness. 
In   thy  calm  light  each   spirit  basks  and 

sings; 
Oh,  on  us  shed  the  sunshine  of  thy  gladness ; 
Rise   on   the  world    with  healing  in  thy 

wings.. 

The  whole  creation,  travailing  in  anguish, 
Groaneth    till  her    delivering  King    shall 

come: 
Thy  people  cry  while  in  this  world  they 

languish, 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  on  earth  be 

done. 

Spread  thy  good  news  to  every  land  and 
nation ; 

Call  home  thine  exiled  ones  who  wearv 
roam; 

Come  then  in  glory,  bring  complete  salva- 
tion ; 

Even  so,  quickly  come.  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 

U.,  1879. 
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Holy,  Holy.  SSSXsorSSSSa. 

etr      J2everen%.   In repeatiM^sinff the flnt strain softty. 


1     In  the    tern  -  pie      of  thy  glo-ry    Veil-ed  ser-aphs  stand  be-fore  Thee 
Singing,     Ho  -  ly,      ho-ly,     ho-ly,  All  earth's  fulhies8   is    thy    glo-ry; 


f-Y  if  ^  r^hiT^f 


Cry-ing     Ho-ly,       ho-ly,       ho-ly,     Wor-shiping    th'in-car-nateWord. 
Ho-ly,       ho-ly,        ho-ly,       ho-ly,     Ho  -  ly,      ho-ly  .  is     the  Lord  I 


^FiiP^  f  p 


TOA   He  Mw  His  Klory  and  spftke  of  Him.    Qa   i,  ^a 

In  the  temple  of  Thy  glory 
Veiled  seraphs  stand  before  Thee, 
Crying  Holy,  holy,  holy. 

Worshipping  th'  Incarnate  Word, 
Singing  Holy,  holy,  holy. 
All  earth's  fullness  tells  Thy  glory; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  holy. 

Holy,  holy  is  the  Lord. 

Suns  and  stars  declare  Thy  glory. 
Heavenly  hosts  rehearse  the  story ; 
May  a  sinful  man  adore  Thee, 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord? 
Waiting  at  Thy  footstool  lowly 
We  on  earth  would  fall  before  Thee ; 
We  would  join  the  anthem  holy, 

Holy,  holy,  is  the  Lord! 

Woe  is  me,  while  sin  pursuing, 
I  have  wrought  my  own  undoing, 
Dwelling  mid  a  people  ruined, 

Lost  in  sin,  unclean,  abhorred : 
How  can  I,  with  lips  unholy. 
Lift  the  seraphs'  strain  of  glory. 
Crying  Holy,  holy,  holy. 

Holy,  holy,  is  the  Lord? 


Full  of  dread  I  shrink  and  falter, 
Gazing  on  the  flaming  altar, 
Where  the  victim,  led  to  slaughter, 

Boms  for  sin,  a  spotless  lamb ; — 
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While  my  heart  is  longing,  yearning; 
While  the  sacrifice  is  burning; 
Lo,  a  seraph,  swift  returning, 

Cleanseth  me  from  every  stain  1 

On  my  lips  a  coal  he  layeth. 
Words  of  peace  to  me  he  sayeth, 
Now  no  more  my  tongue  delayeth, 

Now  I  catch  the  rapturous  word : 
Praise  to  God  who  peace  hath  brought  me ; 
Glory  to  the  Lamb  who  bought  me ; 
Glory  to  the  Lord  who  sought  me : 

Holy,  holy,  is  the  Lord. 

H.,  1878. 

17017  He  is  able  also  to  ■«▼«.  Qq  j,  ^a 

tOi  Heb.  vii. 26.  OS  «  / S. 

Lo,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking, 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaMng; 
For  our  succor  undertaking. 

Lord,  in  mercy,  help  and  save  I 
Lo,  the  world,  from  Thee  rebelling. 
Round  thy  church  in  pride  is  swelling; 
With  Thy  word  their  madness  quelling. 

Lord,  in  mercy,  help  and  save. 

On  thine  own  command  relying, 
We  our  onward  task  are  plying; 
Unto  thee  for  safety  sighing. 

Lord,  in  mercy,  help  and  save. 
By  thy  birth,  thy  cross,  and  passion, 
By  thy  tears  of  deep  compassion, 
By  thy  mighty  intercession. 

Lord,  in  mercy,  help  and  save. 

Heniy  AUbrd,  liMi 


la^  attb  :tl#  jla^«g  1%  1%  loi^I         738-740 


•  OO  Psalm  cxlv.  2.  °S' 

Angel  choirs  in  glory  singing, 
To  their  Maker  praises  bringing, 
On  the  King  in  beauty  gazing, 
Hearts  adoring,  voices  praising, 
Harps  and  bells  and  timbrels  chiming, 
Waving  wings,  and  vestments  shining, 
There  before  the  King  of  glory 
Cry  they,  Holy,  holy,  holy ! 

Sorrow  fleeth,  anguish  ceaseth, 
Endless  harmony  increaseth ; 
Through  that  city  bright,  supernal, 
Sounds  the  song  of  praise  eternal ; 
Love  in  every  bosom  beameth ; 
Light  on  every  vision  gleameth : 
Cherubim  there  bow  before  Him 
Crying  Holy,  they  adore  Him. 

O  that  fair  celestial  region ! 
O  that  bright  and  beauteous  legion ! 
Angel  hosts  and  saints  immortal 
Throng  within  yon  pearly  portal ! 
Tranquil ;  free  from  all  disorders ; 
Light  and  peace  in  all  their  borders ; 
There  in  majesty  and  glory. 
They  adore  the  Lord  most  holy. 

They  who  dwell  amid  that  brightness 
Shine  in  robes  of  sun-like  whiteness ; 
Loving  law,  and  linked  in  union, 
Bound  in  holy,  sweet  communion; 
Toil  and  ignorance  are  banished. 
Troubles  and  temptations  vanished, 
Full  of  health,  and  free  from  sadness, 
God  they  praise,  the  Fount  of  gladness. 

Lat  ThoniM  a  Kempis,  1380—1471.    TV.  H.,  1878. 


Me 


tet  Sion  tOo. 
xii.  28. 


8s. 
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To  Mount  Sion,  Lord,  admit  me ; 
Sion,  David's  tranquil  City ; — 
Built  by  Him  who  Ught  createth. 
And  whose  cross  its  entrance  maketh : 
By  apostles'  words  thrown  open. 
Thronged  by  saints  in  bliss  unbroken ; 
Walled  by  living  stones  erected ; — 
By  the  King  of  joy  protected. 

There  light's  solemn  splendors  blending ; 
Spring  eternal,  peace  unending ; — 
All  heaven's  odors  floating  round  us. 
While  perpetual  joys  surround  us : — 


No  corruption  there  destroyeth. 
No  defect  nor  strife  annoyeth, — 
Nothing  dwarfed,  and  nought  deformed 
To  Christ's  image  all  conformed. 

Heavenly  home  of  joy  unbounded, 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded ; 
Safely  kept  in  peaceful  beauty, 
I,  in  far-off  lands,  salute  thee  I 
Thee  I  hail !  my  soul  aspiring, 
All  thy  peace  and  rest  requiring: — 
City  fair,  when  shall  I  win  thee, 
And  forever  dwell  within  thee? 

How  that  festive  throng  rejoices ; 
How  in  praise  they  lift  their  voices ; 
What  eternal  joys  have  crowned  them ; 
What  pure  ties  of  love  have  bound  them ; 
What  fair  stones  their  light  combining. 
On  those  gem-decked  walls  are  shining : 
Only  those  within  thee  dwelling, 
Know  those  joys  beyond  all  telling  I 

To  that  city's  glorious  center. 
With  the  ransomed  may  we  enter ; 
With  the  myriads  of  the  pious, — 
And  with  Moses  and  Elias, — 
'May  we  dwell  in  peace  unending. 
Holy  songs  of  rapture  blending ; — 
There  may  we  in  light  supernal 
Praise  the  Lord,  the  King  eternal. 

Lat.  Hildebertde  Larardin,  Abp.  of  Toim,llS5.  2V.H.,  1878. 


740         "^iSlgn"}?!/!?* '"^-     ^   88. 

Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever 

Of  the  love  that  changes  never : 

Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 

Those  he  loves  and  makes  his  own? 
With  his  blood  the  Lord  hath  bought  them ; 
When  they  knew  him  not,  he  sought  them, 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought  them : 

His  the  thanks  and  praise  alone. 

Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them ; 
With  the  bread  of  heaven  he  feeds  them ; 
And  through  all  the  way  he  speeds  them 

To  their  bright  eternal  home. 
There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought  them, 
Him  who  came  &om  heav'n  and  sought  them : 
Him  who  by  his  Spirit  taught  them : 

Him  they  serve  before  his  throne. 

ThomoB  KeUtf,  ab.  1858. 
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741-743 


%  Setter  Cinmtr^ 


^Wedgewood. 


10b  &  6b. 


H.,  1879. 


/Tk  /Tv 


When    I     am     weary,     and  'tis      of- ten  now,  Since    I      am  grow-ing    old, 


^m 


/7\  /Tv 


I     read     a       let  -  ter,  writ  -  ten  long     a  -  go,    And  worn  at     ev  -  ery  fold. 


:5=^ 


/!N 


^=^=i 


741    Thewwiylngi^arcftWhftil  and  true.  |0s  &  6s. 

2  It  came  from  a  far  country,  and  it  tells 

Of  one  more  distant  still, 
In  whose  brave  mansions  He  who  sent 
it  dwells, 
As  all  who  love  Him  will. 

3  I  read  of  thee  with  many  a  loving  note, 

O  country  fair  to  see ! 
And  pondering  here,  thy  palaces  remote 
No  longer  seem  to  me. 

4 1  know  the  way  so  well ;  and  there  is  One 

Wlio  in«his  place  afar. 
Shines  in  thy  light  that  comes  not  from 
the  sun. 

Dearer  than  others  are. 

5  O  rest  and  peace !     O  city,  far  away, 

Thy  gates  wide  open  stand ! 
Thou  hast  no  night ;  in  thee  the  endless  day 
Of  God  is  now  at  hand ! 

6  Pilgrim  I  am,  slow  toiling  thro' the  dust , 

Where  He  I  seek  hath  trod, 
To  find,  some  morn,  when  sight  shall 
conquer  trust. 
The  City  of  my  God ! 

7  The  home  of  him  who  sent  my  letter  old, 

Whose  promises  divine 
Are  more  to  me  than  all  the  earth  can  hold, 
For  all  He  has  is  mine ! 

C.  I.  Wedgewood,  dr.  1870? 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HutingH.  1881. 
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742  '  ''KT28."'*'       los  &  68. 

Come  unto  me,  the  suffering  Saviour  said, 
All  ye  with  sin  oppressed ; 

Come,  and  my  peace  shall  crown  each 
weary  head. 
For  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Come  take  my  yoke  upon  you,  learn  of  me 
Lowly  and  meek  in  heart ;  , 

Ye  shall  find  rest  which  sinners  can  not  see, 
Which  I  alone  impart. 

My  yoke  is  easy  and  my  burden  light, 

Love  doth  my  law  fulfill ; 
And  I  have  lov'd  thee,  thro*  thy  sin's 
dark  night, 

Come,  for  I  love  thee  still. 

H.,  1883. 
743    strangers  "^P{|KrimM>n  the  earth,  jqs  <fe  6S. 

Pilgrims  and  strangers  on  the  earth  confest, 

This  world  is  not  our  home ; 
Longing,  we  look  to  our  eternal  rest, 

And  cry.  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 
Chosen  of  God,  we  leave  the  world  behind ; 

Guided  by  Him  we  roam ; 
Earth's  joys  no  longer  satisfy  the  mind ; 

Come,  then.  Lord  Jesus,  come. 

Our  eyes  with  tears  are  dim,  our  hearts 
grow  sad, 

Wandering  afar  from  home ; 
But  oh !  the  hope  of  glory  makes  us  glad ; 

Come,  then,  Lord  Jesus,  cornel 

H.,  1884. 


I 


Wii$ti^  \^mmt^  Wfpitifmiti  n  %t^. 


744-745 


I  shall  rest. 


68  &  Ts. 


H.,  1858. 


4th  time. 


I  J  ^  shall  rest,      I  shall  rest,  When  time's  tempests  all  axe  o'er, 
\  I  shall  rest,      I  shall  rest,  When  I  reach  the  heavenly  shore, 


&^^i 


Fine. 


I  shall  rest,     I  shall  rest,  When  all  mor-  tal    toils  are  past, 

I  shall  rest,      I  shall  rest,  With  the  ransomed host    at    last. 


{ 


I     shall  rest  from  woe  and  sor-row.  In  that  bright,  e  -  ter  -  nal    mor  -  row, 
I    shall  rest  from  tears  and  sigh-ing,    I  shall  rest  from  pain  and    dy  -  ing, 


744 


A  rest  for  the  people  of  Qod. 
Heb.iv,». 


6s  <fe  7s.  I  745        Come  '"'^^MTtl'S^lj.**"'*^^'*   6s  &  7s 


2  I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 
When  the  Christian  race  is  run, 

I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 

When  the  glorious  crown  is  won ; 
I  shall  rest  on  Zion's  mountain, 
I  shall  rest  by  life's  pure  fountain, 
I  shall  rest,  and  rest  in  glory, 
With  my  Lord  who's  gone  before  me : 
I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 

When  my  faith  and  hope  are  tried, 
I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 

By  the  crystal  river's  side. 

■ 

3  I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 
When  life's  conflicts  all  are  o'er, 

I  shall  rest,  I  shaU  rest, 

Where  the  tempted  weep  no  more ; 
I  shall  rest  from  all  temptation, 
I  shall  share  the  great  salvation ; 
I  shall  rest  with  Christ  my  Saviour, 
Rest  in  peace,  and  rest  forever ; 
I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest. 

When  the  saints  are  glorified, 
I  shall  rest,  I  shall  rest, 

By  my  conquering  Saviour's  side. 

Sm  1855> 


By  Permiisfam. 


Matt.  xi.  28. 

Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

Every  heavy  laden  one  I 
Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

All  who  now  in  darkness  roam. 
He  will  give  you  songs  for  sadness, 
He  will  give  you  light  and  gladness. 
Peace  that  floweth  like  a  river, 
Bliss  and  love  and  life  forever. 
Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

All  who  labor  seeking  rest  I 
Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

All  ye  weary  and  be  blest  I 


Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

All  ye  longing  thirsty  souls ! 
Come  to  Christ !  Lo  for  you 

Life's  pure  water  gently  roj^s. 
Come  and  taste  that  crystal  riverj 
Come  and  drink  and  live  forever, 
Come  from  every  tongue  and  nation. 
Come  and  share  this  great  salvation ; 
Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

And  be  cleansed  from  every  stain, 
Come  to  Christ,  come  to  Christ, 

And  a  crown  of  glory  gain  ] 

B.,1868. 
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746 


%!iii  lipi  llsQ  Ifmmu 


In  The  Morning. 


7,7.7,4. 


H.,  187SL 


1  Soon  our  con- flicts  will  be  done,    And  our  crowns  of     glQ,-ry  won,  When  our 


conquering  Lord  shall  come,  In    the    morn-ing.  We    shall  see  the  glorious  King, 


AndoursongsofpraiseshallsingiWhiletheharpsof  gladness  ring,  In  the  morn-ing. 


In  the  morning,    In  the  moming,While  the  harps  of  gladness  ring,In  the  morning. 


748  Joy  com^etti  m^e  rnomtog.       -jrg  ^  4g 

2  We  shall  see  Him  on  his  throne, 
Who  was  once  despised,  unknown, 
When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own, 

In  the  morning. 
We  shall  wear  the  raiment  bright. 
In  the  realms  of  heavenly  light, 
We  shall  walk  with  Christ  in  white 

In  the  morning. 

3  Though  the  world  may  mock  and  hate, 
Yet  the  angels  bright  who  wait, 
Shall  fling  wide  each  pearly  gate 

In  the  morning. 
Then  we'll  leave  this  world  of  sin. 
And  with  gladness  enter  in. 
Then  our  glory  shall  begin 

In  the  morning. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Uactings  1881. 


4  Ye  who  now  in  gloom  and  tears 

Pass  away  the  dreary  years. 

You  shall  end  your  woes  and  fears 

In  the  morning. 
Then  with  him  who  once  was  slain 
We  in  endless  life  shall  reign. 
And  shall  never  part  again, 

In  the  morning. 


5  O  ye  burdened  and  oppressed, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  rest, 
And  with  all  his  saints  be  blessed 

In  the  morning. 
Ye  who  mourn  in  sin's  dark  night, 
Follow  Christ,  the  life  and  light. 
He  will  put  the  shades  to  flight 

In  the  morning. 

H.,I8?9. 
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747 


JNorgenland. 


8,  T,  8,  7,  to,  10, 10,  8. 


B.,  1880. 


We  Bhall  go  home  in   the  moruiiig,Home  to  the  realms  of  the  blest ;  Farewell  to 


sono w   and  mourning  ;We  shall  re  -  turn   to  our  rest !  Palms  for  the  victors  and 

'■  -f-  r-  r  f 


W^ 


P     3      t 


'     J     J     J  I  ^'    f^ 


crowns  for       the     free,  Robes    for       the   priests  of      the    Lord    we  shall  see ; 

^ — ^ — - — -  "  f    r  -^    f     r  —I 


r    g    r 

g    b    ^ 


^^^^^tt 


Harps  that  shall  tremble  ^lith  sweet  mel-o-dy :    We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning. 


Joy  Cometh  in  the  morning. 
Fsalm  xzx.  5. 


P,  M. 


747 

We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning, 

Home  to  the  realms  of  the  blest ; 

Farewell  to  sorrow  and  mourning; 

We  shall  return  to  our  rest ! 
Palms  for  the  victors  and  crowns  for  the  free, 
Robes  for  the  priests  of  the  Lord  we  shall  see, 
Harps  that  shall  tremble  with  sweet  melody ; 
We  shall  go  home  in  the  mornmg. 

We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning, 
Then  shall  death's  shadows  be  past ; 

Ended  all  sorrowful  longing, 
Glory  shall  come  and  shall  last: 

Soon  shall  that  day  in  its  splendor  roll  in, 

Banishing  sorrow,  affliction,  and  sin ; 

Glory  eternal  the  victors  shall  win  :— 
We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning 


Weeping  endures  till  the  morning. 

Gladness  shall  come  with  the  day ; 
Then  from  the  ransomed,  returning, 

Sorrow  shall  vanish  away : 
Bright  shall  the  sun  in  its  beauty  arise. 
Glory  eternal  shall  flash  on  our  eyes, 
Jesus  shall  call  us  and  bid  us  arise, — 
We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning. 

We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning. 

Home  to  the  land  of  our  King ; 
Crowns  each  glad  victor  adorning, 

Striking  our  harps  while  we  sing ; 
He  who  of  old  in  a  stable  was  bom. 
He  who  was  smitten  and  crowned  with  thorn, 
Cometh  in  glory  outshining  the  morn : — 
We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning. 


U.,  1880. 
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748-749 


Wip  9W  ^  Y^  jii{r^nt. 


Roll  on*  Dark  Ages  of  Time,    los  a  ?■. 


B.,  1879. 


j  J ;  J  J 


JO. 


Dark    is  the  night  and  the  desert      is  drear;  Thorny  our  path  and  our  pilgrim- 

42. 


When  out  ot'heav'n  from  our  God  shall  come  down, City,  and  mansion,  and  sceptre, 


f  jii|j 


age  long ;  But  the  day  breaketh,The  morning  is  near  ;Moming    of   sunshine,  and 


and  crown ;  When  all  the  ransom*  d,  with  Christ  glorified ;  Sing  their  glad  songs  to  their 

Chorus. 
IHne.  D.  C. 


gladness,  and  song !  Roll  on,  dark  a  -  ges  of  time ;  Bring  in  that  splendor  sublime. 


Saviour  who  died. 


745  Joy  com^thtofte  morning.     I0s&7s. 

Dark  is  the  night  and  the  desert  is  drear ; 
Thorny  our  path  and  our  pilgrimage  long : 
But  the  day  Dreaketh,  the  morning  is  near ; 
Morning  of  sunshine,  and  gladness,  and  song  T 

Chorus, 
Roll  on,  dark  ages  of  time. 
Bring  in  that  splendor  sublime, 
When  out  of  heav'n  from  our  God  shall  come 

down. 
City,  and  mansion,  and  sceptre,  and  crown ; 
When  all  the  ransomed,  with  Christ  glorified, 
Sing  their  glad  songs  to  their  Saviour  who 
died. 

Weeping  endureth,  and  mournings  and  sighs 
Burden  the  breezes  and  sadden  the  night ; 
Soon  will  the  day-star  in  glory  arise, 
Gladness  shall  come  with  the  day's  dawn- 
ing light. 

Kingdoms  are  quaking,  and  nations   dis- 
tressed. 
Writhe  in  their  anguish  and  sink  in  their  sin ; 
Soon  the  King  cometh  who  giveth  us  rest, 
Then  shall  earth's  era  of  glory  begin. 
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Night  is  far  spent  and  the  day  is  at  hand, 
Night  of  earth's  weeping  and  sorrow  and  sin  : 
Morning  is  coming,  resplendent  and  grand, 
Bringing  the  day  of  eternity  in. 

U.,1879. 
74d       strangers  and  pilgrims  on  the  earth  1  0<; 

Pilgrims,  and  strangers,  and  sojourners  here. 
Dark  is  the  night,  and  the  wilderness  drear ; 
But  thro'  the  desert  God  grants  us  his  grace. 
Till  he  shall  bring  us  to  gaze  on  his  face. 

When  the  dark  ages  of  sorrow  are  o'er, 
Safe  we  shall  rest  on  the  glorified  shore ; 
There  take  the  harp,  and  the  robe,  and  the 

crown, 
And  on  his  throne  with  the  Saviour  sit  down. 

Strong  in  our  God,  in  his  love  we  rejoice 
Give  him  the  homage  of  heart  and  of  voice. 
Shout  the  glad  news  of  his  glorious  reign, 
Tell  all  the  nations.  He  cometh  again. 

Saviour  come  quickly ;  we  watch  and  we  pray, 
Waiting  till  thou  with  thine  angels   shalt 

come; 
Gather  thy  saints  to  the  regions  of  day, 
Give  us  to  rest  in  thy  presence  at  home. 

H.,1S79. 


%  JHg]^  Wlfid  JKfj^aa^ii  In  u  9$i^k  ^Hst^^ 


150 


40r 


Wings  of  the  Morning. 


lOiASt. 


H.,  18B0. 


LLjJiJ 


There's  a   light  that  is  shining  in  darkness,  While  we  wait  for  the  dawning  of 


day ;  And  it  cheers  us      a  -  long  on  our  journey,  Till  the  shadows  shall  vanish  a- 


Chorus. 


way.  Oh,  we  wait  and  we  watch  for  the  dawning,  The  day  of     e  -  ter-ni- ty 


Ritard. 


blest  ;Then we'll  take  the  wings  of   the  morning  And  we'll  fly   a- way   to  our  rest. 


750    '^^'^^pI1S««.^6."°™*°*^'  iosifc9s. 

There's  a  light  that  is  shining  in  darkness, 
While  we  wait  for  the  dawning  of  day ; 

And  it  chfeers  us  along  on  our  journey, 
Till  the  shadows  shall  vanish  away. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  we  wait  and  we  watch  for  the  dawning, 

The  day  of  eternity  blest ; 
Then  we'll  take  tjie  wings  of  the  morning, 

And  we'll  fly  away  to  our  rest. 

From  the  sure  word  the  prophets  have  spoken 
There  is  light  flashing  forth  thro'  the  gloom ; 

Por  the  Scripture  can  never  be  broken. 
And  the  King  in  his  glory  will  come. 
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Now  we  sing  'mid  the  darkness  and  shadows 
And  we  pray  and  we  watch  for  the  dawn  ; 

Till  the  Day-  star,  in  glory  arising, 
Shall  betoken  the  coming  of  mom. 

We  are  not  of  the  night  nor  of  darkness. 
Let  us  walk  then  as  children  of  day ; 

So  our  weeping  shall  be  for  a  moment, 
And  our  joy  shall  not  vanish  away. 

From  the  hill-tops  the  watchers  give  warning, 
It  is  high  time  from  sleep  to  awake ; 

For  the  night  is  far  spent,  and  the  morning 
Soon  o'er  earth  in  its  splendor  shall  break. 

H.,  1880. 


751-762 


Tit^i^tt  1[itfa)[  Wpi  %fi^if  0  tmi  jBmti 


Retirement. 


7,  fi,  7,  6,  7,  7,  7,  fi. 


H.,  188a 


-!i.T:ijiii   It 


Steal     a  -  way    from  earthly    care,  Soul  with  sin  oppressed ;  Call  up  -  on  the 

;— ff-f-  t.m:  f-  f .. g  g  f  r . ^- .. .,  . J. 


rir  [piiFF  fi 


Lord  in  prayer,  He  can  give  thee  rest.  Haste  to  seek  the  Saviour's  face,  Kneel  be< 

jg:    f-     -r  ■  ^     .,  ^'    f-     f-     g-  ,  f--    ^     ^• 


fore    the  throne  ofgrace,  There  within  that   ho  -  ly  place  Thou  art  safe  and  blest. 


761  ^'^^^'al;??.  ^.\''^*'-         '7s  &  58. 

Steal  away  from  earthly  care, 

Soul  with  sin  oppressed ; 
Call  upon  the  Lord  in  prayer, 

He  can  give  thee  rest. 
Haste  to  seek  the  Saviour's  face, 
Kneel  before  the  throne  of  grace, 
There  within  that  holy  place 

Thou  art  safe  and  blest. 

Steal  away  from  scenes  of  mirth. 

Soul  with  sorrow  riven ; 
Some  have  gladness  here  on  earth, 

Grief  to  thee  is  given. 
Christ  can  heal  affliction's  smart, 
He  can  bind  the  broken  heart. 
He  will  peace  and  bliss  impart, 

Bliss  that  comes  from  heaven. 

Steal  away  to  Jesus'  breast — 

To  the  Saviour  flee ; 
He  will  give  the  weary  rest, 

He  will  welcome  thee ; 
He  tliy  broken  prayer  will  hear, 
He  will  dry  thy  bitter  tear. 
He  will  calm  thine  every  fear, 

He  thy  God  will  be. 


Then  hear  thou  in  heaven. 
1  Kings  vUi.  45. 


7s  &  5s. 
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When  the  weary  seeking  rest, 

To  thy  goodness  flee ; 
When  the  heavy  laden  cast 

All  their  load  on  thee : 
Ref,    Hear  thou  then  in  heaven  above, 
Let  thy  heart  with  pity  move. 
Answer  thou  in  tenderest  love. 
Those  who  cry  to  thee. 

When  the  worldling,  sick  at  heart, 

Lifts  his  soul  above ; 
When  the  prodigal  looks  back. 

To  his  Father's  love :    Hef, 

When  the  widow  weeps  to  thee. 

Sad  and  lone  and  low ; 
When  the  orphan  brings  to  thee. 

All  his  orphan  woe :    Hef. 

When  creation  in  her  pangs, 

Heaves  her  heavy  groan ; 
When  thy  Salem's  exiled  sons, 

Breathe  their  bitter  moan :    Sef. 

When  thy  widowed,  weeping  church, 

Looking  for  a  home, 
Sendeth  up  her  silent  sigh. 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come :    Be/, 

HoratiuH  Bonar,  ab.  18^.  Ref.  H. 
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The  Shadow  of  the  Rook. 
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In     the    shad-ow     of      the  Rock  Let     me    rest,  When     I     feel     the 
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While     I      hide,     And     my    tran  -  quil     sta  -  tion  keep    By      thy    side. 
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The  shadow  of  a  fj^teeX  Bock. 
tii.  2. 


7s&3s. 


In  the  shadow  of  the  Rock 

Let  me  rest, 
When  I  feel  the  tempest's  shock 

Thrill  my  breast ; 
All  in  vain  the  storm  shall  sweep, 

While  I  hide, 
And  my  tranquil  station  keep 

By  Thy  side. 

On  the  parched  and  desert  way 

Where  I  tread, 
With  the  scorching  noontide  ray 

O'er  my  head ; 
Let  me  find  a  welcome  shade, 

Cool  and  still, 
And  my  weary  steps  be  stayed 

While  I  will. 

I  in  peace  will  rest  me  there 

Till  I  see 
That  the  skies  again  are  fair 

Over  me ; 
That  the  burning  heats  are  past. 

And  the  day 
Bids  the  traveler  at  last 

Go  his  way. 
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Then  my  pilgrim  staff  I'll  take, 

And  once  more 
I'll  my  onward  journey  make, 

As  before ; 
And  with  joyous  heart  and  strong 

I  will  raise 
Unto  Thee,  O  Rock !   a  song 

Glad  with  praise. 

Bay  Palmer,  1880. 
764  "^^^  which  follow  the  Lamb.         7s  A  3s 

Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 

Slain  for  me ; 
Who  didst  suffer  grief  and  pain. 

On  the  tree ; 
I  to  thee  my  all  resign. 

Bought  with  blood ; 
May  I  evermore  be  thine, 

Lamb  of  God  1 

All  along  the  desert  way 

Be  my  guide ; 
May  I  never,  never  stray 

From  thy  side. 
When  the  wilderness  is  past, 

And  the  sea, 
May  I  rest  in  peace  at  last, 

Rest  with  Thee !  h  issi. 


765 
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Asthenia. 
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B.,  1879. 


Hopeless    in     a  world  of      sorrow,    Christless    in     a  world  of     sin ; — 
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Gloom  to-day  and  death  to  -  mor  -  row ;  Foes  without  and  fears  within : 


This  is     all  that  earth  can  give  thee,  Christ  alone     can  help  and  save  thee ; 


He     is     waiting    to     forgive, 


Sinner,    look  to     him     and    live. 


UL^ }  I  rhr^ituui 


s: 


I 


Haying  no  hoM.  and  without  God. 
Eph.  U.  18. 


8s  &  Is. 
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Hopeless  in  a  world  of  sorrow, 

Christless  in  a  world  of  sin ; — 
Gloom  to-day  and  death  to-morrow, 

Foes  without  and  fears  within : 
This  is  all  that  earth  can  give  thee, 
Christ  alone  can  help  and  save  thee ; 

He  is  waiting  to  forgive, 

Sinner,  look  to  him  and  live. 

Oh,  ye  hearts  that  sigh  and  languish, 

Burdened  with  a  guilty  load ; 
Earth  can  give  you  naught  but  anguish, 

All  your  help  must  come  from  God. 
Hear  the  word  that  he  hath  spoken, 
Ye  whose  hearts  are  crushed  and  broken ; 

He  is  waiting  to  forgive, 

Sinner,  look  to  him  and  live. 
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Though  the  world  may  mock  our  longing, 
Christ  can  life  and  comfort  give ; 

Trusting  him  'mid  troubles  thronging, 
Dying,  yet  behold  we  live : 

Earth  may  trouble  us  and  grieve  us, 

Christ  will  never,  never  leave  us : 
He  is  waiting  to  forgive. 
Sinner,  look  to  him  and  live  I 

Farewell,  earthly  pomp  and  pleasure, 

I  have  found  diviner  joy ; 
Christ  is  my  delight  and  treasure. 

In  his  work  is  my  employ; 
To  the  sinner  that  believeth, 
Life,  eternal  life,  he  giveth. 

He  is  waiting  to  forgive, 

Sinner,  look  to  him  and  live ! 


Harwell,    p.  366. 
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Arr.  1867. 


1  Come.  O      my  soul,    to     Cal  -  va-  ry,     Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Cal  -  va  -  ry,    And 


see  the  Man  who  died  for  thee,Up-  on  the  accursed  tree.  How  can  I     for-  get  thee  ? 


r '  C  r  £  l^»  \ 


How  can  I     forget  my  Lord  ?Ho w  can  I  for-  get  thee  ?Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 


■TR  A       The  place  which  !h  called  Calvavy.        -n    -u 
f  OO  '      Luke  xxiii.  33.  ^'  •>»• 

2  Behold  the  Saviour's  agony, 
While  groaning  in  Qethsemane, 

Beneath  the  sins  of  men. 

3  With  purple  robe,  and  thorny  crown, 
And  mocking  soldiers  bowing  down. 

The  Saviour  bears  my  shame. 

4  Behold,  they  shed  his  precious  blood ; 
Oh,  hear  him  cry,  **My  God,  my  God, 

Hast  thou  forsaken  me?" 

5  He  died :  the  earth  was  robed  in  gloom ; 
They  laid  him  then  in  Joseph's  tomb, 

While  soldiers  watched  around. 

6  But  in  the  light  of  dawning  day. 
Bright  angels  rolled  the  rock  away. 

And  Christ,  the  Conqueror,  rose. 

7  Now  He  who  died  on  Calvary, 
Still  lives  to  plead  for  you  and  me, 

And  bids  us  look  and  live. 

8  Soon  He  who  once  was  scour g'd  and  bound, 
Shall  come  again,  with  glory  crowned. 

And  reign  forevermore. 

9  His  saints  shall  crown  him  Lord  of  all ; 
Before  him  every  foe  shall  fall. 

And  every  knee  shall  bow. 
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10  Oh!  then  the  Man  of  Calvary 
Shall  reign  supreme  from  sea  to  sea : — 
All  hail  that  glorious  day!         H.,i80r 

757  ^^^  ^  ^^  ^'^^  ^  aalvation.  p     |^ 

•  "•  8  Cor.  ▼!•  2.  *        " 

Jesus,  the  Lord,  hath  died  for  thee, 
Died  for  thee,  died  for  thee ; 
And  paid  thy  ransom  on  the  tree 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

Chorus, 
Now,  sinner,  receive  him, 
Oh,  sinner,  believe  his  love ; 
Now,  sinner,  receive  him, 
He  died  to  ransom  thee  I 

With  glory  and  with  honor  crowned, 
Above  angelic  hosts  renowned. 
He  stoops  to  hear  you  pray. 

Before  him  heaven's  bright  armies  bow 
Oh,  who  will  dare  reject  him  now. 
At  God's  right  hand  enthroned? 

He  sits  upon  the  throne  of  grace. 
And  bids  the  helpless  seek  his  face, 
O  sinner,  come  to-day  I 

He  sends  His  word  to  every  land, 
** Repent,  God's  kingdom  is  at  hand;" 
Oh,  hear  that  call  to-day! 

Now  heed  His  voice,  and  turn,  and  live, 
Eternal  life  he  waits  to  give, 

Oh,  turn!  why  will  ye  die?       h.,1883. 


758-769 


yi  y^i^  mih  n  fisniimtn 


Duane  Street. 


L.  M. 


George  Coles,  1792-1858. 


Je  -    BUS,  my  all,    to  heav*n  is  gone ;     He  whom  I     fix    my  hopes  up- on ; 


His  track    I    see,  and  I'll  pur- sue    The  narrow    way  till  Him  I     view. 
The  King's  highway  of    ho  -  11  -  ness  I'll  go ;  for    all  His  paths  are  peace. 


The  way    the  ho  -  ly  prophets  went,  The  road  that  leads  from  banishment; 

J-  -     ' 


Uzbridflre 
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Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone ; 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon : 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment ; 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 
I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been 
Because  I  could  not  cease  from  sin. 

The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  sinned  and  stumbled  but  the  more ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 
**Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  Way." 

Lo  1  glad  I  come ;  and  thou  blest  Lamb 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  am ; 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, — 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

2 


Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 
I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
Ana  say,  **  Behold  the  way  to  God !" 

John  Cennick,  ab.  1743. 


Oh  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord. 
Fsalm  cvii.  8 


L.  ar. 
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Ye  sons  of  men,  with  joy  record 
The  various  wonders  of  the  Lord ; 
And  let  his  power  and  goodness  sound 
Thro'  all  your  tribes,  the  earth  around. 

Let  the  high  hcav'ns  your  songs  invite. 
Those  spacious  fields  of  brilliant  light. 
Where  sun,  and  moon,  and  planets  roll, 
And  stars  that  glow  from  pole  to  pole. 

But  oh,  that  brighter  world  above, 
Where  lives  and  reigns  incarnate  Love  I 
God's  only  Son,  in  flesh  arrayed, 
For  man  a  bleeding  victim  made. 

Thither,  my  soul,  with  rapture  soar. 
There,  in  the  land  of  praise,  adore ; 
The  theme  demands  an  angel's  lay. 
Demands  an  everlasting  day. 

FhUip  Doddridge,  ab,  1740. 
42 
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The  apostles'  doctrine  and  fellowship. 
Acts  ii.  42. 


L.  M. 
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Hapjpy  the  souls  that  first  believed, 
To  Jesus  and  each  other  cleaved ; 
Join'd  by  the  unction  from  above 
In  mystic  fellowship  of  love. 

Meek,  simple  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
They  liv'd,  and  spake. and  tho't  the  same.; 
Brake  the  commemorative  Bread, 
And  drank  the  Spirit  of  their  Head. 

To  Jesus  they  performed  their  vows, 
A  little  church  in  every  house ; 
They  joyfully  conspired  to  raise 
Their  ceaseless  sacrifice  of  praise. 

With  grace  abundantly  endued, 
A  pure,  believing  multitude, 
They  all  were  of  one  heart  and  soul, 
And  only  love  inspired  the  whole. 

Ye  different  sects,  who  all  declare 
*'Lo,here  is  Christ !"  or  "Christ  is  there !" 
Your  stronger  proofs  divinely  give. 
And  show  me  where  the  Christians  live. 

The  gates  of  hell  cannot  prevail ; 
The  church  on  earth  can  never  fail: 
Ah,  join  me  to  thy  secret  ones  I 
Ah,  gather  all  thy  living  stones  I 

Scattered  o'er  all  the  earth  they  lie. 
Till  thou  collect  them  with  thine  eye ; 
Draw  by  the  music  of  thy  Name, 
And  charm  into  a  beauteous  frame. 

For  this  the  pleading  Spirit  groans 
And  cries  in  all  thy  banished  ones ; 
Greatest  of  gifts,  thy  love  impart. 
And  make  us  of  one  mind  and  heart. 

761  SECOND  PABT.  L.  M. 

Jesus,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
Great  Builder  of  thy  Church  below ; 
If  now  thy  Spirit  moves  my  breast. 
Hear,  and  fulfil  thine  own  request : 

The  few  that  truly  call  thee  Lord, 
And  wait  thy  sanctifying  word, 
And  Thee  their  utmost  Saviour  own, 
Unite  and  perfect  them  in  one. 

Join  every  soul  that  looks  to  thee 
In  bonds  of  perfect  charity ; 
Now,  Lord,  the  glorious  fulness  give, 
And  all  in  all  forever  live. 


Oh,  let  them  all  thy  mind  express, 
Stand  forth  thy  chosen  witnesses, 
The  fulness  of  thy  grace  receive. 
And  simply  to  thy  glory  live. 

In  them  let  all  mankind  behold 
How  Christians  lived  in  days  of  old ; 
Mighty  their  envious  foes  to  move, 
A  proverb  of  reproach  and  love. 

Oh,  make  of  them  one  soul  and  heart. 
The  all-conforming  mind  impart; 
Spirit  of  peace  and  unity. 
The  sinless  mind  that  was  in  Thee  I 

Call  them  into  thy  wondrous  light. 
Worthy  to  "walk  with  Thee  in  white ; 
Make  up  thy  jewels.  Lord,  and  show 
The  glorious,  spotless  Church  below  I 

Oh,  might  my  lot  be  cast  with  these, 
The  least  of  Jesus'  witnesses ; 
Oh,  that  my  Lord  w^ould  count  me  meet 
To  wash  his  dear  disciples'  feet  I 

This  only  thing  do  I  require ; 

Thou  knowest  'tis  all  my  heart's  desire : 

Freely  what  I  receive,  to  give ; 

The  servant  of  thy  Church  to  live ; 

After  my  lowly  Lord  to  go. 
And  wait  upon  thy  saints  below. 
Enjoy  tlie  grace  to  angels  given. 
And  serve  the  royal  heirs  of  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1743. 


In  the  whirlwind  and  the  storm. 
Nahum  i.  3. 


L.  M. 
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Oh,  the  immense,  th'  amazing  height, 
The  boundless  grandeur  of  our  God, 
Who  treads  the  world  beneath  his  feet, 
And  sways  the  nations  with  his  rod. 

He  speaks,  and  lo,  all  nature  shakes ; 
Heaven's  everlasting  pillars  bow ; 
His  voice  in  rolling  thunder  breaks. 
And  flames  of  fire  before  him  go. 

Celestial  King,  thy  mighty  power 
Kindles  our  hearts  with  solemn  joys; 
We  shout  to  hear  thy  thunders  roar, 
And  echo  to  our  Father's  voice. 

Thus  shall  our  God  and  Saviour  come. 
And  lightnings  round  his  chariot  play. 
Ye  whirlwinds,  fly  to  make  him  room ! 
Ye  glorious  storms,  prepare  his  way ! 

Isaac  Waits^  ab.  1700.    H.,  1881. 
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Anvern. 


L.M. 


John  Arnold.    Arr.  L.  Mason,  1840. 


strike  their  golden  harps, 


And  raise  the  tunefulnotes  of  loye. 


And  raise  the  tuneful  notes  of  love, 


SeitloiM. 
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3  No  anxious  care,  nor  thrilling  grief, 
No  deep  despair,  nor  gloomy  woe 
They  feel,  when  high  their  lofty  strains 
In  noblest,  sweetest  concord  flow. 

3  When  shall  we  join  the  heavenly  host. 
Who  sing  Immanuers  praise  on  high, 
And  leave  behind  our  doubts  and  fears, 
To  swell  the  chorus  of  the  sky? 

4  O  come,  thou  rapture-bringing  mom, 
And  usher  in  the  joyful  day ; 

We  long  to  see  thy  rising  sun 
Drive  all  their  clouds  of  grief  away. 

Robert  Stephens  McAU,  ab.  1812. 

^7 A ALook  not  thou  upon  the  vine  when  it  is  red. ▼     ■»!■ 
/  O*  Prov.xxlU.81.  *^*  ^' 

Look  not  upon  the  ruby  wine, 
That  sparkles  with  its  witching  light; 
Tho'  bright  its  gleaming  bubbles  shine. 
It  leads  to  sorrow,  gloom,  and  night. 

The  mirth  shall  end,  the  joy  be  past, 
And  hushed  the  notes  of  those  who  sing ; 
And  then  shall  come  to  thee  at  last 
The  serpent's  bite,  the  adder's  sting. 

Then  look  not  on  the  poisoned  bowl, 
But  from  the  path  of  danger  flee, 
Lest  thou  shalt  sink,  a  ruined  soul. 
And  angels  shall  lament  for  thee. 


H.,1883. 
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O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God  1 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

0  hrfppy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love  1 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 

1  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine ; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest: 
With  ashes  who  would  grieve  to  part. 
When  called  on  angels' l)read  to  feast  I 

High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

FhiUpJ>oddxid8«,  1751. 

Happy  day !  happy  day ! 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

He  taught  me  ho  w  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  live  rejoicing  every  day ; 

Happy  day  I  happy  day  I 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 


Cko, 
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L.  M. 


7  AA       His  great  lofe  wherewith  he  loved  tu. 
•  OO  Eph.  ii.  4, 

Come,  sing  the  wonders  of  that  love, 
Which  angels  sound  on  every  string ; 
Let  hosts  below  and  hosts  above, 
With  hallelujahs  praise  their  King. 

Sing  of  his  agony  and  shame, 
His  purple  robe  and  thorny  crown ; 
Sing  how  he  bore  the  sinner's  blame, 
And  for  our  guilt  in  death  bowed  down. 

Sing  how  his  precious  blood  he  shed, 
To  cleanse  us  from  eacli  sinful  stain ; 
Entered  the  prison  of  the  dead, 
And  death  and  hell  for  us  o'ercame. 

Sing  how  at  God's  right  hand  he  sits, 
Living  to  intercede  for  us ; 
Till  the  last  foe  to  him  submits, 
And  bows  before  him  in  the  dust. 

He  lives,  he  saves,  he  comes  to  reign, 
When  time  its  weary  course  hath  run ; 
Then  Paradise  shall  bloom  again, 
And  heaven  and  earth  be  joined  in  one ! 

Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come ; 
This  blood-bought  world  to  thee  is  giv'n ; 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done 
In  earth,  as  it  is  done  in  heaven. 

H..1880; 

TAT  Put  on  thy  beautiful  garments.  -,     -. ^ 

iOi  Isaiah m.l.  ^"  ^^' 

Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head 
From  dust,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead ! 
Though  humbled  long,  awake  at  length. 
And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on, 
And  let  thy  excellence  be  known ; 
Decked  in  the  robes  of  righteousness. 
Thy  glories  shall  the  world  confess. 

No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade, 
And  fill  thy  hallowed  halls  with  dread ; 
No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  victory  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

God  from  on  high  has  heard  thy  prayer, 
His  hand  thy  ruins  shall  repair; 
Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 

FhiUp  Doddridge^  ab.  1740. 


TAfI       Behold,  how  good  and  how  pleaaant.       t     xr 
i^^O  Paalm  caaudil.  1.  ^'^  '^'• 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds. 
In  union  sweet,  according  minds  I 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run. 
Whose  hearts,  and  faith,  and  hopes  are  one  1 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  I 
What  jealous  care,  what  holy  fear  I 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Keline  from  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  I 

Their  streaming  tears  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  human  woe; 
Their  ardent  prayers  united  rise 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

Together  oft  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  his  awful  face ; 
How  high  how  strong  their  raptures  swell 
There's  none  but  kindred  minds  can  tell. 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
'Mid  nature's  drooping,  sickening  flre ; 
For  they  shall  live  when  time  is  o'er, 
In  peace  and  joy  for  evermore. 

Anna  Lcetitiq  Barbauldt  1797. 


Thy  kingdom  come. 
MaU.  Ti.  10. 


L.  M. 
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Thy  kingdom  come  I  thus  day  by  day, 
We  lift  our  hands  to  God  and  pray ; 
But  who  has  ever  duly  weighed 
The  meaning  of  the  words  he  said? 

Thy  kingdom  come  I  O  day  of  joy, 
Wlien  praise  shall  every  tongue  employ ; 
When  hate  and  strife  and  war  shall  cease, 
And  man  with  man  shall  be  at  peace  t 

Jesus  shall  reign  on  Zion's  hill, 
And  all  the  earth  with  glory  fill; 
His  word  shall  paradise  restore 
And  sin  and  death  afflict  no  more. 

Then  bears  and  wolves,  no  longer  wild, 

Obey  the  leading  of  a  child ; 

The  lions  with  the  oxen  eat. 

And  dust  shall  be  the  serpent's  meat. 

God's  holy  will  shall  then  be  done 
By  all  who  live. beneath  the  sun ; 
For  saiilts  shall  then  as  angels  be, 
All  changed  to  immortality, 

Unknown,  cir.  1840? 


110-11Q 
Tyota. 


L.M. 


J'ljj  '1 1 1  '|i|''ii,iiJ.i  Mil  I 


Daniel  Belknap,  1800.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 


1  Rejoice,  my  sool,  io  God,  thy  friend,  He  lores  tbee  now  and  to  the  end;  He  is    thypor-tion  udthyehoiee, 


Re  -  joiee    in 


tiod, 


my    sooL    re -joiee.     Re-joiee     in God,  my  soni,     re  -  joiee. 

ir^  V  \fi  I 


Duke  Street. 


page  20. 


CTzbrldge. 


page  14. 


Anvem. 


ifAjJJIrrrrflrl    jfMUJJJlJj.l 


Again  I  mj  rejoice. 
Fhil.  IT.  4. 


L.  M. 
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2  Rejoice  in  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 
He  for  thy  pardon  shed  his  blood, 
Lift  up  to  him  thy  heart  and  voice, 
Rejoice,  my  soul,  rejoice,  rejoice. 

3  Rejoice,  my  soul ;  the  Holy  Ghost, 
The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
Has  come  with  blessings  and  with  joys. 
Rejoice,  my  soul,  rejoice,  rejoice. 

4  Rejoice,  ye  children  of  the  King, 
Ye  pardoned  ones, give  thanks  and  sing; 
Lift  up  to  God  a  joyful  voice, 
Rejoice  in  God,  my  soul,  rejoice. 

5  Rejoice  in  hope,  the  day  will  come 
When  Christ  shall  take  his  people  home 
To  sing  his  praise  with  joyful  voice. 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice,  rejoice. 

•^  x-  »       J         7       -  H.,188n. 

17171  He  sent  the  multitndes  away.  ▼     -itr 

#  •  1  Matt.  xlv.  22.  ^'  ^* 

Lord,  as  we  leave  the  place  of  prayer, 
Help  us  to  cast  on  Thee  our  care ; 
And  feel  as  sinks  the  setting  sun. 
Thro'  faith  in  Thee  the  victory's  won. 

Henceforth  may  we  thy  likeness  wear. 
Thy  gracious  image  ever  bear; 
Till  our  last  shadows  melt  away. 
Before  the  bright  eternal  day. 

H.,  1882. 


Thy  mercy.  O  Lord,  is  in  the  heavens. 
Paalm  xzxvi.  6. 


L.  M. 
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High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God ! 
Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines ; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  thro'  every  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  designs. 

Forever  firm  thy  justice  stands. 
As  mountains  their  foundations  keep ; 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large ; 
Both  man  and  beast  thy  bounty  share ; 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 
But  saints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 

My  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace ! 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  springs. 
The  sons  of  Adam,  in  distress, 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

From  the  provisions  of  thy  house 
We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast ; 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows. 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free. 
Springs  from  the  presence  of  my  Lord; 
And  in  thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  thy  word. 

laaae  Watts,  1710. 
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vyTQ   The  Father  seeketh  such  to  worship  Him.  r    xr 
iiO  John iv. 23.  1j.  M. 

When,  as  returns  this  solemn  day, 
Man  comes  to  meet  his  Maker,  God, 
What  rites,  what  honors  shall  he  pay? 
How  spread  his  sovereign  praise  abroad? 

From  marble  domes  and  gilded  spires 
Shall  curling  clouds  of  incense  rise ; 
And  gems,  and  gold,  and  garlands  deck 
The  costly  pomp  of  sacrifice? 

Vain,  sinful  man !  creation^s  Lord 
Thy  golden  offerings  well  may  spare ; 
But  give  thy  heart,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Here  dwells  a  God  who  heareth  prayer. 

Oh,  grant  us  in  this  solemn  hour, 
From  earth  and  sin^s  allurements  free, 
To  feel  thy  love,  to  own  thy  pow'r. 
And  raise  each  raptured  thought  to  thee. 

Anna  Lastitia  Barbauld,  1743-1825. 


Why  stand  yc  gazing  up  into  heaven  ? 
Acts  i.  11. 


L.  M. 
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All  praise  to  our  ascending  Lord ; 
Who  while  his  little  flock  adored, 
Blessed  them,  and  upward  took  his  flight, 
To  realms  of  everlasting  light. 

From  Olivet,  with  eyes  upraised. 
His  dear  disciples  wondering  gazed ; 
And  marked  how  in  his  upward  flight, 
A  cloud  received  him  from  their  sight. 

While  looking  steadfast  to  the  sky, 
Behold  two  shining  ones  stood  by, 
Which  said,  **Ye  men  of  Galilee, 
Why  gazing.up  to  heaven  stand  ye?" 

**This  very  Christ, your  Lord  and  Friend, 
Whom  ye  have  seen  to  heaven  ascend, 
Shall  in  like  manner  come  again. 
In  power  and  majesty  to  reign." 

Then  his  disciples  worshiped  him. 
And  hastened  to  Jerusalem, 
Rejoicing  in  the  promise  given, 
And  waiting  for  their  Lord  from  heaven. 


Lord  Jesus,  on  thy  Father's  throne. 
Help  us  this  ancient  faith  to  own, 
And  wait  for  thee  to  come  and  reign ; 
O  Saviour,  quickly  come,  Amen  I 

U.,  1879. 


'7'7I%  More  than  conquerors.  y    -^ 

f/O  Rom.viii.V  L.  M. 

Dearest  of  names,  our  Lord,  our  Kingt 
Jesus,  thy  praise  we  humbly  sing ; 
In  cheerful  songs  we'll  spend  our  breath, 
And  in  thee  triumph  over  death. 

Death  is  no  more  among  our  foes. 
Since  Christ,  the  mighty  Conqueror,  rose ; 
Both  pow'r  and  sting  the  Saviour  broke ; 
He  died,  and  gave  the  finished  stroke. 

Saints  die,  and  we  should  gently  weep; 
Sweetly  in  Jesus'  arms  they  sleep ; 
Far  from  this  world  of  sin  and  woe ; 
Nor  sin,  nor  pain,  nor  grief  they  know. 

Death  is  a  sleep ;  and  oh,  how  sweet 
To  souls  prepared  its  stroke  to  meet! 
Their  dying  beds,  their  graves  are  blest. 
For  all  to  them  is  peace  and  rest. 

Soon  shall  the  earth's  remotest  bound 
Feel  the  archangel's  trumpet  sound ; 
Then  shall  the  grave's  dark  caverns  shake, 
And  joyful  all  the  saints  shall  wake. 

Oh,  may  I  live  with  Jesus  nigh. 
And  sleep  in  Jesus  when  I  die ! 
Then,  joyful,  when  from  death  I  wake, 
I  shall  eternal  bliss  partake. 

Samuel  Medley,  ab.  1790. 

'7*7 H  Baptized  into  his  death.  .      ^r 

f  #  O  Rom.vi.8.  L.   M. 

We  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  thee, 
Our  souls  inspired  with  thine  own  breath 
To  live  thy  life,  O  Lord,  and  be 
Baptized  into  thy  bitter  death. 

Thy  death  to  sin  we  die  below. 
But  we  with  Christ  shall  rise  again ; 
We  here  are  planted  in  thy  woe, 
But  we  with  thee  shall  live  and  reign. 

Then  shall  we  in  thy  glory  share. 
As  we  thy  cross  on  earth  have  borne ; 
For  we  shall  crowns  of  honor  wear. 
When  we  the  crown  of  thorns  have  worn. 


Thy  crown  of  thorns,  thy  cross  of  shame, 
Thy  pains  and  tears  are  all  our  boast, 
While  now  baptized  into  the  name 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Sabbath  Hymn  Book.  1858. 
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H.,  1880. 
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For  me  the  Sayiour  died ;  But  oh,  what  life  and  blessing  Gushed  from  his  wounded  side ! 
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Bruised  for  our  iniquities. 
Iso.  liii.  5. 
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2  My  soul  with  sorrow  crying, 
With  sins  and  woes  oppressed, 

Beholds  the  Saviour  dying, 
And  in  his  death  finds  rest ; 

To  tell  this  blissful  story, 
My  soul  counts  all  things  dross, — 

Oh,  never  may  I  glory, 
Save  in  my  Saviour's  cross. 

3  O  King,  whose  head,  thorn-crowned, 
Upon  the  cross  didst  bow; 

Exalted  and  renowned, 
What  glory  crowns  thee  now ! 

Heaven's  host,  on  radiant  pinions, 
Thy  praises  ceaseless  sing ; 

And  all  earth's  wide  dominions 
Shall  hail  thee  as  their  King. 

4  To  thee,  the  poor  and  needy, 
The  broken-hearted  come ; 

In  thee  the  worn  and  weary 

Find  rest,  and  peace,  and  home ; 

In  thee  the  sick  find  healing. 
The  sorrowing  comfort  know ; 

And  in  thy  blood  the  guilty 

Are  washed  as  white  as  snow. 

II.,  isw. 

Copyright,  H.  h.  Hastings,  1884.  2' 


Fear  not,  little  flock. 
Luke  ziL  82. 


Is  &  6s. 
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In  heavenly  love  abiding. 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear. 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  here : 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid ; 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed? 

Wherever  he  may  guide  me. 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back ; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me,  * 

And  nothing  can  I  lack ; 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim; 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh, 

And  I  will  walk  with  him. 

Green  pastures  are  before  me, 

Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 
Briglit  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 

Where  darkest  clouds  have  been :  - 
My  hope  I  can  not  measure ; 

My  path  to  life  is  free ; 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure. 

And  lie  will  walk  with  me. 

Anna  L^tUia  Waring,  IS50, 
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Missionary  Hymn. 


78  A  6s. 


L.  Mason,  1823. 
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1  From  Greenland's  i  -  cy  mountains.From  India's  co-tal    strand, Where  Afric's  sunny 
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fountains  KoU  down  their  golden    sand.  From  many  an    ancient    riv  -  er,  From 


many  a    palmy    plain,  They  call  us    to  de-liv-er  Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


7*711    C^o  ye,  therefore,  end  teach  all  nattoni. ^ja  Jir  (K<i 
/  /  €f  '  Matt  xxviu.  19.  /  8  «  Ob. 

3  AVhat  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  Isle ; 
Tliough  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile: 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation  I 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


4  TVaft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll. 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign ! 

Reginald  Heber, 


780  '^^^  **"z2d?i.'i"*' "'"•      7s  A  6s. 

Ye  souls  in  patience  seeking 

Him  never  sought  in  vain. 
See  every  sign  bespeaking 

The  days  of  latter  rain. 
Awaken  all  your  powers. 

And  plead  the  word  divine, 
The  Lord  will  give  sweet  showers, 

And  cause  the  clouds  to  shine. 

On  the  mown  grass  descending, 

Now  liquid  diamonds  glow, 
And  o'er  the  earth  extending 

Behold  the  cov'nant  bow. 
The  valleys  sing  with  gladness, 

Joy  decks  the  mountain  height. 
And  every  shade  of  sadness 

Is  melting  into  light. 


Oh,  Thou  so  long  expected. 

Shall  Israel  plead  m  vain? 
Oh,  Thou  by  man  rejected. 

When  wilt  thou  come  and  reign? 
God  of  our  adoration. 

Establish  now  thy  throne, 
And  gather  every  nation. 

And  seal  them  all  thine  own. 

1H19.  Charlotte  £lizabeth  Tonna,  1792-184& 
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1  Thou    suffering,    bleeding,     dy-ing  Lamb,  Who  once  our  sins  didst  bear 
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meet  together  in  thy  name.  And  cast  on  thee  our  care.Since  thou  art  with  us,  in  the  midst, 


In  thee  our  souls  confide ;  While  on  thy  promises  we  rest.  And  in  thy  love  abide* 
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Let  UB  come  boldly. 
Heb.  iv.  16. 


C.  M. 
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2  O  Saviour,  lend  a  listening  ear 
To  thine  afflicted  saints ; 

Help  us  to  breathe,  from  hearts  sincere, 
Our  troubles,  needs,  and  plaints : 

To  Thee  each  want  and  woe  we  bring ; 
Our  sorrows  are  thine  own; 

The  fiery  darts,  the  words  that  sting, 
All,  all  to  Thee  are  known. 

3  Our  secret  sins  are  in  thy  sight, 
Thou  knowest  our  tears  and  sighs ; 

In  silent  watches  of  the  night 
Thou  hearest  our  groans  and  cries : 

For  snares  our  weary  feet  beset, 
And  enemies  are  strong ; 

But  thou  wilt  make  us  triumph  yet. 
And  tune  our  lips  to  song. 

4  With  boldness  now  we  seek  thy  face. 
And  for  thy  blessings  plead — 

Find  mercy  at  the  throne  of  grace. 

And  help  in  time  of  need. 
Thou  wilt  our  strong  deliverer  be, 

Our  trust  is  in  thy  word ; 
Thank  God  who  gives  the  victory 

Through  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord. 

H.,  1884. 
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TfiO  There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest.         /^    -., 

f  O«0  Heb.iv. ».  C»  M. 

0  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh ! 
When  will  the  moment  come, 

When  I  shall  lay  my  armor  by, 
And  dwell  with  Christ  at  home? 

No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know, 
No  peaceful,  sheltering  dome ; 

This  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe, 
This  world  is  not  my  home. 

To  Jesus  Christ  I  sought  for  rest ; 

He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  his  breast, 

And  he'd  conduct  me  home. 

1  would  at  once  have  quit  this  place, 

Where  foes  in  fury  roam. 
But  ah !  my  passport  was  not  sealed, 
I  could  not  yet  go  home. 

When  by  afflictions  sharply  tried, 

I  view  the  gaping  tomb ; 
Although  I  dread  death's  chilling  flood, 

Yet  still  I  sigh  for  home. 
Weary  of  wandering  round  and  round 

This  vale  of  sin  and  gloom ; 
I  long  to  leave  th^unhallowed  ground, 

And  dwell  with  Christ  at  home. 

EUsabeth  MUle,  IBQiS-lSSB. 
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Come  thou  with  n». 
Num.  z.  29. 
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I'm  on  my  way  to  Canaan, 

I  bid  this  world  farewell ; 
Come  on,  my  fellow  travellers, 

In  spite  of  earth  and  hell ; 
Tho'  Satan's  army  rages  hard, 

And  all  his  hosts  combine, 
Yet  scripture  doth  engage  the  sword 

And  strength  of  love  divine. 

I'll  blow  the  gospel  trumpet  loud, 

And  on  the  nations  call, 
For  Christ  hath  me  commission  giv'n 

To  say  he  died  for  all : 
Come  try  his  grace,  come  prove  him  now, 

You  shall  the  gift  obtain ; 
He  will  not  send  you  empty  away, 

Nor  let  you  come  in  vain. 

My  soul  looks  up  and  sees  him  smile 

While  he  the  blessing  sends. 
And  I  am  thinking  all  the  while — 

**  When  will  this  journey  end?" 
I  contemplate  it  can't  be  long 

Till  He  will  come  again, 
Tlien  I  shall  join  that  heav'nly  throng 

And  in  his  kingdom  reign. 

Oh,  could  I  reach  that  heav'nly  throng, 

I'd  ne'er  return  again, 
Nor  would  I  think  the  season  long 

That  I  had  suffered  pain. 
The  sons  of  Zion  marching  home 

Along  the  heav'nly  street. 
There  would  I  hail  them  as  they  come 

And  fall  at  Jesus'  feet. 

SECOND   PART. 

The  glories  of  the  heav'nly  land, 

I've  ofttimes  felt  before ; 
The  earnest  of  my  heritage 

But  makes  me  long  for  more. 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove 

I'd  fly  and  be  at  rest ; 
Then  would  I  from  these  scenes  remove, 

And  dwell  among  the  blest. 

Says  Faith,  "Look  yonder,  see  the  crown 

Laid  up  in  heaven  above !" 
Says  Hope,  **  It  shortly  shall  be  mine ;" 

"FU  wear  it  soon,"  says  Love; 


Desire  cries  out,  *'This  is  my  home, 
Then  to  my  place  I'll  flee, 

I  can  not  bear  a  longer  stay, 
My  rest  I  fain  would  see. " 


it 


But  stop, "  says  Patience,  **wait  awhile, 

The  crown's  for  those  who  fight ; 
The  prize  for  those  who  run  the  race 

By  faith  and  not  by  sight." 
Thus  Faith  doth  take  a  pleasing  view, 

Hope  waits,  Love  sits  and  sings, 
Desire  still  flutters  to  be  gone, 

But  Patience  clips  her  wings. 

Susannah  Harriaon^  1757-1784. 


My  days  as  an  hand-hreadth. 
Psalm  xzzlz.  5. 


C.  M. 


784 

My  span  of  life  will  soon  be  done, 

The  passing  moments  say ; 
As  lengthening  shadows  o'er  the  mead 

Proclaim  the  close  of  day. 
Oh,  that  my  heart  might  dwell  aloof 

From  all  created  things ; 
And  learn  that  wisdom  from  above, 

Whence  true  contentment  springs ! 

Courage,  my  soul !  thy  bitter  cross, 

In  every  trial  here, 
Shall  bear  thee  to  thy  haven  of  love, 

But  shall  not  enter  there. 
The  sighing  ones,  that  humbly  seek 

In  sorrowing  paths  below, 
Shall  in  eternity  rejoice. 

Where  endless  comforts  flow. 

Soon  will  the  toilsome  strife  be  o'er 

Of  sublunary  care ; 
And  life's  dull  vanities  no  more 

This  anxious  breast  ensnare. 
Courage,  my  soul !  on  God  rely ; 

Deliverance  soon  will  come ; 
There  is  a  straight  and  narrow  way 

To  bring  believers  home. 

Ere  first  I  drew  this  vital  breath 

From  nature's  prison  free. 
Crosses  in  number,  measure,  weight, 

Were  written,  Lord,  for  me. 
But  thou,  my  Shepherd,  Friend,  and  Guide, 

Hast  kindly  led  me  on ; 
Taught  me  to  rest  my  fainting  head 

On  Christ,  the  Corner  Stone. 

Maria  Frances  Cowper,  ab.  1798. 
I  Amazing  Grace,  p.  123.       Piss^ah,  p.  114. 
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:Q0m  h  ®^ri«t  %t$m 


H.B.  H.,1857. 


1  How  calm  and  beau-ti  -  ful   the  morn  That  gilds  the     sa-cred       tomb,     \ 
^ere  Chri8t,the  cru-ci-fied  was  borne,  And  veiled  in  midnight      gloom.    / 


1^      I        1^ 
Oh,  weep  no  more  the  Saviour  8lain,The  Lord  is      ris*n,      He  lives    a  -  gain. 


^1  r- 1  f •■II 


vyilR  Ue  U  not  here,  for  he  is  risen.       ,^    t      xt 

too  Matt.xxviii.6.  ^^  ^'   ^'' 

2  Ye  mourning  saints !  dry  every  tear 
For  your  departed  Lord ; 

** Behold  the  place — He  is  not  here,'* 

The  tomb  is  all  unbarred : 
The  gates  of  death  were  closed  in  vain: 
The  Lord  is  risen — He  lives  again. 

3  Now  cheerful  to  the  house  of  prayer 
Your  early  footsteps  bend, 

The  Saviour  will  himself  be  there, 

Your  Advocate  and  Friend ; 
Once  by  the  law  your  hopes  were  slain, 
But  now  in  Christ  ye  live  again. 

4  How  tranquil  now  the  rising  day ! 
'Tis  Jesus  still  appears 

A  risen  Lord,  to  chase  away 

Your  unbelieving  fears : 
Oh,  weep  no  more  your  comforts  slain, 
The  Lord  is  risen — He  lives  again. 

5  And  when  the  shades  of  evening  fall, 
When  life's  last  hour  draws  nigh, 

If  Jesus  shine  upon  the  soul. 

How  blissful  then  to  die. 
Since  he  has  risen  that  once  was  slain. 
Ye  die  in  Christ  to  live  again. 

Thomas  Hastings.  1932. 


By  Permission. 
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^tta.    All  thines  shall  be  subdued  unto  Him.  /-,    ,      >r 
4  Of}  1  Cor.  XV. 28.  C.  L.   M. 

O  North,  with  all  thy  vales  of  green ! 

O  South,  with  all  thy  palms ! 
From  peopled  towns  and  fields  between. 

Uplift  the  voice  of  psalms. 
Raise,  ancient  East,  the  anthem  high. 
And  let  the  youthful  West  reply. 

Lo !  in  the  clouds  of  heaven  appears 

God's  well-beloved  Son, 
He  brings  a  train  of  brighter  years ; 

His  kingdom  is  begun ; 
He  comes  a  guilty  world  to  bless 
With  mercy,  truth,  and  righteousness. 

O  Father!  haste  the  promised  hour, 

When  at  his  feet  shall  lie 
All  rule,  authority,  and  power, 

Beneath  the  ample  sky ; 
When  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 

The  Lord  of  every  human  soul. 

When  all  shall  heed  the  words  He  said, 

Amid  their  daily  cares. 
And  by  the  loving  life  he  led. 

Shall  strive  to  pattern  theirs ; 
And  He  who  conquered  Death  shall  win 
The  mightiest  conqiiest  over  sin. 

William  C.  Bryant,  1794-1878. 


ytnti  "W^k^^^  @3H$ing« 


787-790 


Let  u>  come  boldly. 
Ueb.  iv.  16. 


C«  L*  M^« 


787 

Come,'  let  us  pray ;  't  is  sweet  to  feel 

That  God  himself  is  near ; 
That,  while  we  at  his  footstool  kneel, 

His  mercy  deigns  to  hear. 
Though  sorrows  crowd  life's  dreary  way. 
This  is  our  solace — let  us  pray. 

Come,  let  us  pray;  the  burning  brow, 
The  heart  oppressed  with  care. 

And  all  the  woes  that  throng  us  now. 
Will  be  relieved  by  prayer. 

Our  God  will  smile  our  griefs  away ; 

Oh,  glorious  thought ! — come,  let  us  pray. 

Come,  let  us  pray ;  the  sin-sick  soul 
Her  weight  of  guilt  must  feel ; 

But,  hark  I  the  glorious  tidings  roll, 
While  here  we  humbly  kneel, 

Jesus  will  wash  that  guilt  away. 

And  pardon  grant — then  let  us  pray ! 

Come,  let  us  pray ;  the  mercy -seat 

Invites  the  fervent  prayer ; 
Our  heavenly  Father  Avaits  to  greet 

The  contrite  spirit  there : 
Then  loiter  not,  nor  longer  stay 
From  him  who  loves  us— let  us  pray! 

Josiah  Conder,  1789-1855. 

TQfi  The  dead  in  Chri«t  shall  rise.  ,,    ^     ^r 

/  OO  1  Thess.  iv.  16.  <  •  I--  ■^l- 

How  sweetly  o'er  earth's  gloomy  skies 
Shall  break  th'eternal  morn, 

When  those  who  sleep  in  Christ  shall  rise, 
To  life  immortal  born ; 

When  countless  forms  in  glory  fair. 

Shall  meet  their  Saviour  in  the  air. 

Oh,  may  we  see  our  Saviour's  face 

With  gladness  in  that  day. 
There  know  the  fulness  of  his  grace, 

When  sorrow  flees  away : 
This  hope  our  fainting  hearts  shall  cheer. 
While  pilgrims  in  earth's  desert  drear. 

Nor  shall  we  sorrow  when  we  know 
The  joys  laid  up  in  heaven ; 

Nor  think  that  to  us  here  below 
Too  'much  of  toil  was  given ; 

For  earthly  woes  endured  while  here. 

Shall  brighten  all  our  glories  there. 

H.,  1858. 


C.  L.  M. 


nrOA  The  trumpet  shall  sound. 

•  OU  1  Cor.  XV.  52. 

Be  still,  be  still,  impatient  soul, 

Rest,  weary  mourner,  rest ; 
The  trump  shall  sound,  the  thunder  roll. 

And  heaving  earth's  cold  breast 
Call  from  their  stern  and  silent  bed 
The  millions  of  the  ransomed  dead. 

The  hour  is  coming,  when  the  sun 

At  once  shall  pass  away : 
Eclipsed  before  a  mightier  one, 

The  light  of  Heaven's  pure  day; 
A  splendor,  high  above  all  height, 
Sun  of  a  mom  that  knows  no  night. 

Yet,  ere  that  hour.  Almighty  King, 

Thy  vials  shall  be  poured ; 
Famine  the  heart  of  nations  wring, 

And  death  unsheath  the  sword ; 
And  thrones,  to  flee  that  hour  of  doom. 
Call  to  the  mountains  and  the  tomb. 

Lord,  like  thine  angels  make  us  here, 

A  spirit  and  a  flame ; 
Teach  us,  in  holy  faith  and  fear, 

To  triumph  in  thy  name, 
Cling  to  the  cross,  and  plead  thy  love. 
And  join  thee  with  thy  saints  above. 

George  Croly  1780-1860. 
i7Q/\ Rejoicing  in  hope  ;  patient  In  tribulation.  /-^  i    -vr 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 

In  trial's  fearful  hour, — 
Bow,  all  resigned  beneath  his  rod. 

And  bless  his  sparing  power ; 
A  joy  springs  up  amid  distress, — 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 

Oh !  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet. 
Though  sorrows  fix  me  there, 

Is  still  a  privilege :  and  sweet 
The  energies  of  prayer, 

Tho'  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be. 

If  Christ  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

Then  blessed  be  the  hand  that  gave ; 

Still  blessed  when  it  takes. 
Blessed  be  he  who  smites  to  save. 

Who  heals  the  heart  he  breaks. 
Perfect  and  true  are  all  his  ways. 
Whom  heav'n  adores  and  death  obevs. 

Jotiah  Gender.  1789-186^ 
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^9  l^a^  SBLm  JSknll  \h^. 


We  Shall  Sleep. 


8B&78. 


8.  G.  Hancock,  1S28-1874. 


d-'-^iriH 


).  We  shall  8leep,butnotfor-ey  -  er,      There  will  oe    a  glorious  dawn ;  We  shall 


meet  to  part  no,  nev  -  er,  On  the  res-  urrection  morn  .From  the  deepest  caves  of 


o-cean,From  the  desert  and  the  plain,From  the  valley  and  the  mountain.Countless 


Chorus. 


throngs  shall  rise  again.  We  shall  sleep,  but  not  forev-  er,      There  will  be    a  glorious 


dawn;        We  shall  meet  to  part  no,  nev  -  er,  On    the  res -ur-rection  morn. 


iVAl        Concerning  them  which  are  asleep,  fia  ir  ^a 


2  When  we  see  a  precious  blossom, 

That  we  tended  with  such  care, 
Rudely  taken  from  our  bosom, 

How  our  aching  hearts  despair. 
Round  its  little  grave  we  linger 

Till  the  setting  sun  is  low, 
Feeling  all  our  hopes  have  perished 

With  the  flower  we  cherished  so. 


By  Fermiaaion. 


3  We  shall  sleep,  but  not  forever. 

In  the  lone  and  silent  grave ; 
Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  taketh. 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  gave. 
In  the  bright,  eternal  city, 

Death  can  never,  never  come ; 
In  his  own  good  time  he'll  call  us 

From  our  rest  to  home,  sweet  liome. 

Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder,  eir.  1840? 
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fyOO  Sorrow  not  even  Bi  others.  Ra  Jir  *7a 

Not  in  dark  aud  hopeless  anguish 
*    Should  the  heirs  of  glory  weep 
O'er  the  beds  of  saints  who  languish, 

0*er  the  graves  of  saints  who  sleep ; 
God  who  brought  from  death's  dejection 

Christ,  our  Shepherd,  and  our  King, 
Shall  with  him,  in  resurrection, 

Those  who  sleep  in  Jesus  bring. 

Chortts. 
Blessed  hope !  what  consolation 

Doth  this  word  of  truth  afford. 
We  shall  share  complete  salvation 

And  be  ever  with  the  Lord. 

We  who  wait  as  for  the  morning, 

And  our  vigil  faithful  keep. 
Shall  not  sooner  see  the  dawning 

Tlian  shall  they  who  are  asleep ; 
For  the  Lord  from  heav'n  descending, 

Loud  shall  shout  his  high  command ; 
Angel  throngs  his  course  attending, 

Wait  the  signal  of  his  hand. 

Loud  th'  Archangel's  voice  resoundeth ! 

Startling  earth  with  strange  surprise ; 
Hark,  God's  mighty  trumpet  soundeth ! 

First  the  dead  in  Christ  arise : 
Breaking  from  death's  dark  dominions, 

Changed  to  glory  at  his  word, 
We  with  them,  on  angel  pinions, 

Shall  arise  to  meet  the  Lord. 

We  shall  meet,  no  more  to  sever 
From  the  saints  we  loved  so  well ; 

So  shall  we,  in  joy  forever, 
With  the  Lord  in  glory  dwell : 

We  shall  know  him  as  our  Brother, 
Share  the  bliss  His  home  affords ; 

Wherefore  comfort  one  another 

With  these  sweet,  consoling  words. 

H.  im. 


Behold,  he  cometh  with  clouds. 
Rev.  i.  7. 


8s  ife  7s. 


798 

Lo,  the  King  of  Glory  cometh ! 

On  his  head  are  many  crowns ; 
Thronged  by  bright,  angelic  legions, 

Loud  his  mighty  trump  resounds. 
Then  the  slumbering  saints  awaking, 

Shall  their  songs  immortal  sing ; 
Thro'  death's  gloomy  prison  breaking, 

See  them  rise  to  meet  their  King. 


Chorus. 
Lo,  the  King  of  Glory  reigneth ! 

Earth  his  power  and  sway  shall  own ; 
God  his  righteous  cause  maintaineth, 

And  his  will  on  earth  is  done. 

Lo,  the  King  of  Glory  reigneth  I 

Death  and  hell  before  him  fall ; 
Hark,  a  mighty  voice  proclaimeth, 

Crown  him,  crown  him,  Lord  of  all. 
Far  to  every  tribe  and  nation 

Spreads  the  knowledge  of  his  name, 
Lo,  he  comes  to  bring  salvation. 

Myriad  voices  sound  his  fame. 

Earthly  power,  and  pomp,  and  glory, 

Passes  like  a  meteor's  gleam; 
Ended  is  earth's  transient  story, 

Vanished  like  a  mocking  dream. 
Gone  the  hopes  that  mortals  cherish, 

Like  the  mists  before  the  day ; 
Earthly  crowns  and  thrones  shall  perish. 

His  shall  never  pass  away. 

H.,  188a 
rtfk^     The  croBB  of  our  LordJcBUs  Christ.  Q,a  ^   ^c 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
When  the  woes  of  life  overtake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me : 

Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

Chorus. 
In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 

Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 
Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

John  Bowrin{;,  1825. 


Aataiun. 


S56. 


Greenville. 


p.  S58. 
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^^  JBl^^U  hti  %tmtyxr[ith. 


Autumn 


88  &  7s. 


f'!U.JiJ:j  J  j^ 


Spanish  Melody.    From  Marecfalo. 


Heart  oppressed  with  griefs  and  bro-ken,   Vainly     longing    for    a       rest, 


^^ 


Lo,    to    you    the  Lord  hath  8po- ken,  He  hath   said    the    sad  are  blest. 
Oh,  lift     up    thy  heart  with  gladness,  For  thy   tears    are     of    his  grace. 


Thou  hast  prayed  and  longed  in  sadness,  And  hast  sighed    to    see    his    face; 


^^^ 


^ 


«:i. 


Ir  :  pir^z:^^ 


T&ZZ 


i 


795        ^^^"^^  "ilill^ *4.'*  "'*""•     8s  &  7  s. 
Heart  oppressed  with  griefs,  and  broken, 

Vainly  longing  for  a  rest, 
Lo  I  to  you  the  Lord  hath  spoken, 

He  hath  said  the  sad  are  blest. 
Thou  hast  prayed  and  longed  in  sadness, 

And  hast  sighed  to  see  his  face ; 
Oh,  lift  up  thy  heart  with  gladness, 

For  thy  tears  are  of  His  grace. 

All  thy  longings  and  thy  pleadings 

Are  the  voice  of  God  within, 
By  his  Spirit's  intercedings 

Breaking  off  the  yoke  of  sin. 
All  thy  seeking  for  thy  Saviour, 

Is  the  Saviour  seeking  thee, 
And  thy  longings  for  his  favor, 

Are  his  yearnings  deep  o'er  thee. 

Then  take  courage,  sad  and  mourning, 

Though  thy  hope  be  long  delayed ; 
'Tis  God's  Spirit  gives  thy  longing. 

In  this  trust  be  undismayed. 
To  his  throne  thy  sighings  gather ; 

For  in  these  his  Spirit  mild, 
As  thy  heart  cries,  *'0,  my  Father!" 

Answers  back,  "  My  child  I  my  child  I" 

H.,  1830. 
By  Pennissioxi.  ^ 


70 R  "^^  "^  anchor  of  the  soul.  8s  <&  7^ 

Far  beyond  these  sea-girt  islands. 

Far  beyond  time's  stormy  shore, — 
Rise  the  glad  celestial  highlands, 

Where  the  woes  of  earth  are  o'er. 
Though  my  bark  at  anchor  lying 

Feels  the  storms  that  round  me  blow, 
Yet  my  homesick  heart  is  sighing — 

Loose  the  cable ;  let  me  go  I 

Crested  waves  are  dashing  near  me, 

Howling  winds  around  me  wail ; 
But  to  comfort  me  and  cheer  me 

I've  a  hope  within  the  veil. 
One  by  one  earth's  ties  dividing, 

Part  me  from  this  scene  of  woe; 
From  the  shore  I'll  soon  be  gliding, 

Loose  the  cable ;  let  me  go  1 

When  the  stormy  voyage  is  ended. 

With  what  peace  I  shall  be  blest, 
Christ,  with  angel  hosts  attended, 

Shall  appear  to  give  me  rest. 
Oh,  to  reach  that  land  of  gladness, 

Free  from  sorrow,  sin  and  woe, 
Glad  I  quit  earth's  scenes  of  sadness, 

Loose  the  cable ;  let  me  go ! 


56 


n.,  186& 


It  Wmi\  '^m^vi  itx  ilj^  %nml 


797-800 


ygy       He  h.th  P'^Xxfte.*^^" "  ^'*^-  8s  A  7s. 
When  the  pilgrims  and  the  strangers 

Have  this  vale  of  sorrows  trod. 
They  shall  rest  from  toils  and  dangers 

In  the  Paradise  of  God.  ' 

There,  redeemed,  o'er  death  victorious, 

They  the  songs  of  joy  shall  sing, 
In  the  many  mansions  glorious, — 

In  the  palace  of  the  King. 

All  their  warfare  shall  be  ended, 

All  their  weary  struggles  o'er, 
And,  by  angel  hosts  attended, 

They  shall  reach  the  heavenly  shore. 
From  all  kindreds,  tribes  and  nations. 

Shall  the  Lord  his  ransomed  bring, 
To  the  city  of  foundations 

To  tte  palace  of  the  King. 


H.,1880. 


798  '^Sgr^'^""'-  8s&7s. 

Come,  poor  sinners,  come  to  Jesus, 

Weary,  heavy-laden,  weak; 
None  but  Jesus  Christ  can  ease  us, 

Come  ye  all,  his  mercy  seek. 
*  *  Come,  '*  it  is  his  invitation ;    , 

**Come  to  me,"  the  Saviour  says; 
Why,  oh,  why  such  hesitation. 

Gloomy  doubts,  and  base  delays? 

Do  you  fear  your  own  unfitness, 

Burdened  as  you  are  with  sin? 
'Tis  the  Holy  Spirit's  witness ; 

Christ  invites  you— enter  in. 
Do  your  sins  and  your  distresses 

'Gainst  this  sacred  record  plead? 
Know  that  Christ  most  kindly  blesses 

Those  who  feel  the  most  their  need. 

Hear  his  words,  so  true  and  cheering. 

Fitted  just  for  the  distressed ; 
Dwell  upon  the  sound  endearing : 

'* Mourners,  I  will  give  you  rest." 
Stay  not  pondering  on  your  sorrow, 

Turn  from  your  own  self  away : 
Do  not  linger  till  tjO-morrow, 

Come  to  Christ  without  delay. 

WaUam  Freeman  Lloyd,  1835. 


Greenville,      p.  JS58»  Zion's  Glory,  p. 


p.  960. 

USzM- 


TOO       Qiye  thy  ptrength  unto  thy  aervaat  Qq  a.  ^a 
iVa  PBalinlxxxvi.16.  OS  *  /S, 

Give  thy  strength  unto  thy  servant, 

Weak  and  trembling  in  liis  way; 
Let  thy  matchless  grace  imparted 

Be  sufficient  for  his  day ; 
Let  thy  mighty  hand  uphold  him, 

Let  thy  truth  engird  him  round. 
Till  at  last,  when  thou  appearest, 

May  he  in  thy  peace  be  found. 

Give  thy  strength  unto  thy  servant, 

Standing  in  the  battle's  van, 
Where  his  many  foes  are  thronging, 

Stronger  than  the  arm  of  man ; 
Be  his  shield  in  hours  of  conflict, 

Be  his  armor  in  the  fight; 
Be  his  Captain  and  deliverer, 

Be  his  glory  and  his  light. 

Give  thy  strength  unto  thy  servant. 

When,  in  dark  temptation's  hour. 
Human  strength  becomes  as  weakness, 

At  the  tempter's  cruel  power; 
Then,  O  Master,  ever  faithful, 

Let  thy  help  supply  my  need, 
Till  I  sing  the  song  of  triumph, 

From  temptation  ever  freed. 

Give  thy  strength  unto  thy  servant. 

When  my  heart  and  flesh  shall  fail. 
When  the  hopes  of  earth  shall  perish. 

In  death's  dim  and  shadowy  vale. 
Trusting  in  thy  sacred  promise. 

Let  me  on  thine  arm  recline. 
Knowing  that,  alive  or  dying, 

I  am  still  forever  thine. 

Give  thy  strength  unto  thy  servant,  • 

In  that  dread  approaching  day. 
When  the  King  shall  come  to  judgment, 

And  the  world  shall  pass  away ; 
When  the  youths  are  faint  and  weary. 

And  no  hand  can  help  afford. 
Let  me  mount  on  wings  as  eagles. 

And  be  ever  with  the  Lord. 

H.,  1870.    N 

800        ^  ^^^  °^E^tl*5.°^'*  "••        8s  &  7s. 
Now  to  him  who  loved  us,  gave  us 

Every  gift  that  love  could  give, 
Freely  shed  his  blood  to  save  us — 

Suffering  death  that  we  might  live, 
:  Be  the  kingdom,  and  dominion, 

And  the  glory  evermore.  :|! 

S.  M.  Waring,  1827.    Alt  by  J.  H.  Qurney,  1851. 
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801-802 


@am^  anta  |ft«,  sH  T«  ^  ^s&or. 


8fl&78. 


J.  J.  RouBseaUf  1750. 
FUte. 


■f9-       -m      -0-  1  "^     "^      i^ 

Come,  ye      sinners,    poor  and    need-y,    Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and      sore; 
Je-8U8    read-y    stands  to    save  you,    Full    of      pit  -  y,   love,  and    poVr: 


ff^-*- 


r^ 


^^^^ 


t 


He   is         a  -  ble,      ne    is       a  -  ble.      He     is    will  -  ing,  doubt  no     more. 


a  -  ble,    he    is      a  -  ble.       He     is        willing,  doubt  no    more. 


801  'ISS^l^S^-         88  A  78. 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 

||:He  is  able,  He  is  able, 
He  is  willing,  doubt  no  more. :) 

Now,  ye  needy,  come,  and  welcome : 

God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 

Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 
1:  Without  money,  without  money. 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy.  :| 

Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him : 

II : This  He  gives  you,  this  He  gives  you; 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam.  :|| 

Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 
Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

I  :Not  the  righteous,  not  the  righteous, 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call.  :|| 

Agonizing  in  the  garden, 
Lo !  your  Maker  prostrate  lies ; 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him ! 
Hear  him  cry,  before  he  dies, 

|:  *at  is  finished !"   **It  is  finished!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice?:] 


Lol  th'incamate  God,  ascended. 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood : 

Venture  on  him,  venture  freely ; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude : 

I :  None  but  Jesus,  none  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good.  :|| 

Saints  and  angels  joined  in  concert, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb ; 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name : 

I :  Hallelujah  1  hallelujah  1 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same.  :| 

Joseph  Hart.  1759. 


Ooft  ii  love. 
1  John  iv.  8. 


8s  A  7s. 


802 

God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Everywhere  his  glory  shineth ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

John  Boirring,  188S. 
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WlV"^  l?ma  511  ®%W  ^^  Sni^ttL 


803-807 


OAQ  There  am  I  in  the  midflt.  Qq  .  fja 

OUO  Matt.  XTiii.  20.  08  &  /S. 

Far  from  mortal  cares  retreating, 

Sordid  hopes  and  vain  desires, 
Here,  our  willing  footsteps  meeting, 

Every  heart  to  heaven  aspires. 
Prom  the  Fount  of  glory  beaming, 

Light  celestial  cheers  our  eyes, 
Mercy  from  above  proclaiming 

Peace  and  pardon  from  the  skies. 

Who  may  share  this  great  salvation? 

Every  pure  and  humble  mind, 
Eveiy  kindred,  tongue  and  nation. 

From  the  dross  of  guilt  refined. 
Blessings  all  around  bestowing, 

God  withholds  his  care  from  none, 
Grace  and  mercy  ever  flowing 

From  the  fountain  of  his  throne. 

Every  stain  of  guilt  abhorring, 

Firm  and  bold  in  virtue's  cause. 
Still  thy  providence  adoring, 

Faithful  subjects  to  thy  laws; 
Lord,  with  favor  still  attend  us. 

Bless  us  with  thy  wondrous  love ; 
Thou  our  Sun  and  Shield  defend  us, 

All  our  hope  is  from  above. 

John  Taylor,  1700. 


804        ^^'^Sittldx^'Ji!^^"'-       88  &  Is. 

Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord  and  Saviour, 

Who  hath  bid  us  come  to  thee, 
Now  extend  to  us  thy  favor, 

Little  children  though  we  be ; 
Low  we  humbly  bend  before  thee. 

All  unworthy  of  thy  love ; 
Lord  of  life,  and  light,  and  glory, 

Hear  us  from  thy  throne  above. 

Thou  who  boldest  high  dominion 

Over  air,  and  earth,  and  sea. 
Yet  didst  bless  the  little  children 

That  of  old  were  brought  to  thee : 
Lord,  this  day  we  ask  thy  blessing, 

Send  thy  Holy  Spirit  down ; 
May  we  all,  our  sins  confessing. 

Thee  our  Lord  and  Saviour  own. 

Unknown,  ab.  cir.  1870? 


Antumn.  p.  256.    Zion's  Glory,  p.  860. 


806  ^''^St?:';^''  88  A  7s. 

Yes,  for  me  the  Saviour  careth 

With  a  brother's  tender  care ; 
Yes,  with  me,  with  me  he  shareth 

Every  burden,  every  fear. 
Yes,  o'er  me,  o'er  me  he  watcheth. 

Ceaseless  watcheth,  night  and  day, 
Yes,  and  even  me  he  snatcheth 

From  the  perils  of  the  way. 

Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading 

At  the  mercy-seat  above ; 
Ever  for  me  interceding. 

Constant  in  untiring  love. 
Yes,  in  me  abroad  he  sheddeth 

Joys  unearthly, — love  and  light; 
And  to  cover  me,  he  spreadeth 

His  paternal  wing  of  might. 

Yes,  in  me,  in  me  he  d welleth ; — 

I  in  him,  and  he  in  me. 
And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth, 

Here  and  through  eternity. 
Thus  I  wait  for  his  returning, 

Singing  till  he  come  from  heaven, 
Such  the  joyful  song  of  morning. 

Such  the  tranquil  song  of  even. 

Uoratiua  Bonar,  1857. 
80  fi       Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  ga  a-  ^g 

With  the  mouth  our  Lord  confessing, 

Now  we  magnify  his  name ; 
Worship,  honor,  glory,  blessing. 

Be  to  God,  and  to  the  Lamb. 
Heaven  and  earth  take  up  the  story ; 

Wide  the  joyful  sound  proclaim ; 
Tell  his  resurrection  glory, 

Praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

H.,1884. 
807        "^^^  grace  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  Og  ^  ^rQ 

May  the  grace  of  Christ,  the  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 

Rest  upon  us  from  above, 
Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  can  not  afford. 


John  Newton,  IfTSl 
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808-809 


Vf]|(^  tflopms  Smttt% 


JLlon^B  Qlory. 


SbATi. 


Ait.  H.,  18TB. 


1  Watchman,  tell    me,  Does  the    morning    Of  fair     Zi  -  on*s  glo  -  ry    dawnr 
Have  the  signs  that  mark  its      com-ing    Yet   up  •  on     my  path- way  shone? 


^  I  ^        ^        1^  1^  T 

Pilgrim,  yes;       a  -  rise !  look  round  thee  ILight  is  breaking    in    tlie      skien! 


Gird  thy    bri  -  dal  robe    around  thee — Morning  dawns !  a  -  rise !_  a  -    rise ! 

3z: 


3Q3  Watchma^hat^offte  night?    g^  ^  ^8. 

2  Watchman,  see  I  the  light  is  beaming 
Brighter  still  upon  the  way  I 

Signs  thro^  all  the  earth  are  gleaming, 

Omens  of  the  coming  day. 
When  the  Jubal  Trumpet,  sounding, 

Shall  awake,  from  land  and  sea, 
All  the  saints  of  God  now  sleeping, 

Clad  in  immortality. 

3  Watchman,  hail  the  light  ascending 
Of  the  grand  Sabbatic  year. 

All  with  voices  loud  portending 
That  the  kingdom's  very  near. 

Pilgrim,  yes,  I  see,  just  yonder, 
Canaan's  glorious  height  arise ; 

Salem,  too,  appears  in  grandeur. 
Towering  'neath  its  cloudless  skies. 

4  Watchman,  in  that  golden  city. 
Seated  on  his  jasper  throne, 

Zion's  King,  enthroned  in  beauty. 
Reigns  in  peace  from  zone  to  zone. 

There,  on  sun-lit  hills  and  mountains, 
Golden  beams  serenely  glow ; 

Pearly  streams  and  crystal  fountains, 
On  their  banks  sweet  flow'rets  grow. 


260 


5  Watchman,  see  I  the  land  is  nearing. 

With  its  vernal  fruits  and  flowers ! 
On !  just  yonder,  oh,  how  cheering. 

Bloom  forever  Eden's  bowers. 
Hark !  the  choral  strains  there  ringing. 

Wafted  on  the  balmy  air ! 
See  the  millions !  hear  them  singing ! 

Soon  the  pilgrims  will  be  there ! 

Sidney  Smith  Brewer,  ah.  1858. 
QAA  There  rAnaineth  therefore  a  rest,  gg  a  7a 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting; 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onward  to  it  I  am  hasting — 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 
In  it  all  is  light  and  glory ; 

O^er  it  shines  a  nightless  day; 
Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story, 

All  the  curse  hath  passed  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 

By  the  streams  of  life  along, 
On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us. 

Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 
Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary. 

Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 
Never  more  are  sad  or  weary, 

Never,  never  sin  again. 

Horattoa  Bonar,  1857. 


Wim  jim  JBl^di  mi  §SLtstti  90  ^omn. 


810-813 


01  f%    O  thou  afflicted,  tossed  with  tempeit.  q^  l  ^q 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

0  my  people,  faint  and  few, 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken, 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you. 
Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways ; 
You  shall  name  your  walls  *'  Salvation," 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  **  Praise." 

There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden, 

Pleasui'es  without  end  shall  flow, 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding, 

All  his  bounty  shall  bestow. 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession, 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign. 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending 

Waning  moons,  no  more  shall  see ; 
But,  your  griefs  forever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me : 
God  shall  rise,  and  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  light. 

William  Cowper,  1779. 


Q1 1  The  deilre  of  all  nataona.  Qq  •,  ^r.. 

Oil  Hag.  it.  7.  »S*7S. 

Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus, 

Born  to  set  thy  people  free ; 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us, 

Let  us  find  our  rest  in  thee : 
Israers  strength  and  consolation, 

Hope  of  all  the  saints  thou  art ; 
Dear  Desire  of  every  nation, 

Joy  of  every  longing  heart. 

Bom  thy  people  to  deliver; 

Bom  a  child,  and  yet  a  King : 
Born  to  reign  in  us  forever, 

Now  thy  gracious  kingdom  bring : 
By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit. 

Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

Charlei  Wealey,  1744. 


812 


He  that 


Kth  forth  and  weepeth.    Oo  m,  ^a 
Am  cxxvi.  8.  OO  «  i  », 


While,  to  several  paths  dividing, 

We  our  pilgrimage  pursue, 
May  Jehovah,  safely  guiding. 

Keep  his  scattered  flock  in  view ; 
May  the  bond  of  blest  communion 

Every  distant  soul  embrace. 
Till,  in  everlasting  union. 

We  attain  our  resting-place. 

Oh,  'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding, 

In  companionship  to  move, 
One  pure  flame  each  heart  pervading. 

One  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love ; 
Sweet,  when  each  can  bend,  imploring 

Soothing  for  each  brother's  pain, 
And,  the  stumbling  foot  restoring. 

Cheer  him  to  the  race  again. 

Here,  a  passing  breath  may  sever 

Friends  in  dearest  union  tied ; 
But  created  power  can  never 

Tear  us  from  our  Shepherd's  side, 
Life,  and  death,  and  hell  combining, 

Present  things  and  things  to  come. 
Can  not  quench  the  promise  shining — 

Can  not  bar  us  from  our  home. 

Now  we  part  in  tearful  sadness, 

Bearing  forth  the  precious  grain : 
But  shall  yet,  in  mirth  and  gladness. 

Bring  our  harvest  sheaves  again. 
Thus,  while  fond  affection  weepeth. 

Faith  exalts  her  cheering  voice. 
He  that  sows,  and  he  that  reapeth. 

Will  together  soon  rejoice. 

Charlotte  Elizabeth  Tonna,  1790-1846. 


Att  the  voice  of  many  water*.      Qua.  '7  a 
Rev.  xiv.  2.  OS  &   i  B. 


813 

Like  the  voice  of  many  waters. 
Like  the  thunder's  mighty  roar. 

Break  the  anthems  of  the  ransomed 
On  the  bright,  eternal  shore. 

Oh,  may  we,  o'er  sin  victorious, 
Washed  and  cleansed  in  Jesus'  blood, 

Join  that  glad,  immortal  chorus. 
In  the  Paradise  of  God, 

U.,1882. 
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814-815 


Zion. 


8.7,4. 


Thomas  Ha«ting8, 1830. 


1.  Lo !  he  comes  with  clouds  descending,  Once  for    favored  sinners  slain ;  1 
Thousand  thousand  saints    attending,  Swell  the  tri-umph  of  his  train :  j  Halle- 


£TFlg=!n 


lu-jah !  Je  -  sus  comes  on  earth  to  reign.  Halle-lujah !  Jesus  comes  on  earth  to  reign. 


Antiiixin. 


^g^r7"q 


Q1^  Behold,  He  cometh  with  cloudLOg  7aA;4g 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  him, 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty : 

Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing. 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

3  When  the  solemn  trump  has  sounded, 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away : 

All  wlio  hate  him  must,  confounded, 
Hear  the  summons  of  that  day ; 

*'  Come  to  judgment, 
Come  to  judgment!  come  away! '' 

4  Now  the  Saviour,  long  expected, 
See,  in  solemn  pomp,  appear ; 

All  his  saints,  by  man  rejected, 
Now  shall  meet  him  in  the  air ; 

Hallelujah ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear. 

5  Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  thee, 
High  on  thine  eternal  throne ; 

Saviour,  take  thy  power  and  glory ; 
Make  thy  righteous  sentence  known ; 

Oh,  come  quickly, 
Clum  the  kingdom  for  thine  own. 

/.  CwMckt  1752.    a  WtOey^  1708.    M.  3iadiui,  1700. 
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815  Comfort  ye  mx^People.      gg^  ^g  ^  4g^ 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lo  I  the  sacred  herald  stands. 

Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion,  long  in  hostile  lands : 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bauds. 

Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 

By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved? 
Cease  thy  mourning ; 

Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee ; 

He  himself  appears  thy  Friend ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 

Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end ; 
Great  deliverance 

Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble, 
All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redress'd. 

For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 
In  thy  Maker^s  favor  bless'd. 

AH  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

TlioinMKellj.ltte 


fam  tt  mni  JBahiaHtm  t«ar^r- 


816-r819 


81 6  =^"  ■TftJSrSM  ''"^88, 78  &  4s. 
O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking, 

Comes  the  reddening  dawn  of  day ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  from  sleep  awaking. 
Rise,  and  sing,  and  watch  and  pray : 

Tis  thy  Saviour, 
On  his  bright  returning  way. 

O,  thou  long-expected !  weary 
Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  thee ; 

Life  is  dark,  and  earth  is  dreary 
"Where  thy  light  I  do  not  see : 

O  my  Saviour! 
When  wilt  thou  return  to  me? 

Long,  too  long  in  sin  and  sadness. 

Far  away  from  thee  I  pine ; 
When,  oh  when,  shall  I  the  gladness 

Of  thy  Spirit  feel  in  mine? 
O  my  Saviour! 

When  shall  I  be  wholly  thine? 

Nearer  is  my  souPs  salvation. 

Spent  the  night,  the  day  at  hand ; 

Keep  me  in  my  lowly  station, 
Watching  for  thee,  till  I  stand, 

O  my  Saviour! 
In  thy  bright,  and  promised  land. 

With  my  lamp  well-trim'd  and  burning, 
Swift  to  hear,  and  slow  to  roam. 

Watching  for  thy  glad  returning 
To  restore  me  to  my  home ; 

Come,  my  Saviour, 
O  my  Saviour,  quickly  come ! 

John  S.  B.  Monsell,  1882. 

81 7  ^^*^  ^pST?y"£V  '^^^  88,  7s  &  4s. 
Hear,  O  sinner !  Mercy  hails  you ; 

Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls ; 
Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  falls. 

Hear,  O  sinner! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  Mercy  calls. 

Haste,  O  sinner,  to  the  Saviour ! 

Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may ; 
Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over. 

Soon  your  life  will  pass  away ; 
Haste,  O  sinner! 

You  must  perish  if  you  stay. 

Andrew  Keed.  1787-1862. 
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818  «^-  "¥.iS?ciS.r  -^^  8s,  7s  A  48. 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 

To  his  feet  thy  tribute  bring. 
Ransomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 

Who  like  me  his  praise  should  sing? 
Praise  him,  praise  him. 

Praise  the  everlasting  King. 

Praise  him  for  his  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
Praise  him  still  the  same  as  ever. 

Slow  to  chide  and  swift  to  bless. 
Praise  him,  praise  him. 

Glorious  in  his  faithfulness. 

Father-like  he  tends  and  spares  us, 
Well  our  feeble  frames  he  knows; 

In  his  hand  he  gently  bears  us. 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes. 
Praise  him,  praise  him. 
Widely  as  his  mercy  flows. 

Frail  as  summer^s  flower  we  flourish, — 
Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone ; 

But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
God  endures  unchanging  on. 

Praise  him,  praise  him. 
Praise  the  High,  Eternal  One. 

Angels,  help  us  to  adore  him ; — 

Ye  behold  him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  him ; 

Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space. 
Praise  him,  praise  him, 

Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte,  1884. 

819  ^■^'^'Sfottl^iK  ^'^''-  8s,  78  &  4s. 
Come,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit, 

Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed ; 
Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit ; 
Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed ; 

From  the  gospel 
Now  supply  thy  people's  need. 

Oh,  may  all  enjoy  the  blessing 
Which  thy  word's  designed  to  give ; 

Let  us  all  thy  love  possessing. 
Joyfully  the  truth  receive. 

And  forever 
To  thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

JonattULD  £vaiu,  178i 


820-^821 


^^^  SHgi^sa  0f  lih  ®imm. 


Radiance. 


8s,  7b. 


H.«  1881. 


1  Brightness  of         the    Father's     glory,  Heaven*  sown  Light  to  earth  come  down, 


gi=5:i=:^ 


(S- 


i^^^^^m 


yon    ra  -    diant  hosts     a  -  dore  Thee,  And  with  songs  our    Saviour  crown : 

i      -•^  •«-•-•■*••••    i  I     -m-    -0-         i 


We     on  earth  would  tell  thy    sto-ry,  Sound,  aloud     thy    sav  -  ing  name, 


Cry  -  ing,  Ho    ly,    ho 


^  ^  -      I 

ly,   ho  -  ly,  Wor  -  thy  is       the  Lamb  once  slain. 


^S^ 
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OOA  Let  all  the  angels  of  God  worship  Him.  gu  ^  ^S 

2  Heaveii*8  unnumbered  hosts  assembling 

Angel  throngs,  and  seraphim, 
Hear  the  awful  word  with  trembling, 

"All  ye  angels  worship  Him." 
Angels  bow;  should  men,  despising, 

Cover  him  with  shame  and  scorn? 
No !  Let  loud  hosannas  rising, 

Honor  him  once  crown'd  with  thorn. 


3  In  our  Saviour's  cross  we  glory,  — 

Glory  in  his  sacred  shame  — 
Tell  the  world  the  joyful  story, 

If  we  suffer  we  shall  reign. 
Reign  with  him  when  death  is  ended, 

Free  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain, 
When,  by  angel  guards  attended, 

Christ  shall  come  to  earth  again. 

II..  1881. 
Copyright,  U.  L.  Hastings,  188& 


OOl  Praise  je  the  Lord.  Qa  ir  ^cf 

0«1  Psarmcxlviii.  08  &  /S. 


Praise  the  Lord;  ye  heavens,  adore  him; 

Praise  him,  angels,  in  the  height; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  him ; 

Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  hath  spoken ; 

Worlds  his  mighty  voice  obeyed; 
Laws,  which  never  can  be  broken, 

For  their  guidance  he  hath  made. 

Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  glorious ; 

Never  shall  his  promise  fail; 
God  hath  made  his  saints  victorious ; 

Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Hosts  on  high,  his  power  proclaim ; 
Heaven,  and  earth,  and  all  creation. 

Praise  and  magnify  his  name. 

Foundling  Chapel  Col.  1796. 
264   Autumn,  p.  256.         Greenville,  p.  258. 


1(nl0  txnv  @ah  JSiits  Yqatt^s. 


822-824 


QOOSing  unto  tho  Lord  .  .  with  tlie  voice  of  a  psalm. 

Raise  the  psalm ;  let  earth  adoring 

Thro'  each  kindred,  tribe,  and  tongue, 
To  her  God,  his  praise  restoring, 

Raise  the  new,  accordant  song. 
Bless  his  name,  each  farthest  nation, 

Sing  his  praise,  his  truth  display ; 
Tell  anew  his  great  salvation, 

With  each  new  return  of  day. 

To  the  heathen,  far  asunder. 

Tidings  of  his  glory  bear; 
Let  them  hear  his  deeds  of  wonder, 

And  adore  the  love  they  share. 
Tell  it  out  beneath  the  heaven, 

To  each  kindred,  tribe,  and  tongue ; 
Tell  it  out  from  mom  till  even. 

In  your  unexhausted  song. 

Tell  that  God  forever  reigneth, 

He  who  set  the  world  so  fast. 
He  who  still  its  state  sustaineth, 

Till  the  day  of  doom  to  last. 
Tell  them  that  the  day  is  coming 

When  that  righteous  doom  shall  be ; 
Then  shall  heaven  new  joys  illumine. 

Gladness  shine  o'er  earth  and  sea. 

Yea,  the  far  resounding  ocean 

Shall  its  thousand  voices  raise ; 
All  its  waves  in  glad  commotion 

Chant  the  fullness  of  Ids  praise. 
When  the  Judge  to  earth  descending 

Righteous  judgment  shall  ordain. 
Fraud  and  wrong  shall  then  have  ending ; 

Truth,  Immortal  truth  shall  reign. 

Edward  Churton,  b.  1800. 

I20Q  He  is  not  here,  for  he  is  risen.       Qu  ■.  >7u 

OaO  Matt  xxviii.  6.  o^  &  /b. 

Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory, 

Sing  the  resurrection  song ! 
Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark  story, 

To  the  former  days  belong: 
All  around  the  clouds  are  breaking, 

Soon  the  storms  of  time  shall  cease; 
In  God's  likeness,  man  awaking. 

Knows  the  everlasting  peace. 

Oh  what  glory,  far  exceeding 
All  that  eye  has  yet  perceived ! 

Holiest  hearts  for  ages  pleading, 
Never  that  full  joy  conceived. 


God  has  promised,  Christ  prepares  it, 
There  on  high  our  welcome  waits ; 

Every  humble  spirit  shares  it, 

Christ  has  passed  th'  eternal  gates. 

Life  eternal!  heaven  rejoices; 

Jesus  lives  who  once  was  dead ; 
Join,  O  man,  the  deathless  voices, 

Child  of  God,  lift  up  thy  head ! 
Patriarchs  from  the  distant  ages, 

Saints  all  longing  for  their  heaven, 
Prophets,  psalmists,  seers  and  sages. 

All  await  the  glory  given. 

Life  eternal !  Oh  what  wonders 

Crowd  on  faith ;  what  joy  unknown. 
When,  amidst  earth's  closing  thunders, 

Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne ! 
Oh,  to  enter  that  bright  portal, 

See  that  glowing  firmament. 
Know,  with  thee,  O  God  Immortal, 

* '  Jesus  Christ  whom  thou  hast  sent !" 

William  J.  Irons,  181^-1888. 


QQil         The  heavenly  host  praising  God.     Og.  ^  ^ju 

Hark !  what  mean  those  holy  voices. 

Sweetly  warbling  in  the  skies? 
Sure,  th'  angelic  host  rejoices ; 

Loudest  hallelujahs  rise. 
Listen  to  the  wondrous  story. 

Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy: 
*'  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory! 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 

*' Peace  on  earth, good- will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 
Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven ; 

Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing! 
Oh,  receive  whom  God  appointed 

For  your  prophet,  priest,  and  king ! 

'*  Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  him; 

Learn  his  name  and  taste  his  joy ; 
Till  at  last  you  sing  before  him. 

Glory  be  to  God  most  High." 
Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 
,  Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth ; 
Spread  the  brightness  of  his  glory, 

Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 

John  Cawood,  1819. 
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Reliance. 


®^(  yitxrh  fi%nll  Otnt^t  Wii$ti. 

8t,  7i  &  4b. 


H.,1879. 
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Guide  me,     O  thou  great    Je  -  ho  -  vah,   Pilgrim    thro'  this  bar  -  ren  land ; 
I    am  weak  but    thou  art    might-y ;  Hold  me  with  thy    powerful  hand : 

-^ — ^ — 
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Bread    of    heav- en,  Bread  of    heav-en,  Feed   me  now  and    ev  -  er  -  more. 
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Bread    of   heav  -  en,  Bread  of  heav  -  en,  Feed  me    now  and    ev  -  er  -  more. 
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[Thou  Shalt 


uidemebj  t^  counsel,  gg^^g  ^  4g 


0«6  Psalm  Izadii 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great.  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 

I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore. 

Open  now  the  crystal  fountain 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ; 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through. 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  Strength  and  Shield. 

When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 

Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  Destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

Musing  on  my  habitation, 

Musing  on  my  heavenly  home, 

Fills  my  soul  with  holy  longing, — 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

Oh,  come  quickly, 
Lord,  I  long  to  be  with  thee. 

Tcier  WiUianUt  1771.    WiUiam  Williams,  1773. 
By  Permisiiion. 


826         ^'^?Siii?/iu"Y."""'-  8s,78  4  4s. 
Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tenderest  care ; 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 

For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare : 
Blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us. 
Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way ; 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us. 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear,  oh,  h^ar  us  when  we  pray. 

Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse  and  power  to  free : 

Blessed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  thee. 

Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor, 

Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 

With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill : 
Blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 

J>OK>thy  Aon  Thrupp,  1838. 
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82Y-829 


Sicilian  Hymn. 


8a  &  7s.  Siciliaa  Melody.    Arr.  Mozart,  d.  1791. 


1  O  thou    God  of      my    sal  -  va  -  tion,       My    Redeem  -  er    from      all  sin ; 
Moved  by     th^  di  -  vine  com  -  pas-sion,     Who  hast  died    my  heart      to  win, 

j"^     ^  ^      -^      tt-      ^-         -m-    f^       -«- 


I      will  praise  thee,  I  will  praise  thee ;  Where  shall  I      thy  praise  be  - 
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fiOT        Our  God  lii  the  God  of  salvation,  q^j  V^,  »  Ac 
OA  i  Psalm  Ixvili.  20.  o^) ' »« *S. 

2  Though  unseen,  I  love  the  Saviour; 
He  hath  brought  salvation  near ; 

Manifests  his  pardoning  favor; 
And  when  Jesus  doth  appear, 

Soul  and  bodv 
Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 

3  While  the  angel  choirs  are  crying 
'*  Glory  to  the  great  I  AM," 

I  with  them  will  still  be  vying — 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 

Oh,  how  precious 
Is  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name ! 

4  Angels  now  are  hovering  round  us, 
Unperceived  amid  the  throng; 

Wondering  at  the  love  that  crowned  us, 
Glad  to  join  the  holy  song; 

Hallelujah ! 
Love  and  praise  to  Christ  belong! 

Thomas  Olivers.  1725-1799. 

fiOfi    Onhisheads  were  many  crowns.  Q^    ^la  a  Ai^ 
0<00  Hev.xix.l2.  Oh,  /S&4b. 

Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious. 

See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now ; 
From  the  fight  returned  victorious 

Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow : 
Crown  him,  crown  him ; 

Crown's  become  the  victor's  brow. 

Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  him : 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings  : 

In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  him. 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings: 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
Crown  the  Saviour  King  of  kings. 


Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him. 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim ; 

Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him, 
Own  his  title,  praise  his  name : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  famn. 

Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation ! 

Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords ! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station : 

Oh  what  joy  the  sight  affords! 
Crown  him,  crown  him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

Thomas  Kelly,  1804. 
OOQ    ^he  Lord  bless  thee  and  keep  thee.Q^  ^caj  4«; 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing. 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 
Oh,  refresh  us. 

Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration,  ♦ 

For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound ; 

May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound. 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

Then,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away. 

Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven. 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey. 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

John  Fawcett  1772. 
Greenville,     p.  liSS*  Zion.  p.  %%%, 
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Jktxv^^  %  txAW  Hdltm  Wfi$$. 


I  will  Follow  Thee. 


8«,  7b. 


James  Lawaon,  1866. 


1  I    will  fol  -  low  thee,  my  Saviour,    Wheresoe'er    my    lot  may  be ; 


Where  thou    go  -  est    I    will   fol-low.    Yes,  my  Lord,  I'll    fol-low    thee. 
And  though  all  men  should  forsake  thee,  Bv  thy  grace  I'll     fol-low   thee. 


I    will    fol-low  thee,  my  Saviour,  Thou  didst  shed  thy  blood  for  me ; 


880      ^*ter;iii*fr  *^'*-    8s  A  7s. 

d  Tho'  the  road  be  rough  and  thorny, 
Trackless  as  the  foaming  sea ; 

Thou  hast  trod  this  way  before  me, 
And  I  gladly  follow  thee. 

3  Tho'  'tis  lone,  and  dark,  and  dreary, 
Cheerless  though  niy  path  may  be ; 

If  thy  voice  I  hear  before  me. 
Fearlessly  I'll  follow  thee. 

4  Though  I  meet  with  tribulations, 
Sorely  tempted  though  I  be, 

I  remember  thou  wast  tempted, 
And  rejoice  to  follow  thee. 

ti  Tho'  thou  lead'st  me  thro'  affliction. 
Poor,  forsaken,  though  I  be ; 

Thou  wast  destitute,  afflicted. 
And  I  only  follow  thee. 

0  Though  to  Jordan's  rolling  billows . 

Cold  and  deep,  thou  leadest  me. 
Thou  hast  crossed  the  waves  before  me. 

And  I  still  will  follow  thee. 

Chorus. 
I  will  follow  thee,  my  Saviour, 

Thou  didst  shed  thy  blood  for  me ; 
And  though  all  men  should  forsake  thee. 

By  thy  gp-ace  I'll  follow  thee. 


James  Lawion,  186S. 


ByFemiiMUm. 
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881  ^  u"i"xa??""*  88  &  78. 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend, 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing. 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

Here  I'll  sit  forever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams,  in  streams  of  blood ; 
Precious  drops  I  my  soul  bedewing. 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

Truly  blessed  is  this  station. 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie ; 
While  I  see  diviije  compassion 

Floating  in  his  languid  eye. 

Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 
While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze : 

Love  I  much?  I've  much  forgiven; 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
With  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe, 

Constant  still  in  faith  abiding. 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling. 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go. 
Prove  his  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  himself  more  fully  know. 

James  Allen, 1TS7.    WaUer  W.  Shirlept  177S. 
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Hespera. 


8b  &  7s. 
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Saviour,  breathe  an.    evening    blessing,    Ere    re  -  pose  our    spir  -  its     seal ; 
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Sin    and  want  we  come  con  -  fess-ing ;  Thou  canst  save  and    thou  canst  heal. 
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OOO       TJnderUiethiidowof  the  Almighty,  ga  j^  ^a 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing; 

Thou  canst  save  and  thou  canst  heal. 

Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly, 

Angel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us ; 
We  are  safe  if  thou  art  nigh. 

Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary. 
Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee ; 

Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 

Should  swift  death  this  night  overtake  us, 
And  command  us  to  the  tomb. 

May  the  mom  in  heav'n  awake  us. 
Clad  in  bright,  eternal  bloom. 

James  Edmeston,  1820. 


Arise,  let  ur  {;o  hence. 
John  xiv.  81. 


88  «fc  7s. 


838 

From  the  table  now  retiring. 

Which  for  us  the  Lord  hath  spread. 

May  our  souls,  refreshment  findmg, 
Grow  in  all  things  like  our  Head. 

His  example  by  beholding. 
May  our  lives  his  image  bear; 

Him  our  Lord  and  Master  calling. 
His  commands  may  we  revere. 

Love  to  God  and  man  displaying. 
Walking  steadfast  in  his  way, 

Joy  attend  us  in  believing. 
Peace  from  God,  thro'  endless  day. 

John  Rowe,  d.  1882. 


QCM     The  sullbrings  of  Christ  and  the  glory.  q«    ^g 

Smitten,  stricken,  bruised  and  gory, 

See  the  Sufferer  on  the  tree. 
Lamb  of  God  and  Lord  of  glory; 

Lo  my  Saviour  dies  for  me. 
In  the  gloom  behold  him  languish. 

List  his  last  expiring  cry. 
Hear,  O  earth,  his  wail  of  anguish. 

**It  is  finished,"  see  him  die. 

Captive  now,  in  death^s  dark  prison; 

Soldiers  watch  the  sealed  tomb ; — 
Angels  cry,  **The  Lord  is  risen;" 

Scattering  glory  through  death's  gloom. 
Now  to  God^s  right  hand  ascended, 

Lo,  he  lives  to  die  no  more ; 
Thence  he  comes  with  hosts  attended. 

Comes  to  reign  from  shore  to  shore. 

U.,1886. 

QQC  Itis  toward  evening.  fta  c,  '7«2 

Blessed  Light  of  holy  glory 

Of  the  deathless  Father  in  heaven : 

Holy,  blessed  Christ,  our  Saviour, 
For  our  light  and  comfort  given. 

Day  is  dying,  shadows  gather. 
Now  the  evening  lamp  we  trim ; 

While  to  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 
We  uplift  our  joyful  hymn. 

Thou  art  worthy  at  all  seasons 
To  be  hymned  with  sacred  lays ; 

Fount  of  life  and  source  of  blessing, 
All  the  world  proclaims  Thy  praise. 

Primitive  Greek  Hymn.cir.  200?  Tr.  H.,  1881. 


By  Bimiissiont 
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Sicilian,  p.  267.  Greenville,  p.  2JI8. 


836-837         Titior^  ^K]|p*ttii]^  9tsq  ^brk  It»tt«  @]^n^« 


Jordan's  Stream. 


8tA7s. 


B.,  1879L 


if''' J  J  fl  Jl^J  ^i 


Firm  in    Jor- dan's  roll-ing    cur- rent,    Lo,  our  great  High  Priest  doth  stand; 
See   beneath  those  waves  of  dark-ness,  Je  -  sus  bows    his  head  and  dies ! 


'     I    " '     '  '       r 


p 


rl    ^   I  s!      J      fij      J 


-«^ 


2St 


^JIJ    ^    ^     II 


Wrestling  with  the      surging     torrent.     Bordering  on     the    promised  land : 


n  r*  (^  f   f^ 


^ 


i 


lip  p  r  Fif  I'^i 


D.C. 


O  -  ver     him  in      aw-ful  black-ness,  Death's  cold  gloomy     waters  rise ; 


^ 


sc 
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(^     f^ 


!»- 


^'^HhHH    Hp 


1^- 


»- 


-^ 


i 


fiOA'^hs  priests  stood  flrm  in  the  midst  of  Jordan.Qa  ha 
OOD  Joshua  iii.  17.  OS  /S 

Firm  in  Jordan^s  rolling  current, 

Lo,  our  great  High  Priest  doth  stand ; 
Wrestling  with  the  surging  torrent, 

Bordering  on  the  promised  land : 
Over  him  in  awful  blackness, 

Death's  cold,  gloomy  waters  rise ; 
See,  beneath  those  waves  of  darkness, 

Jesus  bows  his  head  and  dies  1 

Overwhelmed  by  death's  dark  surges. 

Short  his  stay  beneath  the  wave ; 
Lo,  triumphant  He  emerges. 

Mighty  to  redeem  and  save  I 
At  his  feet  the  flood  divideth, 

High  the  watery  wall  doth  stand. 
Through  the  deep  his  flock  he  guideth. 

Onward  to  the  goodly  land. 

Forward  Israel's  hosts  are  pressing, 

Jordan's  waves  no  more  we  dread; — 
Him  who  died  and  rose,  confessing, — 

Safe  in  Him  alive  or  dead. 
All  death's  dark  and  angry  waters 

Never  can  our  footsteps  stay ; 
He  who  by  his  blood  hath  bought  us. 

Parts  the  waves  and  points  the  way. 


GopTiight,  U.  L.  Hastings,  18H0. 
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Priest  of  God,  death's  floods  dividing, 

Stay  for  us  the  rolling  tide ; 
Thus  may  we,  in  thee  confiding. 

Reach  in  peace  the  other  side ; 
Partners  in  Thy  resurrection. 

Death's  dark  waves  we  dread  no  more, 
Under  thy  divine  protection 

We  shall  gain  the  shining  shore. 

K.,1S78. 
8S7  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord,    gg  J^  7s 

Jesus,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding 

O'er  the  spoils  that  death  has  won, 
We  would,  at  this  solemn  meeting. 

Calmly  say,  **Thy  will  be  done." 
Tho'  cast  down,  we're  not  forsaken ; 

Though  afllicted,  not  alone : 
Thou  didst  give,  and  thou  hast  taken ; 

Blessed  Lord,  **Thy  will  be  done." 

Tho'  to-day  we're  filled  with  mourning, 

Mercy  still  is  on  the  throne ; 
With  thy  smiles  of  love  returning, 

We  can  sing,  ''Thy  will  be  done." 
By  thy  hands  the  boon  was  given ; 

Thou  hast  taken  but  thine  own : 
Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven. 

Evermore,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

Thomas  Hastings,  ISfiO. 


Greenville,  p.  858. 


Aatnmii.  p.  S56. 


^%S  ^W  ^^  %  Morlit 


838-839 


4tr 


Consolation. 


8i&7a 


H.,1879. 


f'l^'UUi 


God  of    mer  -  cy    and  sal  -  va-tion,  Grant  to 
Ev-er  -last-ing   con -so  -  la-tion,  Give    to 


all  who     seek  thy  face, 
us  good  hope  thro'  grace. 


Tho'earth*s  storms  may  heat  a- round  us,    And  earth's  surges   o'er    us  break, 


Love's  e  -  ter  -  nal  bands  have  bound  us,  Thou  wilt  nev  -  er       us    for  -  sake. 


f-^ir  F  p  t^ 


OQQ   Everlaattng  consolation  and  good  hope.   ggj^'Tg 

God  of  mercy  and  salvation, 

Grant  to  all  who  seek  thy  face, 
Everlasting  consolation, 

Give  to  U3  good  hope  through  grace. 
Tho'  earth's  storms  may  beat  around  us, 

Though  death's  surges  o'er  us  break, 
Love's  eternal  bands  have  bound  us ; 

Thou  wilt  never  us  forsake. 

Tossed  with  tempest  and  afflicted, 

Weary,  comfortless  and  sad ; 
In  thy  word  thou  hast  predicted 

Scenes  that  make  the  tearful  glad. 
Peace  shall  come  to  all  our  borders, 

Ending  tumults  and  alarms ; 
We  shall  rest  from  earth's  disorders 

In  thine  everlasting  arms. 

Everlasting  consolation, 

And  a  blessed  hope  through  grace, 
Christ,  the  author  of  salvation. 

Gives  to  all  who  seek  his  face. 
Safe  from  Satan's  rage  and  rancor. 

Where  no  tempests  can  assail. 
Here  we  cast  our  soul's  strong  anchor. 

Entering  that  within  the  veil.  I 

H.,  1883.      I 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 
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889  -^Xu/i*"*"  8s  &  Is. 

Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 

Borders  on  the  shades  of  death. 
Come,  and  by  Thy  love  revealing. 

Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath. 
The  new  heaven  and  earth's  Creator, 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise, 
Scattering  all  the  light  of  natare, 

Pouring  eyesight  on  our  eyes. 

Still  we  wait  for  thy  appearing ; 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 

Every  poor,  benighted  heart. 
Come,  and  manifest  the  favor 

God  hath  for  our  ransomed  race ; 
Come,  thou  universal  Saviour, 

Come,  and  bring  the  gospel  grace  I 

Save  us  in  thy  great  compassion ; 

O  thou  mild,  pacific  Prince ; 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation ; 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins. 
By  thine  all-restoring  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  release ; 
Every  weary,  wandering  spirit 

Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley,  1746. 


840-841 


J^u^itlmtlns 


Rhondda,  w  Til-y-Bo&i 


8b  &  7a. 


Old  Welsh.    Arr.  John  Owen,  18n. 


.  ^y  ■ 


God    of    end-less    con  -  so   -    la- tion.FUrd  with  griefs  we     fly     to  thee; 
Thou  our  strength  and  our    sal  -  va- tion,  Shalt  our  joy    and     com-fort  be. 


g    9    jg^-^S 


■jii^i<3  ^ 


& 


As  up-on  amother'sbosom  Weeping  babes  for-   get  to     cry,  So  let  thy  di- 


W 


./a  gg 


^^ 


vine  com  -  pas-sion,  So  let  thy  divine  compassion  Dry  each  tear  and  hush  each  sigh. 

iijM-'fYrrirrri  in  1 1  n  i  Pn  'i  " 


QAi\    The  God  of  pntience  and  consolation,  gs  A;  7s. 

God  of  endless  consolation, 

Pilled  with  griefs  we  fly  to  Thee ; 
Thou,  our  strength  and  our  salvation, 

Shalt  our  joy  and  comfort  be. 
As  upon  a  mother's  bosom 

Weeping  babes  forget  to  cry, 
||:So  let  thy  divine  compassion  :|| 

Dry  each  tear  and  hush  each  sigh. 


Sore  afflicted,  tost  wdth  tempest. 

Weary,  desolate,  bereaved; 
Since  the  world  has  proved  deceitful, 

We  in  Jesus  have  believed.    • 
In  this  Rock  our  souls  we  anchor, 

Safe  from  tempests  and  alarms ; 
II :  Finding  refugie,  rest,  and  shelter,  :1 

In  his  everlasting  arms. 

Soon  each  wailing  surge  of  sorrow 
Soft  shall  die  on  yonder  shore ; 

Then  in  the  eternal  morrow 

Songs  shall  burst  like  ocean's  roar ; 

ByPennisslon. 


High  shall  roll  the  notes  of  gladness 
In  that  endless,  cloudless  day ; 

||:  We  shall  think  of  earthly  sadness,  :|| 
As  of  streams  that  pass  away. 

H.,  1879. 

OA  1  r«  y  djjfroedd  mawr  aV  tonau.     Q  a  *,  '7  e 

041  Psalmxii.  7.  °*  *   '  *• 

'Mid  death's  dark  and  swelling  billows, 

Where  no  mortal  arm  can  save, 
There  my  dear  companion,  Jesus, 

Holds  my  head  above  the  wave. 
He  my  friend  in  scenes  of  sadness. 

He  who  shed  for  me  his  blood, — 
:  Seeing  Him  I  sing  with  gladness,  :| 

'  Mid  death's  dark  and  chilling  flood. 

This  my  anchor  on  the  ocean, 

God's  unchanging  word  secure ; 
In  the  wounds  of  Christ  who  suffered, 

My  eternal  life  is  sure. 
Grace  shall  never  J)e  defeated, 

Oh,  omnipotence  of  love ! 
||:  When  my  journey  is  completed,  :|| 

I  shall  all  its  fullness  prove. 

WeUh  of  David  WiUiams.  Tr.  H.,  1880. 
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842-843 


Shelter. 


8»  &  7s. 


H.,  1879. 


^il^i'l:)  :!  jjlrjg^ 


1  Son  of  Goiearth'sstorms  are  breaking   Ontiijpoor,     de-feDceless  chiJoT'    And  the  world  in    ter- 


ror 


qnak-ing.Slirinkg  be-fore     the     tem-pest     wild.    Sa-nonr,  com  -  fort  me  and  guide  me,  Mid    the 
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sz: 


Sh*^ 


t=± 
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^^ 
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I 


g    te? 


tti — r 


tem  -  pe«t  bid  me  sin^;        Sarioar,  hide    me,    safe-ly  hide    me    In  the  shad -ow    of      thy  wing. 


I'fir  rffippiifpif  iif  fi'ii 


€1AQ  A  covert  from  the  tempest.        Qa  a,  ^o 

Son  of  God,  eartli's  storms  are  breaking 
On  thy  poor,  defenceless  child ; 

And  the  world,  in  terror  quaking, 
Shiinks  before  the  tempest  wild. 

Chorus. 
Saviour,  comfort  me  and  guide  me, 

'Mid  the  tempest  bid  me  sing ; 
Saviour,  hide  me,  safely  hide  me, 

In  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

Fierce  and  furious  foes  assail  me, 
Waves  of  trouble  round  me  roll; 

Heart,  and  flesh,  and  courage  fail  me. 
Saviour,  cheer  my  fainting  soul. 

Death's  dark  shadows  gather  o*er  me. 
Death's  cold  surges  swell  and  roar ; 

Saviour,  thou  hast  gone  before  me, 
Thou  canst  lead  me  safely  o'er. 


See!  the  day  of  joy  is  dawning. 
When  the  woes  of  time  shall  end ; 

May  we  meet  that  blessed  morning 
With  our  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend. 

H..1879. 


Lol  the  morn  of  judgment  breakcth. 
Black  with  tempest,  wrath,  and  gloom ; 

Woe  to  him  who  God  forsaketh, 
Now  he  meets  his  fearful  doom. 

Copyriifht,  U.  L..  Hastinj^s,  188& 


g43  Spare  thj^fgple.  O  Lord.  3g  ^  ^S. 

Dread  Jehovah  I  God  of  nations  I 
From  thy  temple  in  the  skies. 

Hear  thy  people's  supplications; 
Now  for  their  deliverance  rise. 

Lo !  with  deep  contrition  turning. 
Humbly  at  thy  feet  we  bend : 

Hear  us,  fasting,  praying,  mourning. 
Hear  us,  spare  us,  and  defend, 

Tho'  our  sins,  our  hearts  confounding. 
Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  call, 

Thou  hast  mercy  more  abounding, — 
Jesus'  blood  can  cleanse  them  all. 


Let  that  love  veil  our  transgression ; 

Let  that  blood  our  guilt  efface: 
Save  thy  people  from  oppression ; 

Save  from  spoil  thy  holy  place. 

C  F  ' .  IBM. 
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844-846 


«ft«  Jfewjfe  knik  »mtti  %l 


^Jtolmontt 


88^  7ft. 


Jeremiah  Ingalla,  180S.  Arr.  L.  M.,  1880. 

Fine. 


Hark,  redemption's   joy  -  ful    sto  -  ry     Rolls  in  gladdening  strains  along, 
Christ  hath  died  and  risen  to      glo-  ry,  Praise  .him  with  tri  -  umphantsong. 


Mountains,  yal  -  leys,  trees  and  forests,  Praise  the  Lord  who   gave  us  birth. 
Chorus. 


Sing,OyeheaY'ns,fortheLordhathdoneit,Shout,ye  low  -  er  parts    of  the  earth; 


844 


Wng,  O  ye  heavenB. 


8s  A  7s. 


IMI.  zliT.  23. 

Hark,  redemption's  joyful  story 
Rolls  in  gladdening  strains  along; 

Christ  hath  died  and  risen  to  glory, 
Praise  him  in  triumphant  song. 

Chorus. 
Sing,  O  ye  heavens,  for  the  Lord  hath  done  it, 

Shout,  ye  lower  parts  of  the  earth ; 
Mountains,  valleys,  trees  and  forests, 

Praise  the  Lord  who  gave  us  birth. 

Wanderer,  to  the  Lord  returning, 
God  hath  not  forgotten  thee ; 

O'er  the  lost  his  heart  is  yearning, 
He  hath  died  to  set  thee  free. 

Turn,  he  cries,  I  have  redeemed  thee ; 

Lo !  I  wait  to  take  thee  in ; 
I  have  covered  thy  transgressions 

As  a  cloud  have  hid  thy  sin. 

Lo !  redemption's  day  is  dawning,  . 

Earth's  dark  curse  shall  then  remove ; 
Bright  shall  break  th'  eternal  morning, 

Christ  shall  reign  in  truth  and  love. 

Like  the  voice  of  many  waters, 
Like  the  mighty  thunder's  roar, 

Like  the  voice  of  heavenly  harpers, 
Praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 

U.,  1880. 


846  ^""'^  ^  'SlSfv^ifg?'^'*'^"-     8s  &  7a. 

Mourning  ones  whose  hearts  are  broken, 

Weary  souls  with  sin  opprest ; 
Hear  the  word  the  Lord  hath  spoken ; 

Come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Chorus. 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  and  seek  salvation, 

Sound  the  praise  of  his  dear  name ; 
Glory,  honor,  and  salvation, 

Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain ! 

Come  to-day,  your  need  confessing. 

Weary,  hungry,  sinful,  sad; 
Jesus  waits  to  give  his  blessing, — 

He  can  make  the  sorrowing  glad. 

Time  is  short  and  life  is  flying. 
You  must  perish  if  you  stay ; 

Christ  is  coming,  men  are  dying 
Halt  no  longer,  come  to-day! 

U.,  1884. 
Q^A    Confess  with  thy  mouth  the  Lord  Jesus,  gg^  ^  S. 

Now  our  risen  Lord  confessing, 
Loud  we  hymn  his  wondrous  name ; 

Giving  honor,  thanks,  and  blessing 
Unto  God  and  to  the  Lamb. 

Holy  Spirit,  with  us  meeting. 
While  we  part  be  with  us  still ; 

Guide  us  through  time's  shadows  fleeting 
Till  we  meet  on  Zion^s  Hill. 

U.,  1884. 


By  PermwHion. 
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©]^ro«^  f  5  Wih  ^3^. 


Deolsioni 


8s,  78. 


847-848 


H.,  1879.     « 


Sfi" 


Halting,  ling'rmg,fearing,longing,Why  not  heed  the  Spirit's  voice  ?Holy  tho'ts  with- 


^r^riirj'rrl 


in  thee  thronging,  Bid  thee  make  the  hle88edchoice.Halt  no  longer !  God  is  callings  Listen 


to  thy  Maker's  word ;  At  his  feet  o  -  bedient  falling.Choose  this  day  to  Serye  the  Lord ! 


fffi  r  r/i^^ 


847  "i'Si^'x^Jlli"       88&7S. 

Halting,  lingering,  fearing,  longing, 
Why  not  heed  the  Spirit's  voice? 

Holy  thoughts  within  thee  thronging, 
Bid  thee  make  the  blessed  choice. 

Chorus. 
Halt  no  longer !  God  is  calling, 

Listen  to  thA'  Maker's  word ; 
At  his  feet  obedient  falling, 

Choose  this  day  to  serve  the  Lord ! 

Lo,  thy  Saviour  standeth  pleading, 
Waiting  to  bestow  his  grace ; 

Why  wilt  thou,  his  call  unheeding, 
Linger  at  the  parting  ways? 

Heav'n  and  hell  for  man  contending,  — 
Who  the  matchless  prize  shall  win? 

Wilt  thou  seek  the  life  unending? 
Wilt  thou  perish  in  thy  sin? 

Lo,  He  comes !  his  trumpet  sounding, 
Calls  the  nations  to  his  bar ; 

Angel  myriads  throng  around  him, 
Canst  thou  meet  thy  Saviour  there? 

H.,  1878. 
Copyright,  H  L.  Hutlnga.  1886. 


g43  Holy,  holy^ho^jr  U  the  Lord.        gg  ^  ^B. 

Round  the  Lord,  in  glory  seated, 

Cherubim  and  seraphim 
Filled  his  temple,  and  repeated 

Each  to  each  the  alternate  hymn : 

**Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven; 

Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored ; 
Unto  thee  be  glory  given, 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord.'* 

Heaven  is  still  with  glory  ringing; 

Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry, 
*'Holy,  holy,  holy,"  sin^ng, 

"  Lord  of  hosts,  Lord  God  most  high. " 

With  his  seraph  train  before  him, 
With  his  holy  Church  below, 

Thus  unite  we  to  adore  liim : 
Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow : 

'* Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven; 

Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored; 
Unto  thee  be  glory  given. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord." 

Richard  Mont,  ab.  1837. 
275      Greenville.  258.        Zion'g  Glory.  S60. 


849-H50 


Wipi  6ii^  ttf  Ostr  9ixh* 


Nettleton. 


Se&Ts. 


John  Wyeth?  1812. 

Fine. 


r        I 
Saviour  King,    in    hallowed    un  •  ion,    At    thy    sa  -  cred    feet    we  bow ; 

Heart  with  heart,  in     blest  commun  •  ion,  Join    to  crave    thy      fa  -  vor  now* 


And  our  praise  be       set    be  -  fore  thee,  Sweet  as    even-  ing      sac  -  ri-  fice. 


^^=E^EF^ 


K- 


D.C. 


Tho*  ce  -  les  «   tial  choirs  a-  dore  thee,  Let    our  prayer  as       incense    rise ; 


78. 


fiVLO  The  even  ins  HAcrlflee.  Qa  jk 

OTKF  Piaim  cxlU  8.  o»  * 

Saviour  King,  in  hallowed  union, 

At  Thy  sacred  feet  we  bow ; 
Heart  with  heart,  in  blest  communion, 

Join  to  crave  thy  favor  now. 
Though  celestial  choirs  adore  Thee, 

Let  our  prayer  as  incense  rise ; 
And  our  praise  be  set  before  Thee, 

Sweet  as  evening  sacrifice. 

Heav'nly  Fount,  thy  streams  of  blessing 

Oft  have  cheered  us  on  our  way ; 
By  thy  power  and  grace  unceasing. 

We  continue  to  this  day. 
Raise  we  then  in  glad  emotion 

Thankful  lays ;  and  while  we  sing. 
Vow  a  pure,  a  full  devotion 

To  thy  work,  O  Saviour  King. 

When  we  tell  the  wondrous  story 

Of  thj'  rich,  exhaustless  love, 
Send  thy  Spirit,  Lord  of  glory, 

On  each  waiting  heart  to  move. 
Oh  that  he,  the  Ever-living, 

May  descend,  as  fruitful  rain. 
Till  the  wilderness,  reviving, 

Blossom  as  the  rose  again. 

Then  may  they,  whom  we  have  guided 
Life's  tempestuous  ocean  o'er. 

In  the  house  thou  hast  provided 
Meet  us,  to  depart  no  more. 


There,  beside  the  crystal  river 
Flowing  from  the  eternal  throne. 

Shall  arise  to  thee  forever 
Praise  more  meet  than  earth  has  known. 

Boardmiin's  Collection. 

fiRO  Hitherto  hath  the  Lord  helped  tu.   Qc  a  'Tc 

OOU  18am.Tii.12.  OS  &  /S. 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Praise  the  mount — oh,  fix  me  on  it, 

Mount  of  God's  unchanging  love. 

Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thine  help  I'm  come ; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God, 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

Oh  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrain'd  to  be  I 
Let  that  grace,  now,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  from  thy  courts  above. 
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QRI  Bless  me,  even  me  alao.  Qa  jb  'To 

OOl  Gen.xxvu.34.  o»  *   'S. 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 
Thou  art  scattering,  full  and  free ; 

Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me.    Etch  me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father ! 

Sinful  though  my  lieart  may  be ; 
Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 

Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  tender  Saviour! 

Let  me  love  and  cling  to  thee ; 
I  am  longing  for  thy  favor; 

When  thou  comest,  call  for  me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit  I 
Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see ; 

Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit. 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. 

Have  I  long  in  sin  been  sleeping. 
Long  been  slighting,  grieving  thee? 

Has  the  world  my  heart  been  keeping? 
Oh,  forgive  and  rescue  me. 

Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless. 
Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  ifree, 

Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless, 
Magnify  them  all  in  me. 

Pass  me  not,  this  lost  one  bringing, 
Satan's  slave  thy  child  shall  be, 

All  my  heart  to  thee  is  springing; 
Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me. 

JSlizabeth  Codner,  1860. 

852        ^"^^ XS^.  li'^^*"*-      8s  &  Ts. 

Let  thy  kingdom,  blessed  Saviour, 

Come,  and  bid  our  jarriugs  cease; 
Come,  oh,  come  and  reign  forever, 

God  of  love  and  Prince  of  peace ! 
Visit  now  thy  precious  Zion, 

See  thy  people  mourn  and  weep; 
Day  and  night  thy  lambs  arc  crying. 

Come,  good  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep. 

Many  follow  men's  inventions, 

And  submit  to  human  laws; 
Hence  division  and  contentions 

Sully  the  Redeemer's  cause — 
Hence  we  suffer  persecution : 

While  the  foolish  virgins  sleep. 
All  18  uproar  and  confusion ; 

Come,  good  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep. 


Some  of  Paul,  some  of  ApoUos, 

Some  of  Cephas,  none  agree ; 
.Tesus,  may  we  hear  thee  call  us, 

Help  us.  Lord,  to  follow  thee : 
Then  we'll  rush  thro'  what  encumbers. 

Every  hindrance  overleap, 
Fearing  not  their  force  or  numbers ; 

Come,  good  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep. 

SECOND   PAET. 

Hear  the  Prince  of  your  salvation, 

Saying,  ' '  Fear  not,  little  flock, 
I  myself  am  your  Foundation, 

Ye  are  built  upon  this  Rock : 
Shun  the  paths  of  vice  and  folly. 

Lest  you  sink  into  the  deep; 
Look  to  me,  and  be  ye  holy, 

I  delight  to  feed  my  sheep. " 

Come,  good  Lord,  with  courage  arm  us. 

Persecution  we'll  not  fear; 
Nothing,  Lord,  we  know  can  harm  us. 

While  our  loving  Shepherd's  near ; 
Love's  our  bond,  and  Christ  our  centre — 

At  his  name  our  hearts  do  leap; 
On  the  gospel  word  we'll  venture. 

Come,  good  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep. 

Sweetest  of  all  names  is  Jesus, 

Taught  by  him,  we  bear  his  name ; 
Christ  both  comforts  us  and  frees  us. 

Glad  we  tell  his  wondrous  fame. 
Over  death  and  hell  victorious. 

Strong  is  He,  his  flock  to  keep ; 
He  will  clear  our  way  before  us. 

The  good  ShepheYd  feeds  his  sheep. 

John  A.  Gremade,  178».180r. 
ggg  He  .hall^ther  the  lambs.         Qs  &  Vs. 

Jesus,  tender  Shepherd,  hear  me. 
Bless  thy  little  lamb  to-night ; 

Through  the  darkness  be  thou  near  me, 
Watch  my  sleep  till  morning  light. 

All  this  day  thy  hand  has  led  me, 
And  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care: 

Thou  hast  cloth'd  me,  warm'd  and  fed  me 
Listen  to  my  evening  prayer. 

Let  my  sins  be  all  forgiven, 

Bless  the  friends  I  love  so  well ; 

Take  me  to  thy  blessed  kingdom, 
Make  me  there  with  thee  tt»  dwell. 

Jtary  Lvndie  Duncan^  I8S9. 
Oreenville.  p.  ^58.  Belmont,  p.  S74. 
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1.  Harp,  a  -  wake,    a-wake  my    glo  -  ry.  Praise  the  Lord,  each      si  -  lent  string ; 
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Sound    a  -  new     sal  •  vition*8   sto  -  ry,    Join    the  songs  that   angels      sing. 
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2  Sing  how  He,  in  Bethlehem's  manger, 
Pillowed  low  his  infant  head ; 

Sing  of  Him  on  earth  a  stranger, 
Scorned,  and  crucified,  and  dead. 

3  Sing  of  Him  in  anguish  dying, 
Pierced  and  bleeding  on  the  tree, 

Suffering  for  our  sins,  and  crying, 
**  Why  hast  thou  forsaken  me? " 

4  Sing  of  Him  who  hell  defeated. 
Bursting  through  death's  iron  band ; 

Who,  with  toils  and  pains  completed, 
Sitteth  now  at  God's  right  hand. 

5  Sing  of  Him  in  pomp  descending ; 
King  of  kings,  and  Judge  of  men; — 

In  Thy  kingdom,  never  ending. 
Think  on  me  and  own  me  then. 


To  Him  be  glory. 

s  Pet  mris. 


H.,  1880. 


8s  &  7s. 


855 

Praise  the  God  of  all  creation. 
Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 

Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation, 
Priest  and  King  enthroned  above. 

Praise  the  Fountain  of  salvation, 
Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live : 

Undivided  adoration 
To  the  one  Jehovah  give. 

JoBiah  Cotider,  1837. 


Lift  up  thy  voice  with  strength. 
Isa.acl.9. 


8s  & 
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Lift  the  voice  and  sound  the  trumpet. 
Watcher  on  the  mountain  height ; 

Roll  the  clarion  notes  around  thee, 
Shout,  as  flees  the  passing  night. 

Lift  the  voice  in  words  of  warning ; 

Wake  the  slumbering  hosts  below ; 
Cry  aloud,  *  'Behold  the  dawning. 

Rouse  and  gird  to  meet  the  foe  I " 

Lift  the  voice !  Lo,  weak  and  dying. 
Warriors  struggling,  faint  and  fall ; 

Bid  them  fight,  on  God  relying ; 
Jesus  comes  to  conquer  all ! 

Lift  the  voice  in  notes  of  gladness. 
Ring  the  shout  along  the  sky : 

^' Cease  your  tears,  ye  sons  of  sadness. 
Sing!  rejoice  I  your  God  is  nigh." 

Lift  the  voice,  like  music  blended 
With  heart-healing  minstrelsy ; 

Cry  **  Thy  warfare  now  is  ended ; 
Lo,  thy  Saviour  comes  to  thee!" 

Soon,  beyond  time's  night  of  sadness, 
Watchmen,  ye  shall  joyful  sing;   . 

Eye  to  eye  shall  see  with  gladness. 
When  the  Lord  shall  Zion  bring. 

"    1864. 


H. 
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Rescue. 


teATs. 


857-858 

H.,  1878. 


Speed  the  res-cue!     souls  are    dy-ing!    Far  from  God  and  deep  in    sin! 


HHi-MH-^ 


Haste  to  those  in     darkness     lying,    Haste  and  bring  the  wanderers  in. 
Tell     aloud     the  great  sal-va-tion,  Speed  the     res -cue     while  ye    may ! 


"^  t'  I  I  i^w  t  i  i\iS 
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Ye   who  on     a     firm  foun-da-tion  View  the  mire  where  once  you  lay, 
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Speed  the  rescue !  souls  are  dying! 

Far  from  God  and  deep  in  sin  I 
Haste  to  those  in  darkness  lying, 

Haste  and  bring  the  wanderers  in. 
Ye  who  on  a  firm  foundation 

View  the  mire  where  once  you  lay, 
Tell  aloud  the  great  salvation, 

Speed  the  rescue  while  ye  may ! 

Deep  in  hearts  long  crushed  and  broken 

Hidden  springs  of  gladness  sleep. 
Till  some  word  in  kindness  spoken 

Bids  them  forth  to  sunshine  leap. 
Speak  that  word,  O  sister,  brother ! 

To  the  lost  glad  tidings  spread ; 
Speak  that  word,  O  Heavenly  Father ! 

Speak  in  tones  that  wake  the  dead  I 

Lo,  the  hours  are  swiftly  flying, 

Sinks  the  low  descending  sun, 
Speed  the  rescue !  souls  are  dying 

And  the  day  will  soon  be  done : 
Shepherd,  o'er  the  lost  ones  yearning, 

May  we  Thy  compassion  share, 
Many  wanderers  homeward  turning. 

Till  at  last  we  meet  them  there. 

H.,18rd. 


QRQ  Behold  what  manner  of  love.        Qq  •,  ^Ta 

OOO  lJohniii.1.  °S*  '^• 

See,  oh !  see  what  love  the  Father 

Hath  bestowed  upon  our  race  I 
How  he  bends,  with  sweet  compassion, 

Over  us  his  beaming  face ! 
See  how  he  his  best  and  dearest, 

For  the  very  worst,  hath  given, — 
His  own  Son  for  us  poor  sinners ; 

See,  oh !  see,  what  love  of  heaven ! 

See,  oh !  see  what  love  the  Saviour, 

Also,  hath  on  us  bestowed ! 
How  he  bled  for  us  and  suffered. 

How  he  bore  the  heavy  load ! 
On  the  cross  and  in  the  garden, 

Oh  how  sore  was  his  distress ! 
Is  not  this  a  love,  that  passeth 

Aught  that  tongue  can  e'er  express? 

See,  oh !  see,  what  love  is  shown  us, 

Also,  by  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
How  he  strives  with  us,  poor  sinners, 

Even  when  we  sin  the  most, 
Teaching,  comforting,  correcting, 

Where  he  sees  it  needful  is ! 
Oh!  wliat  heart  would  not  be  thankful 

For  a  threefold  love  like  this? 

German,  CarlJ.  F.  Spitta^  1833.  Tr.,  Richard  Masne,  18fl9. 
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Angers  Song. 


8s&7s. 


H..  1861. 


l.Hark!  I   hear    the     an- gels  singing,  "  Wea-ry     pil-grira,  come  and  rest, — 


Earthward  we    our    way  are  winging,     Gathering  saints  to      mansions  blest." 


ggg       Are  they  not  »U  minljrterlng  spirit.?  gg  A  7  8. 

2  Hark !  I  hear  the  trumpet  calling, 
Rolling  forth  its  peal  sublime ; 

On  the  ear  like  music  falling, 
Glad  as  shouts  of  harvest  time. 

3  Hark !  I  hear,  triumphant  swelling, 
Songs  of  victory  o'er  the  grave, 

Songs  from  ransomed  millions,  telling 
** Jesus  comes,  his  saints  to  save!" 

4  Saviour,  in  that  day  of  glory, 
When  the  world  aghast  shall  stand, 

Call  me  then  in  peace  before  thee. 
Bid  me  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

H..1865. 
860  ^""^iey.  yM"^^'  8S  &  7s. 

Hark !  the  notes  of  angels,  singing, 
** Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb!  " 
All  in  heaven  their  tribute  bringing. 
Raising  high  the  Saviour's  name. 

Filled  with  holy  emulation, 
Let  us  vie  with  those  above : 

Sweet  the  theme — a  free  salvation ! 
Fruit  of  everlasting  love. 


Endless  life  in  Him  possessing. 

Let  us  praise  his  precious  name. 
Glory,  honor,  power,  and  blessing, 

Be  forever  to  the  Lamb. 

Thomas  Kelly,  ab,  1804. 
Copyright,  U.  h.  Uastinss,  188S. 


ggj         The  heavenly  host^pmwing  God.    gs  &  7s. 

As  the  world  around  was  sleeping, 
In  the  calm  and  silent  night ; 

While  the  shepherds  watch  were  keeping 
Game  an  angel  robed  in  light. 

Gazing  on  his  matchless  splendor, 
They  were  troubled  and  dismayed ; 

But  in  accents  kind  and  tender, 
Soon  he  said,  ' '  Be  not  afraid. 

"  Lo !  to  you,  I  bring  good  tidings, 
Words  of  peace  to  all  your  race ; 

For  in  Bethlehem  abiding, 
Now  is  bcJrn  the  Prince  of  Grace. 

"  Would  you  know  the  royal  Stranger, 
By  this  sign  you  may  be  sure ; 

Ye  shall  find  him  in  a  manger. 

Wrapped  in  swaddling  garments  poor.** 

Hark !  heaven's  hosts  take  up  the  story, 
Praising  God  o'er  Bethlehem's  plain ; 

*  *  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ; 
Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 


We  would  join  the  rapturous  story, 
Swell  the  angels'  lofty  strain, 

Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ; 
Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain. 

H..  1881. 
Antumn.  266.    Kettleton.  277.    CIreeiiTille.  258. 
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Southland. 
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Southern  Melody,  arr.  Geo.  E.  Lee,  1870. 


Hear  what  Christ  the  Lord  hath  spoken 
Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  -  la    -     den, 


To      a  lost  and  ruined     race ; 
Ye  with  burdens  sore  op-prest ; 

r-  --r  -r  -r  -r 


Trust  his  promi  -    ses  un  -  bro    -  ken,    Lis  -  ten     to  his  words  of    grace. 
Take  my  ea  -  sy    yoke  up  -  on         you.  Come,  and   I  will  give  you    rest. 


862  '"^SSttTS""'*        8s  A  Vs. 

Hear  what  Christ  the  Lord  hath  spoken 

To  a  lost  and  ruined  race ; 
Trust  his  promises  unbroken, 

Listen  to  his  words  of  grace. 

Chorus. 
Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Ye  with  burdens  sore  opprest ; 
Take  My  easy  yoke  upon  you, 

Come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Weary  sinner,  seek  thy  Saviour, 
For  thy  Saviour  seeketh  thee ; 

Find  thy  refuge  in  his  favor, 
He  thy  comforter  shall  be. 

Tempest-tost,  by  man  forsaken, 
Esuiih  no  peace  nor  comfort  gives ; 

Let  his  word  thy  hopes  awaken, 
He  who  trusts  his  promise  lives. 

Round  thee  are  the  dead  and  dying, 
All  things  earthly  pass  away; 

Life  is  ebbing,  time  is  flying; 
Why  not  seek  the  Lord  to-day? 

Clouds  of  darkness,  storm,  and  tempest, 
Veil  his  flying  judgment  throne ; 

Can  we  meet  him,  can  we  greet  him, 
Will  he  claim  us  as  his  own? 

Haste,  O  sinner,  seek  his  mercy 
Ere  the  judgment  thunders  roll; 

Learn  of  Christ,  the  meek  and  lowly, 
There  find  rest,  O  weary  soul ! 


U..  1883. 


868         ^^"""^  "Sitt!  5^3.' '"  '^^*-     8s  &  7s. 

Listen  to  the  Man  of  Sorrows, 

He  whose  heart  with  grief  was  torn; 

From  his  words  some  comfort  borrow, 
He  has  blessed  the  souls  that  mourn. 

You  of  meek  and  lowly  spirit. 
You  who  sorrowing  turn  from  sin,  — 

You  the  earth  shall  yet  inherit. 
You  the  kingly  crown  shall  win. 

You  whose  names  are  scorned  as  evil. 
You  whose  hearts  are  filled  with  pain. 

Sing,  rejoice  o'er  sin  and  devil. 
Glory  in  the  Saviour's  shame. 

He  to  your  delight  appearing, 
Ye  shall  then  astonished  see ; 

Thorny  crowns  you  now  are  wearing, 
Then  shall  wreaths  of  honor  be. 

Broken  hearts  and  contrite  spirits. 
These  the  Lord  will  not  despise ; 

Trust  in  Christ's  atoning  merits, 
In  his  precious  sacrifice. 

Partners  in  his  cross  and  sorrow. 
You  his  crown  and  joy  shall  wear, 

And  in  yon  eternal  moiTow, 
Robes  of  deathless  gladness  wear. 

U.,  1880 


By  FenniaMoa. 
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Paeslon. 


8s  Si  7t. 


M.  Adelene  Tiflkny,  1874. 


1  Who    will  give  the  dove's  bright  pinions  To    my  soul  with  sin  op  -  pressed, 

2  Rise,  my  heart,  to         Je  -  sus  speeding,  Haste  thee  to  his      sacred        side ; 


Swift    to     fly  death's  dark  do-min-ions,  And  -on    Calvary's  cross  to  rest? 
Where  he    hangeth    torn  and  bleeding,  Deep  with -in    his  wounds  abide. 


Where,  in    ag   -    o  -  ny      suspended.  Earth's  De- sire     is  nailed  and  torn— 
In      thy  clefts,  oh,   Rock  of     Ages,     Dwell,  my  soul,  in  conscious  peace ; 


ij  III'  rj  1 1.1, 


There  with  bleeding  hands  ex-ten-ded,    Scorn  and  shame  my  Lord  hath  borne. 
There,     above     each  stonn  that  rages,       All   my  woes  and  fears  shall  cease. 


864  '^•fpSJSAl^^'*'**         8s  &  '78. 

3  O  my  God,  my  love,  my  Saviour, 
Did^st  thou  groan  and  die  for  me? 

Did'st  thou  for  my  sad  behavior 
Bleed  upon  the  rugged  tree? 

O  my  Lord,  did  men  deride  thee? 
Did'sl  thou  suffer  shame  and  loss? 

And  for  me,  with  thieves  beside  thee, 
Did'st  thou  hang  upon  the  cross? 

4  All  unworthy  thy  compassion, 

Yet  thy  heart  toward  me  doth  move ; 
What  is  all  life's  empty  fashion 
Till  my  soul  return  thy  love? 
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May  that  love,  o'er  all  victorious, 
Reign  in  blest  unconquered  might, 

Spoiling  death  in  triumph  glorious, 
Till  its  woes,  like  dreams,  take  flight. 

5  Great  Creator,  man  redeeming, 

Thou  the  lost  doth  make  anew ; 
May  thy  love  within  me  beaming. 

Fire  my  heart  with  fervor  true  I 
Make  my  soul  in  loving  union 

Gladly  active,  faithful,  free ; 
Ever  thine,  in  sweet  communion, 

Let  me  dwell  at  last  with  thee. 

ThomaB  Aqiiinas,  cir.  1260.    TV.  H.,  1S78. 
Greenville,  p.  258.  Bhonnda.  p.  97/S* 
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865         '^*  ^**""fiJb.?v!  if  ™*'^"-     8s  &  78. 
Full  of  trembling  expectation, 

Feeling  much,  and  fearing  more, 
Mighty  God  of  my  salvation, 

I  thy  timely  aid  implore : 
Suff'ring  Son  of  man,  be  near  me. 

All  my  sufferings  to  sustain ; 
By  thy  sorer  griefs  to  cheer  me. 

By  thy  more  than  mortal  pain. 

Call  to  mind  that  unknown  anguish, 

In  thy  days  of  flesn  below, 
When  thy  troubled  soul  did  languish 

Under  a  whole  world  of  woe ; 
When  thou  didst  our  curse  inherit. 

Groan  beneath  our  guilty  load. 
Burdened  with  a  wounded  spirit, 

Bruised  by  all  the  wrath  of  God. 

By  thy  most  severe  temptation, 

In  that  dark,  satanic  hour, 
By  thy  last  mysterious  passion. 

Screen  me  from  the  adverse  pow'r ; 
By  thy  fainting  in  the  garden. 

By  thy  bloody  sweat,  I  pray, — 
Write  upon  my  heart  the  pardon, 

Take  my  sins  and  fears  away. 

By  the  travail  of  thy  spirit. 

By  thine  outcry  on  the  tree, 
By  thine  agonizing  merit, — 

In  my  pangs  remember  me : 
By  thy  death  I  now  implore  thee, 

Lord,  my  dying  soul  befriend ; 
Make  me  lovingly  adore  thee, 

Make  me  faith fuV  to  the  end. 

Charles  Wesley,  1767. 
QHH    Appar^t  repentina  magna  Dies  Dominu  o  o  .  '7  q 

That  great  day  of  wrath  and  terror, 

That  last  day  of  woe  and  doom. 
Like  a  thief  at  darkest  midnight 

On  the  sons  of  men  shall  come. 
When  the  pride  and  pomp  of  ages 

All  shall  utterly  have  past, 
And  they  stand  in  anguish,  owning 

That  the  end  is  here  at  last. 

Then  the  trumpet's  pealing  clangor, 
Thro*  the  earth's  four  quarters  spread, 

Waxing  loud  and  ever  louder. 

Shall  convoke  the  (|uickened  dead ; 


Flame  and  fire  and  desolation 
At  the  Judge's  feet  shall  go, 

Earth  and  sea  and  all  abysses 
Shall  his  mighty  sentence  know. 

Then  the  elect  upon  the  right  hand 

Of  the  Lord  shall  stand  around, 
But  like  goats  the  evil-doers 

Shall  upon  the  left  be  found. 
**Come,  ye  blessed,  take  the  kingdom'' 

Shall  be  there  the  King's  award, 
**  Which  for  you  before  the  world  was. 

Of  my  Father  was  prepared." 

Wherefore  man,  while  yet  thou  mayest 

From  the  dragon's  malice  fly. 
Give  thy  bread  to  feed  the  hungry 

Hoard  thy  treasures  in  the  sky ; 
Let  thy  loins  be  straitly  girded. 

Life  be  pure,  and  heart  be  right, 
At  the  coming  of  the  bridegroom. 

That  thy  lamp  may  glitter  bright. 

Unknown,  Latin,  cir.  A.  D.  735.    Tr.  J.  M.  Aea/e,  ub.  1851. 


ggy  Wounded  for^ur  tranBRressions.     gg  ^  ^^ 

Stricken,  smitten,  and  afflicted, 

See  Him  dying  on  the  tree ! 
'Tis  the  Christ  by  man  rejected. 

Yes,  my  soul,  'tis  he !  'tis  he ! 
Tell  me,  ye  who  hear  him  groaning. 

Was  there  ever  grief  like  this? 
Friends  thro'  fear  his  cause  disowning, 

Foes.insulting  his  distress. 

Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great. 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly, 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  sacrifice  appointed ! 

See  who  bears  the  awful  load ! 
'Tis  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

Here  we  have  a  firm  foundation ; 

Here's  the  refuge  of  the  lost : 
Christ,  the  Rock  of  our  Salvation ; 

His  the  name  of  which  we  boast. 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  wounded. 

Sacrifice  to  cancel  guilt ! 
None  shall  ever  be  confounded. 

Who  on  Him  their  hopes  have  built. 

Thomaa  KeUy.  ab.  1769-1855 


283 


868-869 


3L  Hnm$  Wllik  ^>  ^Atmii  J^^im  !Qam^« 


o.  p.  M. 


Arr.  from  Mozart  by  L.  Maeon,  1836. 
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Oao  To  Him  be  glory.  r    t>    m 

ODO  2  Pet.  Ul.  18.  C.  r.  M. 

Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 
I^d  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine: 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness. 
In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears. 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears. 

Exalted  on  his  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home. 

And  I  shall  see  his  face ; 
Then  with  ray  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend. 

Triumphant  in  his  ^race. 

Samuel  Medley,  ab.  1780. 
Garden  Hymn.  p.  288« 


869  *'«S:'x!!:l'r-        c.  p.  M. 

Oh,  glorious  hope  of  heavenly  love ! 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above ; 

It  bears  on  eagles'  wings ; 
It  gives  my  ravished  soul  a  taste, 
And  makes  me  for  some  moments  feast 

With  Jesus'  priests  and  kings. 

Rejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 

See  all  the  land  below : 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rise. 
And  all  the  fruits  of  Paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

A  land  of  com,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Favored  with  God's  peculiar  smile ; 

With  every  blessing  blest ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord,  our  righteousness. 
And  keeps  his  own  in  perfect  peace 

And  everlasting  rest. 

Oh  that  I  might  at  once  go  up ; 
No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop, 

But  now  the  land  possess ! 
This  moment  end  my  toilsome  years, 
Sorrows,  and  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 


A  howling  wilderness ! 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1742. 
Wllloag^hby.    p.  286,       Merlbah.     p.  S9I3. 
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QI7A  Praise  him  in  the  heiehts.  n   t»    xr 

0#U  Pwilm  cxlviii.  C.  i".  M. 

Begin,  ye  saints,  th'  exalted  lay. 
Let  each  enraptured  thought  obey, 

And  praise  th'  Almighty's  name ; 
Lo !  heaven  and  earth,  and  seas  and  skies, 
In  one  melodious  concert  rise. 

To  swell  th' inspiring  theme. 

Ye  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  sound ; 
While  all  th'  adoring  thrones  around 

His  boundless  mercy  sing : 
Let  every  listening  ear  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  soul  of  love, 

And  touch  the  sweetest  string. 

Thou  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  his  vast  abode. 
Ye  clouds  proclaim  your  Maker  God, 

Ye  thunders  speak  his  power; 
Lo !  on  the  lightning's  fiery  wing 
In  triumph  rides  th'eternal  King, 

The  astonished  worlds  adore. 

Let  every  element  rejoice ; 

Ye  thunders !  burst  with  awful  voice 

To  him  who  bids  you  roll : 
His  praise  in  softer  notes  declare 
Each  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 

And  breathe  it  to  the  soul. 

Let  man,  by  noble  passions  swayed, 
The  feeling  heart,  the  judging  head, 

In  heavenly  praise  employ; 
Spread  His  tremendous  namo  n round, 
Tillheav'n*8  broad  arch  rings  back  the  sound 

The  general  burst  of  joy. 

John  Ogilvie,  ab.  1749. 

0*71  I  am  the  lieht  of  the  world.  r^    -o    -hr 

O  #  1  John  viii  12.  C.  P.  M. 

O  Christ,  of  men  the  Life  and  Light, 
Thy  glory  breaks  thro'  earth's  dark  night 

With  pure,  celestial  ray : 
Thou  art  our  Star  till  night  is  done. 
But  oh,  when  wilt  thou  be  our  Sun, 

And  bring  eternal  day? 

Till  the  Day  dawns  and  shadows  flee, 
Thy  church  shall  wait  and  watch  for  Thee 

While  through  the  night  she  sings ; — 
Till  on  her  view,  with  sweet  surprise, 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  shall  rise. 

With  healing  in  his  wings. 

11.,  18K4. 


0170  lie  is  not  here.for  he  is  risen.         rt  -d   -u- 

0/<0  Matt.  xxTiiie.  Cr.  M. 

Come,  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay, 
And  hear  angelic  watchers  say 

* '  He  lives  who  once  was  slain : 
Why  seek  the  living  'midst  the  dead? 
Remember  how  the  Saviour  said 

That  he  would  rise  again." 

O  joyful  sound !  O  glorious  hour. 
When  by  his  own  almighty  power 

He  rose  and  left  the  grave ! 
Now  let  our  songs  liis  triumph  tell, 
Who  burst  the  bands  of  death  and  hell, 

And  ever  lives  to  save. 

The  first-begotten  from  the  dead, 
For  us  he  rose,  our  glorious  Head, 

Immortal  life  to  bring; 
What  tho'  the  saints  like  him  shall  die. 
They  share  their  Leader's  victory, 

And  triumph  with  their  King. 

No  more  they  tremble  at  the  grave, 
For  Jesus  w^ill  their  spirits  save. 

And  raise  their  slumbering  dust: 
O  risen  Lord,  in  thee  we  live. 
To  thee  our  ransomed  souls  we  give. 

To  thee  our  bodies  trust. 

Thomas  KeUv,  ab.  1808. 
873  Holy.  holj^olyU  the  Lord.       f.    j,     ^^ 

Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of  love, 
Whose  glory  fills  the  realms  above. 

Whose  praises  angels  sing. 
And  veil  their  faces  while  they  cry, 
*' Thrice  holy,"  to  their  God  most  high, 

'* Thrice  holy,"  to  their  King. 

Thee  as  our  God  we  too  would  claim, 
And  bless  the  Saviour's  precious  name. 

Through  whom  this  grace  is  given : 
He  bore  the  cross  to  sinners  due. 
He  forms  their  ruined  souls  anew. 

And  makes  them  heirs  of  heaven. 

The  veil  that  hides  thy  glory,  rend, 
And  here  in  saving  power  descend 

And  fix  thy  blest  abode ; 
Here  to  our  hearts  thyself  reveal, 
And  let  each  waiting  spirit  feel 

The  presence  of  our  God. 

John  Walker,  17a)-18.r.. 
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Wllloughby 


C*  P>  M*       Crane,  in  Jooelin'a  Chorister's  Compsnton,  1788. 


P^^ 


Come  on,    itiy  partners,    in    distress,     My  comrades  thro'  the  wil-der-  ness, 


r^^^p^=ni-^  p-F-f =f:^^^ 


Who  still  your  bod  -  ies      feel ;        A-while    for  -  get  your  griefs  and    fears, 


I^JEi^ 


And  look    beyond  this  vale      of    tears,  To      that      ce  -  Ies  -  tial      hill. 


Qf7A  We  shall  niMO  reign  with  Him.       ri    n   xr 

0/«  2  Tim.  11.12.  C.  P.  M. 

Come  on,  my  partners  in  distress, 
My  comrades  through  the  wilderness, 

Who  still  your  bodies  feel ; 
Awhile  forget  your  griefs  and  fears, 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

To  that  celestial  hill. 

See  where  the  Lamb  in  glory  stands. 
Encircled  with  his  radiant  bands. 

And  join  th*  angelic  powers ; 
For  all  that  height  of  glorious  bliss 
Our  everlasting  portion  is. 

And  all  that  heaven  is  ours. 

Who  suffer  with  our  Master  here. 
We  shall  before  his  face  appear 

And  by  his  side  sit  down; 
To  patient  faith  the  prize  is  sure. 
And  all  that  to  the  end  endure 

The  cross,  shall  wear  the  crown. 

Thrice  blessed,  bliss-inspiring  hope ! 
It  lifts  the  fainting  spirits  up. 

It  brings  to  life  the  dead. 
Our  conflicts  here  shall  soon  be  past. 
And  you  and  I  ascend  at  last, 

Triumphant  with  our  Head. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


ttyR  I'he  love  of  God  is  shed  abroad.       n    -n   -&# 

OiO  Rom.  ▼.  5.  ^'  ^'  M* 

0  Love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art  1 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee? 

1  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, — 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

Stronger  his  love  than  death  and  hell  : 
No  mortal  can  its  riches  tell. 

Nor  first-born  sons  of  light; 
In  vain  they  long  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, — 

The  length,  the  breadth,  the  height ! 

God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
Oh,  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor,  stony  heart  I 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine. 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

Oh,  that  I  could  forever  sit 

In  transport  at  my  Saviour's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss. 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  my  Saviour's  voice. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1748. 
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Qjyit  Fear  not  little  flock.  ri    -d    -ilt 

O  #  O  Luke  xii.  32.  ^*  ^*  J*** 

How  happy  are  the  little  flock. 

Who,  safe  beneath  their  guardian  Rock, 

In  all  commotions  rest ; 
When  war's  and  tumult's  waves  run  high 
Unmoved  above  the  stiorm  they  lie, 

And  lodge  in  Jesus'  breast. 

Such  happiness,  O  Lord,  have  we. 
By  mercy  gathered  into  Thee, 

Before  the  floods  descend ; 
And  while  the  bursting  cloud  comes  down 
We  mark  the  vengeful  day  begun, 

And  calmly  wait  the  end. 

The  plague,  and  dearth,  and  din  of  war, 
Our  Saviour's  swift  approach  declare, 

And  bid  our  hearts  arise ; 
Earth's  basis  shook,  confirms  our  hope ; 
Its  cities'  fall  but  lifts  us  up 

To  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 

Thy  tokens  we  with  joy  confess; 

The  war  proclaims  Thee  Prince  of  peace ; 

The  earthquake  speaks  thy  power; 
The  famine  all  thy  fullness  brings ; 
The  plague  presents  thy  healing  wings, 

And  nature's  final  hour. 

Whatever  ill  the  world  befall, 
A  pledge  of  endless  good  we  call, 

A  sign  of  Jesus  near. 
His  chariot  will  not  long  delay ; 
We  hear  the  rumbling  wheels,  and  pray, 

" Triumphant  Lord,  appear." 

Appear  with  clouds  on  Sion's  hill,  * 
Thy  word  and  mystery  to  fulfill, 

Thy  faithful  to  approve ; 
Thy  members  on  thy  throne  to  place. 
And  stamp  thy  name  on  every  face, 

In  glorious,  heavenly  love. 

Ctuxrles  Wesley,  1756. 

%nTI  In  thee  I  am  well  pleased.  (^    t>    <  r 

O//  Luke  Ui.  22.  ^'  ^*  **• 

Salem's  bright  King  of  wondrous  fame. 
In  ancient  time  to  Jordan  came. 

All  righteousness  to  fill : 
'T  was  there  the  ancient  Baptist  stood, 
The  messenger  sent  forth  from  God, 

To  do  his  Master's  will. 


Ariel,  p.  )884. 
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Down  in  old  Jordan's  rolling  stream 
The  Baptist  led  the  holy  Lamb, 

And  there  did  him  baptize ; 
The  Father  saw  his  darling  Son, 
And  was  well  pleased  with  what  he'd  done, 

And  owned  him  from  the  skies. 

"This  is  my  Son,"  the  Father  cries; 
On  him  to  rest  the  Spirit  flies ; 

O  children,  *  *  Hear  ye  him ! " 
Hark !  't  is  His  voice ;  behold,  he  cries, 
"Repent,  believe,  and  be  baptized, 

And  wash  away  your  sin !" 

Come,  children,  come ;  his  voice  obey ; 
Salem's  bright  King  has  mark'd  the  way, 

And  has  a  crown  prepared ; 
Oh,  then  arise  and  give  consent, 
Walk  in  the  way  that  Jesus  went, 

And  have  the  great  reward ! 

Believing  children,  gather  round, 
And  let  your  joyful  songs  abound, 

With  cheerful  hearts  arise ; 
See,  here  is  water,  yet  there's  room, 
A  loving  Saviour  calling  "Come," 

Believe,  and  be  baptized, 

CZe»ien<  Phiimea,  1780-1855. 

Ontt  Access  by  one  Spirit.  t^    r>    •%€ 

0#0  Eph.ii.  18.  C.  P.  M. 

Joined  in  tlic  bonds  of  faith  and  love, 
With  saints  on  earth  and  saints  above, 

One  spirit  with  the  Lord ; 
In  happy  union  here  we  meet. 
To  worship  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

And  own  his  works  and  word; 

Thy  gracious  presence,  Lord,  impart. 
Display  thy  power  in  every  heart. 

And  shed  thy  blessings  round ; 
Oh !  may  thy  truth  our  spirit  cheer. 
Confirm  our  hope,  dispel  our  feai^ 

And  make  our  joys  abound. 

V.  1.  Thos.  Hawols,  b.  1782. 
V.  2,  Olasi^ow  Collection,  1817. 

flTO  Endued  with  power  from  on  high.    /-.    n    -mr 

0#a  Lukexxiy.49.  C.  P.  M, 

Endue  us.  Lord,  with  heav'nly  power ; 
On  us  thy  benedictions  shower; 

Our  faith  and  love  increase ; 
The  grace  of  Christ,  the  love  of  God, 
The  holy  Spirit  shed  abroad, 

Remain  and  never  cease. 

^^^_^^_^  H.,  1884. 

Meribah.  p.  202.      Solemn  Inquiry,  p.  293 
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Jeremiah  Inf;nIIii,  1804.    Arr.  L.  K. 
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1  Thou  Prince  of    glo-ry,  slain  for    me,        In  deep  dis  -  tress  I      fly      to  Thee 


^^^ 


p  j' I  jTj  I 


Who  didst  my       soul  re  -    deem,    _  Who  didst    my     soul  re  -   deem. 


And  wash  and    make  me       clean,  And  wash   and    make  me      clean. 


Oh,  from  th  y  Father's  throne  on  high,  Hear    thou  my    pen  -  i  -  ten  -  tial  cry, 


rrf,{}if.^ 


Hair  my 
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cry.  O  God  I 
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Thou  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  me, 
In  deep  distress  I  fly  to  Thee 

Who  didst  my  soul  redeem. 
Oh,  fitom  thy  Father's  throne  on  high, 
Hear  Thou  my  penitential  cry, 

And  wash  and  make  me  clean. 

A  laboring,  heavy-laden  soul, 
On  Thee  my  every  care  I  roll, 

Though  burdened  and  distressed. 
Thy  meek  and  lowly  grace  I  see, 
And  take  thy  yoke  and  learn  of  Thee, 

For  thou  wilt  give  me  rest. 

Close  to  thy  pierc'd  and  bleeding  side. 
In  trustful  love  I  safe  abide. 

By  grace  divine  made  whole. 
In  Thee,  my  Way,  my  Truth,  my  Life, 
Amid  earth's  turmoil,  sin  and  strife, 

I  rest  my  weary  soul. 

Sheltered  within  the  riven  Rock, 
I  dread  no  storm  nor  tempest's  shock, 
But  trust  thy  matchless  grace, 


And  wait  in  hope  the  joyful  hour, 
When  I  shall  see  Thee  come  in  power, 
And  gaze  upon  thy  face. 

Lord,  grant  that  in  that  joyful  day. 
When  thou  shalt  call  thy  saints  away, 

By  thy  commanding  word, 
That  I  may  join  thee  in  the  air; 
And  dwell  with  all  the  holy  there. 

Forever  with  the  Lord. 


O  my  Ood,  unto  thee  will  I  ling. 
FMdm  Ixxi.  22. 


H.,  1878. 
C  P.  Ibf . 
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My  heart  shall  bless  my  heavenly  King, 
My  tongue  his  worthy  praise  shall  sing, 

And  magnify  bis  name ; 
My  soul,  redeemed,  shall  speak  his  praise, 
And  sound  to  everlasting  days 

The  glories  of  the  Lamb. 

Exalted  on  his  Father's  throne, 
Him  as  our  Lord  and  God  we  own, 

Our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
Soon  earth  shall  know  his  royal  right, 
For  he  shall  come  in  kingly  might, 

And  full  salvation  bring. 

H.,  1884. 


@|[  Wn^iti  mti  jSi$5. 


682-885 


Love  not  the  world. 
1  John  ii.  15. 


C.  P.  M. 


882 

Tell  me  no  more  of  earthly  toys, 
Of  sinful  mirth  and  carnal  jo^s, 

This  things  I  loved  before ; 
Let  me  but  view  my  Saviour's  face, 
And  feel  his  animating  grace, 

And  I  desire  no  more. 

Tell  me  no  more  of  praise  and  vrealth, 
Of  careless  ease  and  blooming  health, 

For  they  have  all  their  snares ; 
Let  me  but  know  my  sins  forgiven. 
And  see  my  name  enrolled  in  heaven. 

And  I  am  free  from  cares. 

Give  me  a  Bible  in  my  hand, 
A  heart  to  read  and  understand 

That  sure,  unerring  word ; 
I'd  urge  no  company  to  stay, 
But  sit  alone  from  day  to  day. 

Communing  with  the  Lord. 

Susannah  Harrison,  ftb.  1757-1784. 

OOQ    Like  onto  men  that  wait  for  their  Iiord.ri   -d    -vr 
OOO  Luke  xii.  36.  ^'  ^'  M. 

Arise  and  shine,  ye  sons  of  light. 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning  bright. 

With  loins  well  girded  stand : 
Watch,  for  ye  cannot  tell  the  hour 
When  Christ  your  Lord  shall  come  with  power ; 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand ! 

Blessed  are  they  who  watch  and  wait. 
Like  servants  standing  at  the  gate, 

Their  coming  Lord  to  greet : 
With  him  they  then  shall  enter  in, 
And  feast  and  rest  in  joy  supreme. 

And  blessedness  complete. 

H.,  1884. 

884 


Like  a  watered  garden. 


Isa.  Iviii. 


T 


C.  p.  M. 


The  Lord  into  his  garden  comes ; 
The  spices  yield  a  rich  perfume, 

The  lilies  grow  and  thrive ; 
Refreshing  showers  of  grace  divine, 
From  Jesus  flow  to  every  vine. 

Which  make  the  dead  revive. 

Oh,  that  this  dry  and  barren  ground 
In  springs  of  water  may  abound, — 

A  fruitful  soil  become  I 
The  desert  blossom  as  the  rose. 
When  Jesus  conquers  all  his  foes. 

And  makes  his  people  one. 


The  glorious  time  is  rolling  on. 
The  gracious  work  is  now  begun. 

My  soul  a  witness  is ; 
I  taste  and  see  the  pardon  free, 
For  all  mankind  as  well  as  me, 

Who  come  to  'Christ  may  live. 

The  Worst  of  sinners  here  may  find 
A  Saviour  pitiful  and  kind. 

Who  will  the  lost  receive. 
None  are  too  late  who  will  repent. 
And  heed  the  message  God  has  sent. 

And  on  the  Lord  believe. 

SECOND    PART. 

Come,  brethren,  ye  who  love  the  Lord, 
And  taste  the  sweetness  of  his  word, 

In  Jesus'  ways  go  on ; 
Our  troubles  and  our  trials  here, 
Will  only  make  us  richer  there, 

When  we  arrive  at  home. 

Jesus  shall  lead  his  armies  through, 
To  living  waters  where  they  flow, 

Which  never  will  run  dry ; 
And  when  our  warfare  all  is  o'er. 
And  we  shall  reach  that  heavenly  shore. 

We'll  drink  a  full  supply. 

Then  we  shall  reign,  and  shout,  and  sing. 
And  make  the  heavenly  regions  ring, 

When  all  the  saints  get  home. 
Come  on,  come  on,  my  brethren  dear, 
Soon  we  shall  meet  together  there. 

For  Jesus  bids  us  come. 

Amen,  amen,  my  soul  replies, 

I'm  bound  to  meet  Him  in  the  skies, 

And  claim  my  mansion  there ; 
Now  here's  my  heart  and  here's  my  hand. 
To  meet  you  in  that  heavenly  land. 
Where  we  shall  part  no  more. 

CampbeUf  1804? 


Grace,  mercy,  and  peace. 
1  Tim.  i.  2. 


886         ^"^''  ttia:  i".T  *"""'•      C.  P.  M. 

Thou  who  dost  with  thy  people  meet 
In  union  and  communion  sweet. 

Oh  bless  us  as  we  part. 
May  grace  and  mercy,  peace  and  love, 
Descend  upon  us  from  above, 

And  dwell  in  every  heart. 

H.,1684. 
Meribah.  p.  292.  Willoushby.  p.  2811. 
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886-88'r  Jbth  uttt%  Qi^  Iiitimp  of  8rfr- 

What  sound  Is  this?  0.  P.  M. 


Arr.  11  M.,  1888. 


m 


1  What  sound  is    this  salutes  my  ear  ?  The  trump  of  God    methinks  I  hear :    The 


trump  of    God  methinks  I  hear ;  The  expected  day  has  come.  Behold,the  heaVn8,the 


Ju-bi-lee;    Be -turn,  ye   ex-iles,  home. 


m 


•  f  f  F 


s 


OQA  Whh  a  snreat  sound  of  a  trumpet,     p    p    \r 

OOD  M«tt.  xxiv.  81.  ^'  ^*  ^• 

2  Behold  the  fair  Jerusalem, 
I :  Illuminated  by  the  Lamb, :[ 

In  glory  doth  appear ; 
Fair  Zion  rising  from  the  tombs, 
)|:  To  meet  the  Bridegroom, lo !  He  comes. 

And  hails  the  festive  year. 

3  My  soul  is  striving  to  be  there ; 
||:I  long  to  rise  and  wing  the  air,  :|| 

And  trace  the  sacred  road. 
Adieu,  adieu,  all  earthly  things ; 
l:Oh,  that  I  had  an  angel's  wings  I  :| 

I'd  quickly  see  my  God. 

4  Fly,  lingering  moments,  fly,  oh,  fly  I 
1:1  thirst,  I  pant,  I  long  to  tiy  :|| 

Angelic  joys  to  prove! 


Wlllonghby.p.  »86.  Garden  Hymn.  p.»88 
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Soon  may  I  hail  that  joyful  day, 
II :  And  be  by  angels  caught  away,  :| 
And  shout  redeeming  love. 

John  A.  uranade^  ab.  17SS-1807. 
QfiTQreatutheLord,  andjfreatly  tobepraised.^^  p»  ^w 

Great  is  the  Lord,  ye  people  raise 

II :  And  loud  proclaim  his  lofty  praise ;  :|j 

In  strains  that  seraphs  sing ; 
We  join  the  anthem  from  on  high, 
||:  And  holy,  holy,  holy,  cry,  :|| 

And  praise  the  heavenly  King. 

Soon  may  we  with  the  ransom'd  throng, 
||: Return  to  Zion's  height  with  songs,;  jj 

While  sorrows  flee  away: 
There  may  we  joyful  anthems  raise, 
|:And  sing  anew  Thy  ceaseless  praise  :|| 

In  everlasting  day. 

H.,1S84. 


Jlttr^%  %  ^m^  @mtjk&|. 


888-889 


fiQQ         The  Holy  Spirit  to  them  that  ask.    n   t»  i^r 
^'"^  Luke  xi.  13.  C.  P.  M. 

0  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain, 

1  plead  with  thee  my  suit  to  gain, 

I  plead  what  thou  hast  done : 
Didst  thou  not  die  the  death  for  me? 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

Oh,  let  thy  Spirit  shed, abroad 
The  love,  the  perfect  love  of  God, 

In  this  cold  heart  of  mine. 
Oh,  might  He  now  descend  and  rest. 
And  dwell  forever  in  my  breast. 

And  make  me  all  divine. 

Take  the  dear  purchase  of  thy  blood. 
My  Friend  and  Advocate  with  God, 

My  Ransom  and  my  Peace ; 
Surety,  who  all  my  debt  hast  paid. 
For  all  my  sins  atonement  made, 

The  Lord,  my  Righteousness. 

"Why  didst  thou  leave  thy  throne  above, 
But  that  the  secret  of  thy  love 

Might  to  my  soul  be  known  ? 
Hast  thou  not  given  thyself  for  me, 
That  I  might  only  live  to  thee, 

Might  die  to  thee  alone. 

Charles  WeOey^  ab.  1749. 


Even  so,  come.  Lord  Jesus, 
Key.xxii.20. 


P.  M. 


889 

Thou  who  from  Olive's  brow  didst  rise 
In  glorious  triumph  to  the  skies, 
Before  the  rapt  disciples'  eyes, — 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
For  thy  appearing  all  things  pray ; 
All  nature  sighs  at  thy  delay : 
Thy  people  cry,  *' No  longer  stay; 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come!" 

Hear  thou  the  whole  creation's  groan, 
The  burdened  creature's  plaintive  moan, 
The  cry  of  deserts  wild  and  lone ; 

**Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come." 
See  signals  of  distress  unfurled 
By  states  on  stormy  billows  hurled ; 
Thou  Pole-star  of  a  shipwrecked  world, 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

Hush  the  fierce  blast  of  war's  alarms ; 
The  tocsin's  toll,  the  clash  of  arms: 
Incarnate  Love  exert  thy  charms, — 
Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
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Walk  once  again  upon  the  face 
Of  this  sad  earth's  tempestuous  seas. 
And  still  the  waves,  O  Prince  of  peace! 
Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

Lo,  thy  fair  Bride,  with  garments  torn, 
Of  her  celestial  radiance  shorn. 
Upturns  her  face  with  watching  worn, — 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Her  trickling  tears,  her  piteous  cries, 
Her  struggles,  fears,  and  agonies 
Appeal  to  thy  deep  sympathies; 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

By  doubts  and  sorrows  inly  pressed, 
By  foes  beleagured  and  oppressed, 
Hear  the  strong  plea  of  her  unrest, 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Hope  of  the  blood-bought,blood-wash'd  host, 
Their  only  glory,  joy,  and  boast. 
Without  thy  advent  all  is  lost; 

Lord  Jesus  quickly  come. 

SECOJS^D  PABT. 

Shine  forth,  O  lustrous  Morning  Star: 
And  let  thy  flaming  sign  appear; 
Flush  the  dark  firmament  afar. 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Break  thro'  the  lowering  clouds  of  night, 
Put  these  sepulchral  shades  to  flight. 
Flash  out,  O  resurrection  Light; 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

Come  with  thy  beauteous  diadem, 
Come  with  embattled  cherubim. 
Come  with  the  shout  of  seraphim,— 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come ! 
Come  on  thy  seat  of  radiant  cloud. 
Come  with  th'  archangel's  trumpet  loud, 
Come,  Saviour,  let  the  heav'ns  be  bowedl 

Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

And  when  th'astonished  heav'ns  shall  flee 
When  powers  of  earth  and  hell  to  Thee 
Shall  bend  the  reverential  knee, 

In  that  great  day  of  doom ; 
Be  ours  the  happy  lot  to  stand 
Among  the  white-robed,  ransomed  band. 
And  hear  thee  say  with  outstretched  hand, 

'*Ye  blessed  children,  come.*' 

Unknown,  ab.  1850? 


890 


^^  S^  ^^  tnh^Hnl 


NIeribah. 


O.  P.  M. 


Lowell  Uason,  1839. 


We  soon  shall  hear  the  midnight  cry,  The  trump  of  God  shall  shake  the  sky,  And 


^\Jj,i  J  J 


m 


cleave  the  starry  main ;  The  an -gel  -  herald  shall  proclaim 

Kedemption  thro'  the  slaughtered  Lamb,ABd  break  death's  pow'rfol  e\m. 


g 


jft^f 


880 


He  Cometh  to  judge  the  earth. 
Psalm  zcri.  IS. 


C.  P.  M. 


We  soon  shall  hear  the  midnight  cry, 
The  trump  of  God  shall  shake  the  sky. 

And  cleave  the  starry  main ; 
The  angel-herald  shall  proclaim 
Redemption  thro*  the  slaughter^  Lamb, 

And  break  death's  pow'rful  chain. 

Then  shall  the  Judge  descend  in  clouds, 
Circled  around  with  countless  crowds 

Of  the  celestial  choir; 
Before  whose  rapid,  glorious  ray, 
The  frightened  heav'ns  shall  flee  away, 

And  hide  themselves  in  fire. 

How,  how  shall  sinners  venture  nigh, 
Before  the  Lamb  in  yonder  sky? 

Yet,  oh  I  they  must  draw  near, 
To  hear  the  dreadful  word — Depart ! 
Which,  like  some  deadly-pointed  dart, 

Their  hearts  will  wound  and  tear. 

Dear  Lord,  I  sink  at  thy  pierced  feet ; 
Oh,  let  me  by  experience  sweet 

Taste  thy  forgiving  love. 
And  when  thou  dost  to  judgment  come, 
Take  me  with  thee  to  thy  blest  home, 

Jerusalem  above! 
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SECOND  PART. 

When  thou,my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  come 
To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 

I  love  to  meet  among  them  now, 
Before  thy  gracious  throne  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought — 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out— » 

When  he  for  them  should  call? 

Prevent,  prevent  it  by  thy  grace  •, 
Be  thou,  dear  Lord,  my  hiding-place 

In  this  my  gracious  day ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  oh,  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear, 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

Among  thy  saints  let  me  be  found, 
When^er  th* archangel's  trump  shall  sound. 

To  see  thy  smiling  face ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  FU  sing. 
Till  heaven's  resounding  mansions  rin^ 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

Selina  Shirley,  Cotmtess  of  Huntingfton,  ab.  1772. 
Willoushby.  p.  USS,  Garden  Hymn.  p.  S88. 


Hq  '8,^ttmrb  h  ttttft  ^«. 


891-892 


Solemn  Inquiry. 


C.  P.  M. 


Daniel  Read,  1804.    Arr.  H.,  1884. 


httttuim^s^^m 


0   God,  mj  in  -  most    soul  eon-  Tert,  And  deep-ly   on  my  thoughtful  heart  E  -  ter  -  nal  things  impress 


UtErTfTa 


Giro   me   to  feel  their  sol-emnwe^ht,And  trem-ble  on   the   brink  of  fate,  And  wake    to  righteousness! 


'^1 F 'g  f  ^1!-^Slgiigii 


1^^ 


Q0 1   The  things  irhich  are  not  seen  are  eternal.^  n  ^ 
Ocfl  2  Cor.  iv.  18  O.l'.M. 

O  God,  my  inmost  soul  convert, 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress : 
Give  me  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteousness ! 

Before  me  place  in  dread  array 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

When  Thou  with  clouds  shalt  come 
To  judge  the  nation^  at  thy  bar; 
And  tell  me,  Lord,  shall  I  be  there, 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom? 

Be  this  my  one  great  business  here. 
With  serious  industry  and  fear, 

Eternal  bliss  to  insure: 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfill, 
And  suffer  all  thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure. 

Then,  Saviour,  me  thro'  grace  receive, 
Transported  from  this  vale  to  live. 

And  in  thy  presence  dwell. 
Where  faith  is  sweetly  lost  in  sight, 
And  liope  in  full  supreme  delight, 

That  mortals  ne'er  can  tell. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 
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fiQ9  Behold,  the  day  Cometh.  /^    •»    »■ 

ova  kal.  i7. 1.  C.  p.  M. 

That  awful  day  is  drawing  near, 
When  earth  her  instant  doom  shall  hear. 

And  all  in  smoke  expire ; 
Behold,  th'  Almighty  Judge  draws  nigh, 
He  rides  triumphant  in  the  sky. 

Revealed  in  naming  fire ! 

I  see  Him  now  with  glory  crowned, 
While  skies,  and  seas,  and  solid  ground 

All  tremble  at  his  rod ; 
Our  nature  he  no  more  assumes. 
But  with  th'  archangel's  voice  he  comes, 

And  with  the  trump  of  God. 

He  comes  to  seal  the  sinner's  doom ; 
At  his  command  they  leave  the  tomb. 

And  tremble  with  affright ; 
What  horror  fills  each  guilty  heart 
Which  hears  the  awful  word,  '  'Depart " 

To  realms  of  endless  night ! 

He  comes  to  make  his  people  blest; 
To  hide  the  pilgrims  in  his  breast, 

And  bid  their  troubles  end; 
If  now  we  humbly  watch  and  pray, 
Tho'  heaven  and  earth  may  pass  away. 

The  Judge  will  be  our  friend. 

Hvgh  Boume^s  Collection,  ISO, 


893-895  '$^  @^^  ^^4  T^  jlim^t  ^nmg]^  %nii%. 


Althlone. 


Arr.  flrom  Helnrioh  IflMes,  1490. 


6  Thou  that  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith,  Wilt  thou    not    save    a    soul  from  death 
I      have  no     refuge    of     my  own,  But    fly      to      what  my  Lord  hath  done, 


^^^ 


Mfst  Time. 


^^BHi^^^^!^ 


Second  Timt. 


That     casts      it    -    self     on 


jgj— j: 


thee? 


And  -'suf  -  fered    once     for     me. 


wy^Tr^'f^^^ 


r 


^ 


SI 


QOQ  I  ^ni  in  no  wise  cut  out.       /,    n    «r 

OUO  John  vl.  37.  ^'  ^'  ^^• 

0  Thou  that  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith, 
Wilt  thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death 

That  casts  itself  on  Thee  ? 

1  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 

But  fly  to  what  my  Lord  hath  done 
And  suffered  once  for  me. 

Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousnes«i  I  plead. 

And  His  availing  blood ; 
That  righteousness  my  robe  shall  be ; 
That  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 

Then  snatch  me  from  eternal  death ; 
The  Spirit  of  adoption  breathe ; 

His  consolations  send ; 
By  Him  some  word  of  life  impart, 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

*'Thy  Maker  is  thy  Friend." 

Augustus  Montague  Toplady,  ab.  175& 


Be  ye  transformed. 
Rom.  zii.  2. 


894 

O  Saviour,  cast  a  gracious  smile  I 
Our  gloomy  yuilt,  and  selfish  guile. 

And  shy  distrust  remove : 
The  true  simplicity  impart. 
To  fashion  every  passive  heart, 

And  mould  it  into  love, 
Meribah.  p.  299. 


C.  P.  M. 


r 


Oh,  that  we  now  the  power  might  feel, 
To  do  on  earth  thy  blessed  will. 

As  angels  do  above ! 
In  thee,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
To  walk,  and  perfectly  obey 

Thy  sweet,  constraining  love. 

Jesus,  fulfill  our  one  desire, 

And  spread  the  spark  of  living  fire 

Through  every  hallowed  breast ; 
Bless  with  divine  conformity, 
And  give  us  now  to. find  in  Thee 

Our  everlasting  rest. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1767. 


Be  ye  therefore  sober. 
IPetiv.  7. 


C.  P.  M. 


896 

No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here, 
For  worldly  hope,  or  worldly  fear, 

If  life  so  soon  is  gone : 
If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door, 
And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 

The  solemn  judgment  throne  I 

Jesus,  vouchsafe  a  pitying  ray ; 

Be  thou  my  guide,  be  thou  my  way 

To  glorious  happiness  1 
Ah,  write  the  pardon  on  my  heart, 
And  whensoever  I  hence  depart, 

Let  me  depart  in  peace. 

Charles  Wedey,  ab.  17(». 
294      Wlllongrl^by.  p.  286. 


Jltt^si^f  ^^  ^^*%  l^^^H  ®^K  ®n$fe. 


896-899 


OQH  He  was  wounded  for  our  transere88ionB.p    p    i^ 

O  Thou  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne, 
Help  us  to  look  on  Thee  and  mourn, 

On  thee  whom  we  have  slain ; 
Have  pierc'd  a  thousand,  thousand  times, 
And  by  reiterated  crimes 

Renewed  thy  mortal  pain. 

Vouchsafe  us  eyes  of  faith  to  see 
The  Man  transfixed  on  Calvary, 

To  know  Thee,  who  thou  art, 
The  one  eternal  God,  and  true ! 
And  let  the  sight  affect,  subdue, 

And  break  my  stubborn  heart. 

Lover  of  souls,  to  rescue  mine. 
Reveal  the  charity  divine. 

That  suffered  in  my  stead ; 
That  made  thy  soul  a  sacrifice, 
And  quenched  in  death  those  flaming  eyes, 

And  bowed  that  sacred  head. 

The  veil  of  unbelief  remove. 
And  by  thy  manifested  love. 

And  by  thy  sprinkled  blood, 
Destroy  the  love  of  sin  in  me, 
And  get  thyself  the  victory, 

And  bring  me  back  to  God. 

Now  let  thy  dying  love  constrain 
My  soul  to  love  its  God  again, 

Its  God  to  glorify ; 
And,  lo  I  I  come  thy  cross  to  share. 
Echo  thy  sacrificial  prayer. 

And  with  my  Saviour  die ! 

Charles  We«ley,  ab.  1767. 


QOT  Sorrows  not  even  as  others.        r<    i>    xr 

Oa  #  1  Thess.  iv.  13.  ^'  '^'  ^* 

If  death  my  friend  and  me  divide, 
Thou  dost  not,  Lord,  my  sorrow  chide. 

Or  frown  my  tears  to  see ; 
Restrained  from  passionate  excess. 
Thou  bid'st  me  mourn  in  calm  distress 

For  them  that  rest  in  Thee. 

I  feel  a  strong,  immortal  hope. 
Which  bears  my  mournful  spirit  up. 

Beneath  its  mountain  load ; 
Redeem'd  from  death  and  grief  and  pain, 
I  soon  shall  find  my  friend  again 

Within  the  arms  of  God. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1762. 


Garden  Hymn.  p.  288. 
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IIQII  Fear  not,  little  flock.  n   t>    i^r 

Olf  O  Luke  xii.  32.  ^'  ^'  ^*  • 

Fear  not,  O  little  flock,  the  foe 
Who  madly  seeks  your  overthrow ; 

Dread  not  his  rage  and  power; 
What  the*  your  courage  sometimes  faints  ? 
This  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  hour. 

Fear  not,  be  strong !  your  cause  belongs 
To  Him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs ; 

Leave  all  to  him,  your  Lord ; 
Though  hidden  yet  from  mortal  eyes. 
Salvation  shall  for  you  arise ; 

He  girdeth  on  his  sword ! 

As  true  as  God's  own  promise  stands. 
Not  earth  nor  hell  with  all  their  bands 

Against  us  shall  prevail; 
The  Lord  shall  mock  them  from  his  throne ; 
God  is  with  us ;  we  are  his  own ; 

Our  victory  cannot  fail ! 

Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  our  prayer! 
Great  Captain, now  thine  arm  make  bare. 

Thy  Church  with  strength  defend ; 
So  shall  thy  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
A  joyful  chorus  to  thy  praise. 

Through  ages  without  end. 

Gustavus  Adolphus,  in  prose.    Jacob  Fabricius.  1631 
Tr.  by  Catherine  Winkworth,  1855. 

QOQ  Ye  are  complete  in  Him.  r^    n    xr 

OaV  Col.  ii.  10.  .  C.  I .  M. 

Come  join,  ye  saints,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Alone  in  Jesus  to  rejoice. 

And  worship  at  his  feet ; 
Come,  take  his  praises  on  your  tongues, 
And  raise  to  him  your  thankful  songs, 

* '  In  Him  ye  are  complete !" 

In  Him  who  all  our  praise  excels. 
The  fullness  of  the  Godhead  dwells, 

And  all  perfections  meet ; 
The  head  of  all  celestial  powers, 
Divinely  theirs,  divinely  ours : — 

**  In  Him  ye  are  complete !  " 

Still  onward  urge  your  heav'nly  way. 
Dependent  on  Him  day  by  day 

His  presence  still  entreat ; 
His  precious  name  forever  bless, 
Your  glory,  strength,  and  righteousness, 

* '  In  Him  ye  are  complete  I  " 

Samuel  Medley,  1799. 
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Nashville. 


Wi[$  l^qumj^t  JKinU  jinntA* 


L.  P.  M.    I>fty'«  Psalter,  1562.  Adapted  by  L.  Uason. 


I'll  praise  my    Mak-er    with  my  breath ;  And  when  I     tri-umph    o  -  ver  death, 


_ii*  '^*  Fine.         I         I         I  I 

Praise  shall  em-  ploy  my    nooler  pow'rs :  /  My  days  of  praise  shi 


/T\ 
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/  My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past,  'J 
\  While  life,  and  tho't,  and  be  -  ing  last,  / 


^frf^r-f 
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Or    im  -  mor  -  tal  -  i    -  ty    endures. 


Onn       While  I  live  will  I  praise  the  Lord,    t     r>    ilv 
•f UW  Pgalm  oxlvi.  2.  L.  P.  M. 

ril  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath ; 
And  when  I  triumph  over  death, 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs ; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

Why  should  I  make  a  man  my  trust? 
Princes  must  die  and  turn  to  dust : 

Vain  is  the  help  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'r, 
And  thoughts,  all  vanish  in  an  hour, 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promise  good. 

Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  IsraePs  God;  he  made  the  sky. 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train ; 
His  truth  forever  stands  secure ; 
He  saves  th'oppressed,  he  feeds  the  poor. 

And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 


The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind, 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind ; 

He  sends  the  lab'ring  conscience  peace ; 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless, 

And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 


Dark  plots  he  turneth  upside  down, 
He  wears  an  everlasting  crown ; 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns  I 
Let  every  tongue,  let  every  age, 
In  His  exalted  praise  engage ; 

Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

Imoc  Warn,  ab.  1700. 


it  white  throne. 
11. 


901  '""'E^'^aL-—       L.P.M. 

The  last  loud  trumpet's  wondrous  sound 
Shall  wake  the  nations  under  ground : 
Where  then,  my  God,  shall  I  be  found? 

When  all  shall  stand  before  thy  throne, 
When  thou  shalt  make  thy  sentence  known, 
And  all  thy  righteous  judgment  own ! 

Thou,  who  for  sinners  felt  such  pain. 
Whose  precious  blood  the  cross  did  stain. 
Who  did  for  us  its  curse  sustain, — 

By  all  that  man's  redemption  cost, 
Let  not  my  trembling  soul  be  lost. 
In  storms  of  guilty  terror  tossed  I 


Give  me  in  that  dread  day  a  place 
Among  thy  chosen,  faithful  race, 
The  sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  grace. 

Trembling,  before  thy  throne  I  bend ; 
My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 
Do  not  forsake  me  in  the  end  I 

Thomas  of  Ceiaiio,  ab.  1S50.    TV.  Earl  Boacommon,  1096. 
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More  to  be  desired  than  gold. 
Psalm  zix.  10.    \ 


L.  P.  M. 


902 

I  love  the  volume  of  Thy  word ; 
"What  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 

To  souls  benighted  and  distressed ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way, 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray, 

Thy  promise  leads  my  heart  to  rest. 

From  the  discoveries  of  Thy  law 
The  perfect  rule  of  life  I  draw; 

These  are  my  study  and  delight ; 
Not  honey  so  invites  the  taste. 
Nor  gold  that  hath  the  furnace  passed, 

Appears  so  pleasing  to  the  sight. 

Thy  threat'nlngs  wake  my  slumb'ring  eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies ; 

But  'tis  thy  blessed  gospel.  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  conscience  clean, 
Converts  my  soul,  subdues  my  sin, 

And  gives  a  free  but  large  reward. 

Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts? 
My  God,  forgive  my  secret  faults. 

And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain ; 
Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praise. 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace. 

And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709. 


Blecsed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 
Psalm  cxiii.  2. 


L.  P.  M. 


908 

Ye  that  delight  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  honors  of  his  name  record, 

His  sacred  name  forever  bless. 
Where'er  the  circling  sun  displays 
His  rising  beams  or  setting  rays, 

Let  lands  and  seas  his  power  confess. 

Not  time,  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds 
Can  give  his  vast  dominion  bounds ; 

The  heavens  are  far  below  his  height ; 
Let  no  created  greatness  dare 
With  our  eternal  Qod  compare. 

Armed  with  his  uncreated  might. 

He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view 
What  the  bright  hosts  of  angels  do, 

And  bends  his  care  to  mortal  things ; 
His  sovereign  hand  exalts  the  poor. 
He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door. 

And  makes  them  company  for  kings. 

Isaac'Watto,  ab.  1719. 
Baltimore.  p«  298. 


Qi\A.        Hast  thou  made  all  men  la  vain?    t    ■»   ■■«- 
vUtK  Paalm  Ixxxix.  47.  I'*  P-  ^» 

Think,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man, 
How  few  his  hours,  how  short  his  span  I 

Short  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave ; 
Who  can  secure  his  vital  breath 
Against  the  bold  demands  of  death, 

With  skill  to  fly,  or  power  to  save? 

Lord,  shall  it  be  forever  said. 
The  race  of  man  was  only  made 

For  sickness,  sorrow,  and  the  dust? 
Are  not  thy  servants,  day  by  day. 
Sent  to  their  graves  and  turned  to  clay  ? 

Lord,  Where's  thy  kindness  to  the  just? 

Hast  thou  not  promised  to  thy  Son 
And  all  his  seed,  a  heavenly  crown? 

But  flesh  and  sense  indulge  despair; 
Forever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word, 

And  find  a  resurrection  there. 

Forever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 

Who  gives  his  saints  a  long  reward 

For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pain; 
Let  all  below,  and  all  above, 
Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  love. 

And  each  repeat  his  loud  Amen ! 

Isaac  Watts,  in9. 

OAf>  He  shall  hide  me  in  his  pavilion,     t    -d    -nr 

a\JO  Psalm  xxvii.  5.  L.  P.  M. 

O  God,  amid  earth's  sore  distress. 
Thy  trusting  people  guide  and  bless ; 

And  keep  them  safely  from  all  harm; 
Shield  us  by  thy  protecting  name. 
From  pestilence,  and  flood,  and  flames, 

^rom  tumults, strifes,  and  war's  alarms. 

O  gather  us,  thou  King  of  kings. 
Safely  beneath  thy  slieltering  wings. 

Before  the  storms  of  wrath  descend ; 
When  sorrows  dire  this  world  betide. 
Us  in  thine  own  pavilion  hide. 

Our  Saviour,  our  almighty  Friend. 


Now,  unto  the  King  eternal. 


H.,  1085. 


L.  P.  M. 


OO  A  Now,  unto  the  King 

If  UO  1  Tim.  i.  if. 

We  praise  and  magnify  Thy  name, 
O  Lord,  and  tell  abroad  thy  fame; 

We  worship  thee.  Eternal  King; 
To  Thee,  with  shining  hosts  on  high. 
We  *'Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 

And  to  thy  name  glad  praiaea  sing. 

H.,  I8S5. 

297     Greepfield.  p.  300. 
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Baltimore. 


L.P.M. 


jreremifth  Innlls.  1704—1838. 
Arr.  H..  1880. 


Let    aU    the  earth  their  vol- ces  raise,  To  sing  the    choicest  psalm  of  praise,  To 


^ 


r  r  r  Lih  r 


sing  and  bless  Je  -  hovah's  name !  To  sing  and  bless  Jehovah's  name !  His  glory   let 
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the  heathen  know, His  wonders  to  the  nations  show^^nd  all  his  saving  works  proclaim. 


^fffr^f<'^ 


g 


py 


^ 


i 


007       Declare  hii  idory  among  the  heathen.  J    p   ^^ 

Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raise 
To  sing  the  choicest  psalm  of  praise, 

To  sing  and  bless  Jehovah's  name ; 
His  glory  let  the  heathen  know, 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  show, 

And  all  his  saving  works  proclaim. 

He  framed  the  globe,  he  built  the  sky, 
He  made  the  shining  worlds  on  high. 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there ; 
His  beams  are  majesty  and  light ; 
His  beauties  how  divinely  bright ! 

His  temple  how  divinely  fair ! 

Come  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  shall  feel  his  saving  pow'r, 

And  all  the  nations  fear  his  name ! 
Then  shall  the  race  of  man  confess 
The  beauty  of  his  holiness, 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 

jHoac  Watts,  ab.  1718. 
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QAO  Wer  ist  wohl  wie  Du.  T     P    M 

O  Jesus,  source  of  calm  repose, 
Thy  like  nor  man  nor  angel  knows ; 

Fairest  among  ten  thousand  fair! 
E'en  those  whom  death's  sad  fetters  bound, 
Whom  thickest  darkness  compassed  round, 

Find  light  and  life  if  Thou  appear. 

Renew  thine  image.  Lord,  in  me ; 
Lowly  and  gentle  may  I  be ; 

No  charms  but  these  to  thee  are  dear : 
No  anger  may'st  thou  ever  find. 
No  pride  in  my  unruled  mind. 

But  faith,  and  heaven-born  peace  be  there ! 

A  patient,  a  victorious  mind, 

That  life  and  all  things  casts  behind. 

Springs  forth  obedient  to  thy  call ; 
A  heart  that  no  desire  can  move, 
But  still  to  adore,  believe,  and  love, 

Give  me,  my  Lord,  my  Life,  my  All ! 

J.  A.  Fre7Uzighati8en,  ab.  ie7lM739.  Tr.  John  Wealoy,  1739. 
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Hail  I  Jesus,  hail  I  our  great  High  Priest, 
Entered  into  thy  glorious  rest, 

That  holy,  happy  place  above ; 
Thou  hast  the  conquest  more  than  gained 
The  everlasting  bliss  obtained 

For  all  who  trust  thy  dying  love. 

The  blood  of  goats  and  bullocks  slain 
Could  never  purge  our  guilty  stain, 

Could  never  for  oUr  sins  atone ; 
But  thou  thine  own  most  precious  blood 
Hast  shed  to  make  us  priests  to  God, 

And  seat  us  with  thee  on  thy  throne. 

Not  without  blood,  thou  prayest  above ; 
The  marks  of  thy  expiring  love 

God  on  thy  hands  engraven  sees ! 
He  hears  thy  blood  for  mercy  cry, 
And  sends  his  Spirit  from  the  sky, 

A.nd  seals  our  everlasting  peace. 

• 

Thankful  we  now  the  earnest  take. 
The  pledge  thou  wilt  at  last  come  back 

And  openly  thy  servants  own ; 
To  us,  who  long  to  see  thee  here. 
Thou  shalt  a  second  time  appear. 

And  bear  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1746. 


Put  ye  in  the  sickle. 
Joel  Ui.  IS. 


L.  P.  M. 
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Ye  angels,  put  the  sickle  in. 
The  world  is  now  mature  in  sin ; 

The  press  is  full,  the  fats  overflow ; 
The  Lord's  decisive  day  is  near. 
And  countless  multitudes  appear 

Before  his  judgment-seat  below. 

The  sun  shall  set  in  solemn  night. 
The  moon  and  stars  withdraw  their  light, 

The  shattered  earth's  foundations  groan : 
The  ruined  heavens  his  wrath  shall  feel, 
And  nature's  last  convulsions  tell 

That  Israel's  Strength  remains  alone. 

Crown  thy  impatient  people's  hope, 
And  fill  our  faith  and  knowledge  up, 

The  kingdom  to  thy  saints  restore ; 
And  when  thy  church  is  filled  with  thee, 
Pure  holiness  thy  church  shall  be, 

And  sin  shall  never  enter  more. 

Charie$  Wesley,  ab.  17B8. 


NashviUe.  p.  1890. 
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The  glory  of  his  grace. 
Eph.L6. 


L.  P.  M. 


O  God  of  my  salvation,  hear. 
And  help  a  sinner  to  draw  near 

With  boldness  to  the  throne  of  grace : 
Help  me  thy  benefits  to  sing, 
And  smile  to  see  me  feebly  bring 

My  humble  sacrifice  of  praise. 

The  boundless  love  that  found  out  me, 
For  every  soul  of  man  is  free ; 

None  of  Thy  mercy  need  despair ; 
Patient,  and  pitiful,  and  kind, 
Thee  every  soul  of  man  may  find. 

And,  freely  saved,  thy  grace  declare. 

How  shall  I  thank  thee  for  the  grace, 
The  trust  I  have  to  see  thy  face. 

When  sin  shall  all  be  purged  away ! 
The  night  of  doubts  and  fears  is  past ; 
The  Morning  Star  appears  at  last, 

And  I  shall  see  the  perfect  day. 

Wesley,  ab.  1741. 

Q1  O  Renewing  of  the  Holy  Ghost.       t    t>    At 

lfl«  TitusiUS.  L.  P.  .^1. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all-quick'ning  fire ! 
Come,  and  my  hallowed  heart  inspire, 

Sprinkled  with  the  atoning  blood : 
Now  to  my  soul  thyself  reveal; 
Thy  mighty  working  let  me  feel, 

And  know  that  I  am  born  of  God. 

Humble,  and  teachable,  and  mild. 
Oh,  may  I,  as  a  little  child. 

My  lowly  Master's  steps  pursue ! 
Be  anger  to  my  soul  unknown ; 
Hate,  envy,  jealousy,  be  gone ; 

In  love  create  thou  all  things  new. 

Let  earth  no  more  my  heart  divide ; 
With  Christ  may  I  be  crucified, 

To  thee  with  my  whole  soul  aspire ; 
Dead  to  the  world  and  all  its  toys, 
Its  idle  pomp  and  fading  joys, 

Be  thou  alone  my  one  desire! 

My  will  be  swallowed  up  in  Thee ; 
Light  in  thy  light  still  may  I  see. 

Beholding  thee  with  open  face ; 
Called  the  full  power  of  faith  to  prove, 
Let  all  my  hallowed  heart  be  love, 

And  all  my  spotless  life  be  praise. 

Wesley,  "b.  1740. 


299  Greenfield,  p.  300. 
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L.  P.  M.  X«ewi8  Edson,  b.  1748.    Arr.  H.,  188a 
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1  God  is  our  refuge  in  distress,   A    present  help  when  dangers  press ;  In  him 
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undaunted, we'll  confide,Tho'  earth  were  from  her  centre  tossed,  And  mountains  in  the 


^-f=fi^#-tf^iiFir  p  pj^ 


ocean  lost,Torn  piecemeal  by  the  roaring  tide,Torn  piecemeal  by  the  roaring  tide. 
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Q1  Q  Ood  ii  our  nTage  and  strength,    t    -e>    -m- 

2  A  gentler  stream  with  gladness  still 
The  city  of  our  Lord  shall  fill, — 

The  royal  seat  of  God  most  high  I 
God  dwells  in  Zion,  whose  fair  towers 
Shall  mock  the  assaults  of  earthly  powers 

While  his  almighty  aid  is  nigh. 

8  Come  see  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought, 
On  earth  what  desolation  brought ; 

How  he  has  calmed  the  jarring  world : 
He  brake  the  warlike  spear  and  bow, 
With  them  the  thundering  chariots  too 

Into  devouring  flames  were  hurled. 

4  Submit  to  God's  almighty  sway ; 
For  him  the  heathen  shall  obey. 

And  earth  her  sovereign  Lord  confess : 
The  God  of  Hosts  conducts  our  arms, 
Our  tower  of  refuge  in  alarms, 

As  to  our  fathers  in  distress. 

Tate  and  Brady,  ab.  1696. 
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014  "^  vnvergleichlicht  gut,  L.   P    M 

O  God,  of  good  thesUnfathomed  sea! 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  thee? 

Who  would  not  love  thee  with  his  might  ? 
O  Jesus  I  lover  of  mankind. 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind 

With  all  his  strength  to  thee  unite? 

Fountain  of  good,  all  blessing  flows 
From  thee ;  no  want  thy  fullness  knows : 

What  but  thyself  canst  thou  desire? 
Yet,  self-sufficient  as  thou  art. 
Thou  dost  desire  my  worthless  heart : 

This,  only  this,  dost  thou  require. 

High  throned  on  heaven's  eternal  hill, 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure  still 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is : 
And  yet  thou  deign'st  to  come  to  me, 
And  guide  my  steps,  that  I,  with  thee 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless  bliss. 

Johann  A.  Schcffler,  1624-1677.  Tr.  J.  Wedey,  ab.  1789. 
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916  '^^"fSL^^S!^'         L.  p.  M. 

Our  friendship  sanctify  and  guide ; 
Unmixed  with  selfishness  and  pride, 

Thy  glory  be  our  single  aim  I 
In  all  our  intercourse  below, 
Still  let  us  in  thy  footsteps  go, 

And  never  meet  but  in  thy  name. 

Fix  on  thyself  our  single  eye ; 
Still  let  us  on  thyself  rely, 

For  all  the  help  that  each  conveys, — 
The  help  as  from  thy  hand  receive, 
And  still  to  thee  all  glory  give, 

All  thanks,  all  might,  all  love,  all  praise. 

Whatever  thou  dost  on  one  bestow. 
Let  each  the  double  blessing  know ; 

Let  each  the  common  burden  bear ; 
In  comforts  and  in  griefs  agree ; 
And  wrestle  for  his  friends  with  thee, 
.  In  all  th'omnipotence  of  prayer. 

Witnesses  of  the  all-cleansing  blood, 
Long  may  we  work  the  works  of  God, 

And  do  thy  will  like  those  above ; 
Together  spread  the  gospel  sound, 
And  scatter  peace  on  all  around. 

And  joy,  and  happiness,  and  love. 

True  yokefellows,  by  love  compelled 
To  labor  in  the  gospel  field. 

Our  all  let  us  delight  to  spend 
In  gathering  in  thy  lambs  and  sheep ; 
Assured  that  thou  our  souls  wilt  keep, 

"Wilt  keep  us  faithful  to  the  end. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


0 1  A  And  they  crucified  him.  t    t>   iir 

a  ID  ^  Mark  XV.  25,  1^.  r.  M. 

Prostrate,  with  eyes  of  faith  I  see 
My  Saviour  fastened  to  the  tree ; 

A  victim  on  that  altar  laid, — 
Himself  presenting  to  the  skies 
The  grand  atoning  sacrifice. 

The  righteous  in  the  sinner's  stead. 

Well  pleasing  to  our  God  above, 
His  sacrifice  of  life  and  love 

I  plead,  before  the  gracious  throne ; 
Father,  a  prodigal  receive. 
And  bid  a  pardoned  rebel  live. 

The  purchase  of  thy  bleeding  Son. 

Charlea  Wesley^  1768. 
Baltimore,  p.  {998.  301 


01*7  Let  us  therefore  come  boldly.       t    -n   -^r 

v±  i  Heb.  iv.  16.  I"  ^*  M. 

With  one  consent  we  join  to  bless 
Jesus,  the  Lord  our  righteousness, 

And  tell  his  glories  all  abroad ; 
He  is  our  wisdom,  strength,  and  pow'r, 
Our  refuge  in  each  trying  hour. 

Our  life,  our  Saviour,  and  our  God. 

Thou  once  for  us  our  sins  didst  bear, 
Thou  now  dost  bend  to  hear  our  prayer ; 

Thou  callest  us  to  seek  thy  face ; 
We  in  thy  presence  now  appear, — 
With  reverence  and  with  godly  fear 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace. 

Wash'd  from  each  stain, oh  grant  that  we. 
Accepted  worshipers  may  be, 

As  humbly  we  draw  near  to  God ; 
Oh,  that  in  this  most  sacred  hour. 
Our  souls  may  know  thy  saving  pow'r. 

Cleansed  by  thy  Spirit  and  thy  blood. 

Ql  Q     One  thinff  have  I  denired  of  the  Lord,  t    -n   -m- 
alO  P8almxxTU.4.  L.  1 .  M. 

One  thing  have  I  desired  of  Thee, 
Grant  thou  that  favor.  Lord,  to  me. 

That  I  in  peace  may  see  thy  face ; 
May  dwell  within  thy  heavenly  home. 
Where  woes  and  sorrows  cannot  come, 

And  know  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace. 

How  blest  thy  saints  who  live  and  move 
In  the  pavilion  of  thy  love. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wing; 
And  who  in  heavenly  places  taste 
The  comforts  of  redeeming  grace. 

And  worship  thee,  their  Lord  and  King. 

Above  earth's  tempests,  woes  and  storms. 
Above  earth's  confiicts  and  alarms. 

Secure  from  all  their  warring  foes ; 
In  thy  protection  kept  and  blessed. 
Within  thy  sheltering  arms  they  rest, 

In  holy,  calm,  and  sweet  repose. 

Thus  shall  my  head  be  lifted  up 
In  holy  joy,  in  steadfast  hope. 

When  in  thy  presence  I  shall  dwell ; 
For  there  my  raptured  tongue  shall  sing 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King 

Who  loves  me  and  does  all  things  well. 

II.,  1885. 


919-021 


'^n^H  "^ipm  in  @iA. 


Confidence. 


78A6i. 


Peculiar. 
Fine. 


Juvenile  Hannonyi  1825. 


Arr.  H.  1882. 
N<       D.C. 
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010      Why  art  thon  cast  down,  0  mjr  bouI?  ^g  ^  Qg, 

2  Mention  to  him  every  want, 
Yea,  whatever  may  grieve  thee ; 

If  for  comfort  thou  dost  pant, 

Jesus  will  relieve  thee. 
Turn,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest ; 

Quickly  turn  to  Jesus ; 
In  his  presence  thou  art  blest, 

He  to  thee  is  gracious. 

3  Mourn  whene'er  thou  hast  forgot 
Him  whose  great  compassion 

Never  fails,  whose  blood  hath  bought 

Thy  complete  salvation. 
Earthly  things  do  not  regard ; 

Trust  in  Jesus'  favor ; 
He  will  be  thy  great  reward, 

And  thy  shield  forever. 

John  Cennick,  1717-1755. 


OOA       In  thellkeness  of  his  resurrection,    ^alr  Qa 

Welcome,  from  beneath  the  wave 

With  your  Saviour  rising, 
Trusting  in  his  pow'r  to  save, 

Earthly  hopes  despising : 
Welcome  to  the  Christian  band. 

Who  have  gone  before  thee, 
Pilgrims  to  a  better  land. 

Pressing  on  to  glory. 

Dead  with  Him  who  died  for  you, 

Dead  to  sin  and  folly ; 
Risen  with  him  to  live  anew. 

Live  to  trust  him  wholly. 
Let  each  worldly  striving  cease , 

Run  the  race  before  thee ; 
Christ  is  all  your  life  and  peace, — 

Christ  the  hope  of  glory. 

By  FermUsion. 
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If  with  Christ  we  die  and  rise 

In  this  world  of  sadness. 
We  shall  meet  him  in  the  skies, 

When  he  comes,  with  gladness ; 
In  that  resurrection  day 

We  shall  share  his  glory. 
And  to  all  eternity 

Shout  redemption's  story. 

Arr.  H.,  1865. 


Exhortine  one  another. 
Heb.  X.  25. 


Vs  &6s. 
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Come,  my  brethren,  let  us  try. 

For  a  little  season, 
Every  burden  to  lay  by ; 

Come,  and  let  us  reason. 
What  is  this  that  casts  you  down? 

What  is  this  that  grieves  you? 
Speak,  and  let  the  worst  be  known ; 

Speaking  may  relieve  you. 

Think  on  what  your  Saviour  bore 

In  the  gloomy  garden. 
Sweating  blood  at  every  pore 

To  procure  your  pardon.  • 
View  him  nailed  upon  the  tree, 

Bleeding,  groaning,  crying; 
See,  he  suffered  this  for  thee. 

For  the  guilty  dying. 

Think  of  all  your  Saviour's  grace, 

Think  how  much  he  loves  you ; 
If  he  seems  to  hide  his  face, 

It  is  thus  he  proves  you. 
Spread  your  wants  before  his  throne ; 

Tell  him  each  temptation ; 
Trust  him  while  you  are  cast  down ; 

Wait  his  sure  salvation. 

Joteph  Hart,  ab.  1712-1768.  v.  S,  H.,  1865. 
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922        ^^^^^^'^'i^h.^!*"**^-      Is  &  6s. 

See,  He  comes  I  he  won  the  day ! 

Go  ye  forth  to  meet  him ; 
Bring  the  palm  and  strew  the  way, 

And  with  singing  greet  him. 
Jesus  is  the  victor's  name, 

Jesus,  Lord  of  glory ! 
Ply,  ye  heralds,  spread  his  fame. 

Tell  the  joyful  story. 

Well  his  people  now  may  sing — 

Sing  with  exultation ; 
Since  the  victor  is  their  King, 

And  he  brings  salvation. 
Make  the  Saviour's  triumph  known, 

Let  the  nations  hear  it; 
He  alone  deserves  the  crown, 

He  alone  shall  wear  it. 

Thomas  KeVy,  1809. 
AOQ  His  mercy  endureth  forever.        7s  <fe  6s 

Boundless  mercy  from  above 

Jesus  is  bestowing ; 
Tears  of  sorrow,  joy,  and  love, 

From  our  eyes  are  flowing. 
Christ  has  died  the  lost  to  save. 

Risen  to  dwell  in  glory ; 
Christ  has  triumphed  o'er  the  grave. 

Shout  the  joyful  story. 

Hungry  souls  by  him  are  fed 

With  the  bread  of  heaven ; 
See  his  bounteous  table  spread, 

Freely  all  is  given : 
Weary  souls  in  him  find  rest, 

Mourners  consolation; 
Heavy-laden  hearts  are  blest. 

Sinners  find  salvation. 

II.,  1880. 


How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains. 
Isa.  lii.  7. 


Ys  &  6s. 


924 

O  how  beautiful  their  feet, 

Who  upon  the  mountains, 
Sound  abroad  the  tidings  sweet 

Of  life's  flowing  fountains. 
Mercy,  peace,  and  plenteous  grace. 

Sweet  as  heavenly  manna, 
Now  are  offered  to  our  race — 

Shout,  and  sing  hosanna ! 

Joyful  tidings  we  have  heard, 
And  with  hearts  o'erflowing, 

Praise  Jehovah  for  his  word. 
His  salvation  showing. 
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Soon  His  foes  he  will  subdue 

By  his  mighty  power ; 
Soon  he  will  make  all  things  new. 

Bright  as  Eden's  bower. 

Soon  time's  shades  shall  flee  away ; 

Groaning,  suffering,  sighing, 
Ne'er  shall  mar  the  perfect  day, 

There  shall  be  no  dying : 
Life  shall  issue  from  the  throne 

Like  a  crystal  river. 
Death's  dark  bondage  shall  be  done. 

Life  shall  flow  forever. 

UnknowHt  ab.  cir.  1840?    Ver.  3,  U.,  1886. 
QQR  If  a  man  die,  shall  he  live  again?  ijg,  ^  a^ 

If  in  dust  I'm  doomed  to  sleep, 

It  is  not  forever ; 
Fear  may  for  a  moment  weep. 

Christian  courage  never. 
Years  in  rapid  course  shall  roll. 

By  time's  chariot  driven. 
And  my  re-awakened  soul 

Wing  its  flight  to  heaven. 

What  though  o'er  my  mortal  tomb 

Clouds  and  mists  be  blending, 
Sweetest  hopes  shall  share  the  gloom, 

Hopes  to  heaven  ascending. 
These  shall  be  my  stay  and  trust, 

Ever  bright  and  vernal, — 
Life  shall  blossom  out  of  dust. 

Life  and  joy  eternal. 

John  Bowring,  1792-1872. 

926      ^  *^^  SSfe^iuT  ""^  *^'''    7s  &  6s. 

See  on  high  the  myriad  stars 

Calmly  o'er  us  beaming ; 
Far  from  tumults,  strifes,  and  wars, 

Ever  brightly  gleaming. 
Marshaled  by  their  Maker's  might, 

They  obedience  render; 
Shining  through  the  silent  night 

With  unfading  splendor. 

Thus  may  we,  like  sons  of  day, 

Ever  brightly  sliining,    . 
Through  time's  night  pursue  our  way, 

Knowing  no  declining. 
Turning  many  to  the  light, 

And  to  God  its  giver. 
Till  we  shine  in  glory  bright 

Like  the  stars  forever. 

H.,1870. 
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1,  Tho'  my  flesh  and  heart  may  fail,Fail  and  fleet  forever,  Yet  my  fears  shall  not  prevaU, 

And  with  him  beyond  the  tide, 
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Christ  shall  leave  me  never.    He  shall  journey  by  my  side,Thro*  the  si-lent  riv-  er, 
I  shall  live  for-  ev-  er. 
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2  When  time's  stormy  tempest-roar 

Is  forever  closing, 
I  shall  on  the  other  shore 

With  Him  be  reposing: 
Loving  eyes  shall  on  me  shine, 

Hands  shall  stretch  to  meet  me, 
Loving  arms  shall  round  me  twine, 

Loving  voices  greet  me. 

8  There  my  little  ones,  I  know, 

Round  me  shall  be  clinging; 
There  the  loved  of  long  ago 

With  me  shall  be  singing: 
Oh,  that  land  I  long  to  see, 

Where  the  weary-hearted 
Shall  with  Christ  in  glory  be, 

Never  to  be  parted. 

4  Saviour,  come  and  bring  the  day, — 

Day  of  endless  gladness ; 
Drive  our  tears  and  gloom  away, 

Banish  all  our  sadness : 
Let  us  see  the  light  of  home, 

Hear  its  music  swelling ; 
Bring  us  through  the  conquered  tomb 

To  that  heavenly  dwelling. 

H.,  1856. 
p.  30S. 
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OOQ        **Aeh.uns  Wird das  Hen k)  leer. '^  he,  •.  aa 
y«0  John xiv.  1.2.  /S  &  08. 

Ah !  this  heart  is  void  and  chill, 
'Mid  earth's  noisy  thronging, — 

For  the  Father's  mansion  still 
Earnestly  'tis  longing. 

Chorus. 
Looking  home,  looking  home, 

Toward  the  heavenly  mansions 
Jesus  hath  prepared  for  me 

In  his  Father's  kingdom. 

In  the  garments  once  so  strong, 
Now  are  rents  distressing; 

And  the  sandals  worn  so  long. 
Heavily  are  pressing. 

Oh !  to  be  at  home,  and  gain 

All  for  which  we're  sighing ;         , 

From  all  earthly  want  and  pain 
To  be  swiftly  flying. 

With  this  load  of  sin  and  care 

Then  no  longer  bending. 
But  with  waiting  angels  there. 

On  our  Lord  attending. 

Soon  the  glorious  day  w^ill  dawn, 
Heavenly  pleasures  bringing; 

Night  will  be  exchanged  for  mom, 
Sighs  give  place  to  singing. 

C.  J.  p.  Spitta,  1801-1809.  TV.  Jane  Borthwick.  1854-1S62. 
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929  ®™^'^i2[.m[.'J!''^""'"-       '7s  &  6s. 

Suffering  Saviour,  Lamb  of  God, 

How  hast  thou  been  smitten ! 
With  th'  Almighty*8  wrathful  rod, 

Soul  and  body  stricken ! 
We,  for  whom  thou  once  wast  slain, 

We,  whose  sins  did  pierce  thee, 
Now  commemorate  thy  pain. 

And  implore  thy  mercy. 

We  would  with  thee  sympathize 

In  thy  bitter  passion ; 
With  soft  hearts  and  weeping  eyes 

See  thy  great  salvation. 
Thine's  an  everlasting  love, 

We  have  sorely  tried  thee. 
Whom  have  we  in  heav'n  above, 

Whom  on  earth  beside  thee? 

What  can  helpless  sinners  do. 

When  temptations  seize  us? 
Nought  have  we  to  look  unto 

But  the  blood  of  Jesus. 
Pardon  all  our  baseness.  Lord, 

All  our  weakness  pity ; 
Guide  us  safely  by  thy  word 

To  the  heavenly  city. 

Lord,  sustain  us  on  the  road 

Through  this  desert  dreary ; 
Feed  us  with  thy  flesh  and  blood, 

When  we're  faint  and  weary. 
Bid  us  call  to  mind  thy  cross, 

Our  hard  hearts  to  soften ; 
Often,  Saviour,  feed  us  thus, 

For  we  need  it  often. 

Joseph  Hart,  1762. 
QQA  Jesus  xeahres  Ootteslamm  ^q  a^  Rg 

Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  thou  art 

My  souPs  life  and  treasure ; 
Bridegroom  of  my  loving  heart, 

I  am  thine  forever. 
In  thy  fold  may  I  abide 

While  on  earth  a  stranger, 
Safely  sheltered  by  thy  side. 

Free  from  fear  and  danger. 

Gracious  Sliepherd,  linger  near, 
Through  the  darkness  dreary ; 

Keep  me  safe  from  every  fear, 
Through  the  night-watch  weary. 


While  dark  fiends  like  lions  roar. 
While  fierce  woes  oppress  me, 

Strong  in  Thee,  I  fear  no  more, 
Thou  dost  keep  and  bless  me. 

Shepherd,  Bishop  of  my  soul, 

In  thy  love  confiding, 
On  I  press  to  reach  my  goal,  > 

Thou  my  footsteps  guiding. 
Grant  me  thro'  this  desert  drear 

Mercy,  peace,  and  blessing; 
Lingering  not  while  rest  is  near, 

Keep  me  homeward  pressing. 

Old  German  Hymn,  Tr.  H.,  1879. 

QQI     Thou  Shalt  rest,  and  stand  in  thy  lot.*  ^q  jl,  dg 
oOk  Dan.  xii.  13.  '  ^  *  ^»' 

Rest  in  peace,  thy  woes  are  past ; 

Thou  art  freed  from  sorrow ; 
Eventide  has  come  at  last, 

Rest,  and  wait  the  morrow. 
Toils  and  trials  now  are  o'er, 

Thou  art  done  with  sadness ; 
Earth  shall  vex  thy  soul  no  more, — 

What  remains  but  gladness? 

Rest  in  peace  on  Jesus'  arm, 

In  his  love  confiding ; 
Safe  from  every  ill  and  harm, 

While  night's  hours  are  gliding ; 
Till  the  shadows  flee  away. 

Till  the  morning,  breaking, 
Ushers  in  the  endless  day — 

All  the  saints  awaking. 

Weep  we  not  in  hopeless  grief, 

Endless  light  is  dawning : 
Christ  shall  come  to  our  relief, 

He  shall  bring  our  morning: 
Day  of  greetings,  day  of  rest  I 

End  of  sin  and  sighing, — 
In  thy  light  may  we  be  blest; 

Free  from  pain  and  dying. 

H.,  1884. 
QQO        The  grace  of  the  Lord  Jesns  Christ.  '7g  ^  Qg 

Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  part, 

Grant  us  thy  protection ; 
To  each  praying,  trusting  heart 

Give  divine  direction. 
Lord,  thy  favors  never  cease, 

Of  all  good  the  Giver ; — 
May  thy  mercy,  grace,  and  peace, 

Dwell  with  us  forever. 

H.  1884. 
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I  have  Drayed  for  thee. 
Luke  zzil.  32. 


fail    thee, 


I    have  prayed  for    thee/* 
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Faint  not,  weary  pilgrim, 

Faint  not  by  the  way ; 
Listen  to  your  Saviour — 

What  doth  Jesus  say? 
**Ever  as  thy  day  is, 

So  thy  strength  shall  be ; 
Let  not  courage  fail  thee, 

I  have  prayed  for  thee." 

What  though  sore  temptations 

Meet  you  in  the  way, 
Fear  not,  humble  Christian, 

Drive  your  fears  away. 
In  thy  tribulations 

Look  to  Calvary ; 
Hear  your  dying  Saviour 

Praying  still  for  thee. 

Though  the  raging  tempter. 

Seeking  for  his  prey. 
Tries  to  turn  your  footsteps 

From  the  narrow  way ;  ' 
If  you  firm  resist  him. 

He  will  from  you  flee ; 
Fear  not,  you  will  conquer, 

Jesus  prays  for  thee. 


Copyrifrht.  H.  L.  HostinKs.  1885. 
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What  though  friends  forsake  you, 

Earthly  comforts  fail. 
Cast  your  care  on  Jesus, 

Let  not  fears  prevail. 
See  your  loving  Saviour 

Suffering  on  the  tree. 
Bleeding,  groaning,  dying. 

Praying  still  for  thee. 

What  though  you  may  meet  with 

Trials  in  the  way. 
Lean  upon  your  Saviour, 

He  will  be  your  stay. 
Onward  press  with  courage. 

Feeble  though  you  be. 
Never  be  disheartened, — 
,  *'I  have  prayed  for  thee." 

How  these  words  of  comfort 

Heavenly  joy  impart ! 
May  they  be  forever 

Stamped  upon  my  heart. 
Blessed  consolation ! 

Naught  so  sweet  can  be 
As  the  words  of  Jesus — 

**I  have  prayed  for  thee." 

James  Lawaon,  1878, 


M  m  l\$  WpA$i  JUmnv  cf  @tA. 
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QSUL  We  are  well  able  to  overcome,       da  m.  Ka 

Forward,  Christian  soldiers, 

Through  a  hostile  land, 
Victory  is  before  you, 

March  with  sword  in  hand ; 
He  who,  in  the  desert, 

Satan^s  power  overcame, 
Giveth  you  this  victory 

Through  his  wondrous  name. 

Though  the  Prince  of  darkness 

Girds  him  for  the  fight, 
You  may  well  defy  him 

With  the  arms  of  light : 
Thro'  the  gathering  blackness 

Flash  the  gleaming  Word ; 
Hell's  dark  hosts  are  routed 

By  the  Spirit's  sword! 

Forward,  Christian  soldiers ! 

Lo,  before  you  lies 
Yonder  goodly  country, 

God's  fair  Paradise : 
Tho'  the  foes  are  many 

Who  our  march  withstand, 
We  thro'  Christ  are  able 

To  possess  the  land. 

Forward,  Christian  soldiers  I 

Watch,  and  fight,  and  pray, 
Clad  in  GojL's  whole  armor, 

You  shall  gain  the  day. 
When  the  war  is  over. 

And  the  victory  won. 
May  we  hear  our  Leader 

Say  to  us,  »*Well  done!" 


H.,  1884. 


986         '  "^^Kr^Ti!  *^"       6s  &  5s. 

Where  the  mourner,  weeping. 

Sheds  the  secret  tear, 
God  his  watch  is  keeping, 

Though  none  else  be  near 
God  will  never  leave  thee ; 

All  thy  wants  he  knows. 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 

Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 

Raise  thine  eyes  to  heaven 

When  thy  spirits  quail, 
When,  by  tempests  driven. 

Heart  and  courage  fail ; 
Go  thy  Way.  p.  310. 
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When  in  grief  you  languish, 

He  will  dry  the  tear; 
He  his  children's  anguish 

Soothes  with  succor  near. 

All  thy  woe  and  sadness. 

In  this  world  below 
Balance  not  the  gladness 

Thou  at  last  Shalt  know, 
When  thy  gracious  Saviour 

Coming  from  above. 
Crowns  thee  with  his  favor, 

Fills  thee  with  his  love. 

nelnrich  S.  Oswald,  1793.  Tr.  Frances  E.  Cox,  ab.  1864. 
936  ««*"™«-^t£j/^^.Omy.o«l.    6g^5g^ 

Cease,  my  soul,  thy  strayings ! 

Have  they  brought  thee  peace? 
Come,  no  more  delayings, 

Cease  thy  wanderings,  cease. 
Thou  hast  found  thy  centre ; 

There,  my  soul,  abide; 
Never  more  adventure 

Now  to  swerve  aside. 

Thou  hast  reached  thy  dwelling ; 

Safe,  sure  anchorage 
From  the  perilous  swelling 

Of  the  tempest's  rage. 
Tranquil  hours  now  greet  thee, 

In  thy  calm  abode; 
Gracious  looks  now  meet  thee, 

From  thy  loving  God. 

See  yon  star,  love-lighted. 

Sparkles  from  on  high ; 
See  yon  hope,  love-plighted. 

Cheers  thy  heaviest  sky. 
Watch,  my  soul,  the  glory 

Coming  brightly  up. 
O'er  yon  forest  hoary, 

O'er  yon  mountain-top. 

'Tis  the  bridal  morning; 

Rise,  make  no  delay ; 
Put  on  thine  adorning, 

Cast  thy  weeds  away. 
Pierce  these  mists  that  blind  thee, 

Press  to  yonder  prize. 
Break  the  bonds  that  bind  thee, 

Rise,  my  soul,  arise ! 

UoratiuB  Bonar,  1887. 


Bells  of  Joy  are  Ringing.       et,  St  A  Ti. 
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Bells  of  joy    are  ring  -  ing  High  inheaven'sbluedome;  Angel  hosts  are  singing 


'^f  r'ltr  M-'ig 


While  the  lost  come  home.Prodi- gals  retuming,Taste  a  Father's  love  ;Wand*rers  hasting 


Chonu. 


homeward,  Waken  joys    a-  hove.  Ring  the  bells ! Ring  the    bells ! 

•  Ring  the  bells !  Ring  the  bells ! 


Ueay'n  to  earth  its  gladness  tells :  Souls  redeemed  by  Jesus'  blood^Nov  |re  eondiig  hone  U  God. 


iii:ri  II 


937  And  "»ej^beK.n^to^be  merry.       (Jg  ^  5g^ 

Bells  of  joy  are  ringing, 

High  in  heaven's  blue  dome ; 
Angel  hosts  are  singing 

While  the  lost  come  home. 
Prodigals  returning, 

Taste  a  Father's  lOve ; 
Wand'rers  hasting  homeward, 

Waken  joys  above. i?in^  t?ie  helh^etc. 

From  the  desert,  singing 

On  his  weary  way. 
Comes  the  Shepherd  bringing 

One  who  went  astray ; 
Calling  friends  and  neighbors, 

Telling  all  around, 
** Sing  with  me  for  gladness; 

I  the  lost  have  found !" 


Hark  I  the  music  swelling! 

See  the  table  spread ; 
Notes  of  joy  are  telling, 

He  who  once  was  dead, 
From  Ills  husks  returning, 

Wears  the  robe  and  ring ; 
Ends  the  Father's  yearning, 

Wakes  his  heart  to  sing. 

Go  ye  to  the  highways, 

Call  the  hungry  in ; 
Seek  them  in  the  hedges, 

Full  of  pain  and  sin ; 
Bid  them  to  the  supper. 

Haste  I  the  feast  is  spread. 
Crowd  the  hall  with  beggars, 

Give  the  hungry  bread. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Haatingi,  1877. 


308 


H.,  1877. 
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Lonely  and  dejected, 

See  the  lost  one  pine ; 
Wretched  and  neglected, 

'Mid  the  husks  and  swine : 
Now  no  more  deluded, 

He  forsakes  his  woe, — 
Saying,  **  To  my  father 

I  will  rise  and  go." 

Chorus. 

Wanderer,  come !  still  there's  room ; 
Welcomes  wait  for  thee  at  home : 
Still  the  Father  loves  his  child, 
Now  to  Him  be  reconciled. 

O'er  the  wayward  wanderer 

Still  the  father  yearns, 
Watches  till  the  tearful 

Prodigal  returns ; 
Hears  him  in  contrition 

All  his  sins  confess : 
Pities  his  condition, 

Clasps  him  to  his  breast. 

Filled  with  deepest  sorrow 
Hear  the  wayward  one : 
I  am  no  more  worthy 
To  be  called  thy  son." 

On  his  brow  the  father 
Plants  the  kiss  of  peace, 

Hushes  all  his  sorrows. 
Bids  his  wanderings  cease. 

Oh!  thou  weary  wanderer, 

Why  so  long  delay? 
Lo,  the  Father  waiteth. 

Why  not  come  to-day? 
Why  with  want  and  hunger 

Perish,  far  from  home? 
Poor,  lost,  weary  wanderer, 

Come  this  hour!  come  home! 

H..  1884. 


U 


Go  thy  way.  p.  310.     Intercession,  p.  306. 


93gHi. window. begjropen  toward  Jeru.«lem.g^5g^ 

Set  thy  windows  open 

To  thy  Father's  home, 
Count  the  days  appointed 

Till  His  kijigdom  come ; 
Captive  here  with  strangers, 

Come  apart  from  them ; 
Set  thy  windows  open 

To  Jerusalem  I 

Chobus. 
Watch  and  pray,  day  by  day, 
Though  from  Zion  far  away ; 
Foes  may  gather,  fear  not  them, 
Look  toward  Jerusalem. 

Though  thou  dwell  with  lions 

Here  in  this  strange  land, 
God  will  still  subdue  them 

By  his  angel's  hand ; 
In  thy  spirit's  chamber, 

Undismayed  by  them, 
Set  thy  windows  open 

To  Jerusalem ! 

Open  them  to  angels 

As  they  go  and  come, 
Open  them  to  visions 

Of  thy  Father's  home ; 
Open,  till  there  lighten 

On  thy  face  through  them 
Brightness  of  the  rising 

Of  Jerusalem! 

See  the  light  in  darkness 

Of  the  wondrous  cross ! 
See  the  golden  city 

Rise  from  dust  and  dross ! 
Every  stone  transfigured, 

Now  a  shining  gem, 
Tells  JTessiah's  glory 

In  Jerusalem. 

Keep  thy  windows  open, 
Lest  thine  heart  forget; 
Watch  and  pray,  beloved, 

Till  the  time  God  set, 
Till  the  angels  call  thee 

To  return  with  them 
Home  to  dwell  forever 

In  Jerusalem ! 
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jQo  thy  Way  for  this  Time. 


6s  &  5s« 


B.,1874. 


f  J  i  \  i7^rn=-i^i- i \  <u  u  m 


1  Ah,  what  words  of     dan  -  ger !  Hear    the    sin  -  ner     say,    *'  Go     thy 


t^-4-f-;4f;-M f  E  ^  EiFih^  m 
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way  for    this  time,  Spir  -  it,     go     thy  way  I  Earth   is   full    of    pleasure, 


Life    a     summer's  day ;   Go  thy  way  for  this  time,  Spir  - 


it,    jgo    thy  way !" 


94Q  ^*»  %cT.'^S^.*&V^""*     6s&5s. 

2  O'er  the  death-doomed  sinner, 
Mercy  from  her  throne, 

Lifts  her  cry  of  anguish, 

**0h,  that  thou  liadst  known! 

Oft  would  I  have  gathered  — 
All  thy  sins  forgot  — 

Oft  would  I  have  saved  thee, — 
Sinner,  thou  wouldst  notl " 

3  On  the  throne  of  judgment, 
Lo,  the  King  appears ! 

He  who,  o'er  the  sinper, 
Vainly  poured  his  tears ; 

To  his  tender  pleadings 
Thou  hast  steeled  thy  heart. 

Canst  thou  bear  to  hear  him 
Speak  the  word  "Depart"? 

•    4  Sinner,  Christ  is  calling, 

Waiting  still  to-day! 
But  the  sands  are  falling. 

Why  will  you  delay? 
**More  convenient  season" 

Never  shalt  thou  see ; 
Now's  the  day  of  mercy, — 

To  the  Saviour  flee ! 


H..  1874. 


Copyright,  Q.  L.  Hutings,  1874, 
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Why  that  look  of  sadness? 

Why  that  downcast  eye? 
Can  no  thought  of  gladness 

Lift  thy  soul  on  high? 
O,  thou  heir  of  heaven, 

Think  of  Jesus'  love, 
While  to  thee  is  given 

All  his  grace  to  prove. 

Is  thy  burdened  spirit 

Anguished  for  thy  sin? 
Think  of  Jesus'  merit: 

He  can  make  thee  clean. 
On  the  cross  he  suffered, 

There  the  Lamb  was  slain ; 
Let  that  blood,  thus  offered. 

Cleanse  thee  from  each  stain. 

Is  thy  spirit  drooping? 

Is  the  tempter  near? 
Still  on  Jesus  hoping. 

What  hast  thou  to  fear? 
See  the  prize  before  thee ; 

Gird  thy  armor  oh ; 
Heir  of  grace  and  glory, 

Struggle  for  thy  crown. 

Thomas  Haotings,  183^. 
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Qiig  Unto  the  uttermost  i>art8  of  the  earth.  Qa  Jr  ^a 

To  the  far-off  regions 

Men  of  God,  away; 
Meet  the  hostile  legions 

Face  the  proud  array. 
You  who  are  appointed 

In  this  course  to  run 
Go  ye  forth,  anointed 

By  the  Holy  One. 

Think  not  of  delaying 

When  jour  Master  calls : 
'Tis  no  time  for  staying 

In  the  pleasant  hails. 
Home  is  sweet,  but  sweeter 

Is  it  to  obey  ; 
This  is  wiser,  better, 

Men  of  God,  away  1 

Soon  the  Lord  appearing 

Will  dry  up  your  tears; 
Wait,  then,  nothing  fearing, 

Wait  till  he  appears. 
Gladness  without  measure 

Will  be  yours  that  day; 
Holy  joy  and  pleasure 

Not  to  pass  away. 

Thomas  Kelly,  ab.  1769^1855. 
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Ileia  not  here,  but  is  risen. 
Luke  zziv.  6. 


6s  &  5s. 


Welcome,  happy  morning ! 

Age  to  age  shall  say : 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished. 

Heaven  is  won  to-day. 
Lo,  the  dead  is  living, 

God  forever  more  I 
Him,  their  true  Creator, 

All  his  works  adore. 

Earth  with  joy  confesses, 

Clothing  her  for  spring, 
All  good  gifts  returned  with 

Her  returning  King: 
Bloom  in  every  meadow, 

Leaves  on  every  bough, 
Speak  his  sorrows  ended. 

Hail  his  triumph  now. 

Maker  and  Redeemer, 
Life  and  health  of  all. 

Thou,  from  heaven  beholding 
Human  nature^s  fall, 
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Of  the  Fathers  Godhead 

True  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver. 

Manhood  didst  put  on. 

Thou,  of  life  the  author, 

Death  didst  undergo. 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness, 

Saving  strength  to  show ; 
Come  then,  true  and  faithful, 

Now  fulfill  thy  word, 
'Tis  thine  own  third  morning, 

Rise,  my  buried  Lord ! 

Loose  the  souls  long  prisoned; 

Bound  with  Satan^s  chain ; 
All  that  now  is  fallen. 

Raise  to  life  again ; 
Show  thy  face  in  brightness. 

Bid  the  nations  see ; 
Bring  again  our  daylight ; 

Day  returns  with  thee  I 

VenatiuB  Fortunatus.  d.  609.  Tr.  J.  Ellerton. 
(  Suns  by  Jerome  of  Prague  at  the  stake.) 

Q^/|  The  night  shall  be  light  about  me.  gu  ^  5a 

Now  the  day  is  over, 

Night  is  drawing  nigh ; 
Shadows  of  the  evening 

Steal  across  the  sky. 
Jesus,  grant  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose ; 
With  thy  tenderest  blessing 

May  our  eyelids  close. 

Grant  to  little  children 

Visions  bright  of  thee ; 
Guard  the  sailors  tossing 

On  the  angry  sea. 
Comfort  every  sufferer 

Watching  late  in  pain ; 
Those  who  plan  some  evil, 

From  their  sins  restrain. 

Through  the  long  night  watches. 

May  thine  angels  spread 
Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Standing  round  my  bed. 
When  the  morning  wakens, 

Then  may  I  arise 
Pure,  and  fresh,  and  sinless. 

In  thy  holy  eyes. 

Sabine  Baring-Gould. 
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78,  6ft,  8s  A  lOa. 
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^Jhere  Is  a  King  of  Olory. 


1    There    is      a  King  of      glo    -    ry       Ere    long    on  earth  to    rise,    Sung 


1 — i — i  'i^-- —  I  II  r    ^r    "    "    |-  ■[•■^•ii  r     A 


in  pro-phet-ic     sto  -  ry.  Descend- ing  from  the  skies ;  The  babe    of    Bethle- 


^yLUJii^ 


hem, 'tis  He,      It    is      the  man  of     Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Not  crown'd  with  thorns  and 

If     -P- 


go  -    ry,    But  crown'd  with  glory    now !     Not  cro wn*d  with  thorns  to-day,  Not 
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mocked  and    led      a  -  way,  But  crown'd  with  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    glo-  ry    now. 


f-lJ  plMl 


Who  is  this  Kln^  of  KI017  ? 
Fsalm  XXIV.  8. 


P.  M. 
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2  He  Cometh,  cometh  speedy, 

To  save  his  suffering  saints, 
Saints  groaning,  waiting,  ready, 

And  endeth  their  complaints; 
With  joy  they  meet  him  in  the  air, 
And  shout  the  swelling  triumph  there ! 

No  longer  poor  and  needy, 
But  crowned  with  glory  now ! 

Not  one's  reviled  to-day ; 

None  stumble  in  the  way, — 
All  crown'd  with  everlasting  glory  now. 


Copyright,  U.  L.  Hastings,  1885. 
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3  O  tears,  and  sin,  and  sighing, 

Now  let  your  prisoner  go, 
Discharged  from  pain  and  dying 

And  from  a  world  of  woe ; 
I  go  to  Christ — he  comes  to  me — 
We  meet  in  bright  eternity; 

On  clouds  he  cometh  flying, 
On  clouds  of  glory  now. 

Victorious  in  his  wars, 

Full  many  a  palm  he  bears. 
And  crowns  of  everlasting  glory  now. 

^  ^^^Bemainder  of  hymn  on  next  page. 
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By  and  By 


&1S7B. 


1  There  will    be     no    sin    nor    pain        By    and    by ;    All  that's  dark  -will 
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be    made    plain        By    and      by ;    For  the    Lord  will  come      a  -  gain, 
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Oh,  how  glorious  is  his  reign,  Like  the  sunshine  af  -  ter    rain,     By  and    by. 

m 
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Yet  a  little  while. 
Heb.  X.  37. 


7s  <fe  3s. 


2  "When  life's  lesson  we  shall  learn, 

By  and  by, 
Jesus'  voice  "we  shall  discern, 

By  and  by ; 
He  will  banish  every  sigh, 
Let  us  lift  our  hearts  on  high. 
Our  redemption  draweth  nigh, 

By  and  by. 


3  We  shall  see  him  eye  to  eye, 

By  and  by ; 
We  shall  meet  him  in  the  sky, 

By  and  by; 
We  shall  hear  his  tender  tone, 
We  shall  be  no  more  alone, 
He  is  coming  to  his  own, 

By  and  by. 

Anna  U.  C.  Howard,  1870. 
I  'Will  Come.    p.  315. 


4  Oh,  what  are  tribulation. 

And  all  the  ills  I  bear. 
Compared  with  this  salvation, 

And  all  the  glory  there? 
Behold,  a  city  fair  and  high, 
Bright  Capital  of  earth  and  sky, 

That  dureth  with  duration, 
All  filled  with  glory  now ! 

The  armies  of  His  crace, 

Triumphant  reach  tne  place — 
'Tis  glory,  everlasting  glory  now ! 


Copyright,  U.  L.  UastinKS,  1885. 


5  There  every  sight  that  pleases. 
There  every  sound  that  cheers, 

There  sweet  immortal  breezes, 
Inspire  the  palmy  years ; 

There  all  the  just  join  in  a  band, 

From  every  age,  from  every  land, 
While  o'er  them  reigns  King  Jc^us, 

With  crowns  of  glory  now ! 
The  people  of  His  grace, 
Have  reached  the  heavenly  place, 

'Tis  glory,  everlasting  glory  now  I 

Unknown,  dr.  1848. 
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Angel  QuardSi 

«"  U..  1879. 


8,  11  A  7s. 


H.,  1879. 
Chorus  from  Uusband. 


1  There  are   an  -  gels     ev  -  er    near    us,      As    our  homeward  way    we      go ; 

2  Lo !   they  ride     the    rag  -  ing    tempests,    On    the    viewless  winds  they    fly, 

3  Tho'    the  hosts    of     hell  may  gath  -  er      In    their  madness      to      the    fray, 

4  There    is   joy       a  -  mong  the      an  -  gels.  When    a    prod  -   i  -    gal  comes  home, 


\0  -         -        -m-      -m-      -w       -m- 

They  encamp  around  a  -  bout  us  night  and  day  ;  In  their  hands  they  bear  us 
Or  they  robe  themselves  in  glo  -  ry  like  a  flame ;  Tho'  unseen  by  mor-tal 
Yet  God's  mightier  host  is  marshaled  to    de  -  fend.  And  they  turn  the  tide    of 

When  a    lost  one  turns  to  tread  the  heavenly  road ;   O      ye  lone  and  wea  -  ry 


ey  jii^ 


up  -  ward  Thro'     a    wil  -  der  -  ness     of    woe.  Lest  our   fee  -  ble     feet  should 

vis  -  ion.   Yet     to  faith's    a  -  noint  -  ed    eye  They  are  near    as    when     in 

bat  -  tie,    And  they  drive    the    foes      a  -  way,  And  the  saints  shall  be      vic- 

wanderers,  To  your    Father's  dwell-in p;  come,  And  find  peace  and    par  -  don 


■^ 


u    Z'   u   *il|-g— =p==|=J  ^c  ->=^= 


Chorus. 


i'l  i  J  J 


P^ 


:|: 


=5t: 


stum-  ble      in      the  way. 

an  -  cient  times  they  came. 

to  -  rious    at      the  end. 
thro'     a      Saviour's  blood. 


There  are    an  -  gels       hovering  round,  There     are 


an  -  gels      hovering  round,  There  are      an  -  gels,  an   -    gels     hovering  round. 
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f  ^  iftni  Jl^{  ^tm$f  HiSi  Som^. 


948-950 


I  Will  Come. 


7s&3b. 


H.,  187a 


{Hear  the  8weet,con-8ol-mg  word,  I  will  come ! 
When  for  you    I  have  prepared  Yonder  home.  In  my  Father's  house  there  are 


Many  mansions  bright  and  fair ;  And  when  all  is   read  -  y     there,       I   will  come. 


948  "iUUTrT"-  '78*38. 

Faint  not  on  your  weary  road  far  from  home ; 
Trust  in  me  and  trust  in  God,  as  ye  roam ; 
Though  the  way  be  dark  and  drear, 
Still  the  Comforter  is  near ; 
Soon  to  banish  every  fear,  I  will  come. 


Oh,  let  not  your  hearts  despair,  I  will  come ; 

I  am  going  to  prepare  you  a  home ; 

From  my  palace  in  the  skies, 

I  will  come  and  bid  you  rise, 

You  shall  sing  in  Paradise,  when  I  come.   * 

H.,  1879. 
By  and  By.    p.  313. 


040         Are  they  not  all  ministeriHK  spiritB?  g  1  1    ^ 

O,  ye  saints,  whose  eyes  are  heavy, 
And  whose  hopes  in  fear  expire, 
Look  ye  upward  sod  behold  yon  radiant  throng ; 
See  the  mountain  full  of  horses 
With  their  chariots  of  fire, 
And  then  shout  amid  tha  strife  your  triumph  song. 

CHORUS 

There  are  angels  hovering  round, 
There  are  angels  hovering  round. 
There  are  angels,  angels  hov'ring  round. 

Lo,  they  stem  the  tide  of  conflict 
When  the  enemy  is  strong ; 
And  they  comfort  all  the  fainting  and  the  sad ; 
And  they  bend  to  hear  our  voices 
As  we  sing  the  victor's  song, 
And  in  all  our  joy  and  gladness  they  are  glad. 

When  the  Lord  of  all  the  angels 
With  his  messengers  of  might, 
In  the  glory  of  the  Father  soon  shall  come, 
He  will  send  for  us  his  angels. 
On  the  wings  of  love  and  light, 
Aiid  will  gather  all  his  people  to  their  home. 

H.,  1879. 
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950        ""^^  '"'&S.'$i%r''^'     8, 1 1,  7. 

Will  you  flee  to  Christ  for  refuge, 
Even  while  'tis  called  to-day? 
Will  you  hasten  to  the  heaven  of  his  breast  ? 
Will  you  come  to  him  who  loves  you 
And  will  wash  your  sins  away? 
Will  you  hasten  to  the  Saviour  and  be  blest  ? 

CHORUS. 

There's  a  refuge  for  the  lost,    . 
For  the  souls  by  tempest  tossed ; 
There's  a  sheltering  refuge  for  the  lost. 

Sinner,  fly  to  Christ  this  moment, 
Do  not  wait  another  hour; 

While  the  storm  of  judgment  lingers  haste  away. 
He  shall  shield  you  by  his  mercy ; 
He  shall  guard  you  by  his  power, 

He  shall  save  you  in  the  solemn  judgment  day. 

There's  a  refuge  for  the  weary, 
There's  a  Saviour  for  the  lost, 
There's  a  Shepherd  seeking  wanderers  gone  astray. 
There's  a  Helper  for  the  helpless, 
And  for  souls  by  tempests  tossed. 
There's  a  Saviour  who  will  welcome  you  to-day. 

H.,188i. 


951 


T^t  JK^}{  fkmA  l(i«  Jbtffii^ 


,When  the  Angels  Come* 


P.M. 


H.,  1879. 


1  I  have  heard  of  the  an  -  gel  throngs ;  Of  the  notes  of  joy  they  sing ;  As  with 


'Wi  i-  i  w 


veiled  facesthey  lift  their  songsjn  the  presence  of  the  King.  I  have  heard  that  they  fly  on 


wings  of  light,  To      vis-  it  this  world    of  sin  and  night ;  And  I  hope  their  glory  one 


day  to  see,  And  join  their  ra- dl- ant  com-pa-ny,  When  the  angels  come  for  me! 


QRI       They  shall  gather  tojcether  His  elect.     „    -.r 
VOX  '  Katt.xxiv.81.  P-   M. 

2  I  have  heard  of  their  conquering  might. 
When  in  ages  past  they  came ; 

How  they  vanquished  wrong,  and  guarded 
right, 

With  pillar  of  cloud  and  flame. 
How  they  came  to  the  help  of  faithful  men, 
In  the  fiery  flame  and  lions'  den ; 
How  they  smote  the  foes  of  God  Most  High ; 
And  I  hope  to  meet  them  by  and  by. 

When  the  angels  come  for  me. 

3  I  have  heard  that  they  guard  the  saints, 
Lest  they  stumble  in  the  way ; 

That  they  camp  around  their  pilgrim  tents, 

In  the  darkness  and  the  day ; 
That  they  fly  with  speed  at  the  voice  of  prayer ; 
That  they  make  the  little  ones  their  care ; 
That  they  sang  for  joy  o'er  Bethlehem's  plain, 
And  I  hope  to  hear  their  song  again, 

When  the  angels  come  for  me. 
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4  They  shall  come,  the  promise  saith, 
With  a  mighty  trumpet's  sound ; 

They  shall  roll  the  stone  from fhe  gates  of  death. 
They  shall  rend  the  trembling  ground ; 

They  shall  fly  afar  on  the  wings  of  light ; 

They  shall  gather  the  blest  to  mansions  bright, 

They  shall  rescue  the  troubl'd  and  tempest-tost ; 

They  shaU bring  with  gladness  the  lov'd  and  lost. 
When  the  angels  come  for  me. 

5  When  theransom'd  shall  raise  their  song, 
As  before  the  throne  they  stand, 

In  a  glorious,  happy,  white- robed  throng, 

With  their  palms  in  every  hand ; 
Then  the  angel  hosts  in  a  circle  grand, 
Shall  hear  the  song  of  the  ransomed  band. 
And  lowly  bending,  Amen,  shall  cry, 
And  praise  and  honor  the  Lord  Most  High, 
When  the  angels  come  for  me. 

H.,  1878. 

6 


%}it  @si4«  t^  H  J|]|$tH  mi  bs  JSi^. 


952-953 


Bright  Ansels  Open  the  Door.  7, 7, 7, 6, 6, 6, 7« 

Jl  II    ■  .    I «> — I. — k.    h   ^... — I- 


H.  B.  H.«  Arr.  1877. 


1.  Beside  yon  pearly  portals,    To  greet  the  blest  immortals,There  stand  twelve  holy 


Chorus. 

/7\ 


angels      To  keep  each  shining  door.    They  bid  us   welcome  home  I  Welcome 


•   /SN 


home, welcome  home  !They  bid  us  welcome  home,Bright  an- gels      o  -  pen  the  door. 


952 


At  the  gntes  twelve  angela. 


^ 


V  xxi.  12. 


7s<fe6s. 


2  There  stand  the  golden  mausions, 
Prepared  for  all  the  ransomed ; 
The  Prince  of  our  redemption, 

For  us  has  gone  before 

Chobus. 

They  bid  us  welcome  home ! 
Welcome  home,  welcome  home ! 
They  bid  us  welcome  home. 
Bright  angels  open  the  door. 

3  The  blest  of  every  nation, 
Released  from  tribulation, 
In  garments  of  salvation, 

There  meet  to  part  no  more. 

4  The  blessed  and  the  holy, 
In  that  bright  liome  of  glory, 
Shall  chant  redemption's  story, 

Like  ocean's  mighty  roar. 


968  SBCOND   PART. 

5  From  Bethlehem's  lowly  manger, 
A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger. 
Through  this  dark  world  of  danger. 

Our  griefs  the  Saviour  bore : 
He  bids  us  welcome  home  I 
Welcome  home,  &c. 

6  Poor  wanderer,  lost  and  weary, 
In  sin's  dark  desert  dreary. 

Thy  Shepherd  now  is  near  thee, 
Qome,  give  thy  wanderings  o'er. 
He  bids  you  welcome  home ! 
Welcome  home,  &c. 

7  Then  pilgrims,  cease  your  fearing, 
That  home  of  joy  is  nearing ; 

And  at  our  Lord's  appearing 
Our  wanderings  shall  be  o'er. 
He  comes  to  take  us  home  I 
Take  us  home,  &c. 
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H.,  1877. 


954-955 


Wini   aw  %i  Vnm  H  fl8tt? 


What  Shall  It  Profit? 


H.,  1878. 


1  Earthly  pomp  may  lure  thine  eye,    Earthly     music  charm  thiie  ears :  What  is  it 

" -^^^^=^-^m 


i 


worth  when  thou  must  die?Whatwhentk»  judgment  throneappears?  What  wUl  it 


III i'  ^    rinr 


\0^    ^ 


profit       to  gain  the  whole?  What  wilt  thou  give  in    exchange   for  thy  soul? 


m^ 


f%RJL     What  shalU  man  gire  in  exchange  7  fl    a,  1  n 
a04  for  hiBioiU?  Miwk  viii.  37.        / , o,  *  1 U. 

2  Earth  has  honor,  wealth  and  pride, 
Earth  has  joys  and  fancies  gay ; 

These  are  but  bubbles  on  the  tide, 

Where  will  they  be  in  the  judgment  day? 
What  will  it  profit  to  gain  the  whole? 
What  wilt  thou  gi  ve  in  exchange  for  thy  soul  ? 

3  Chaplets  fair  may  crown  thy  head, 
Flowers  along  thy  pathway  bloom ; 

What  are  they  worth  on  a  dying  bed? 

What  in  the  shadow  of  the  tomb? 
What  shall  it  profit  to  gain  the  Wliole? 
What  wilt  thou  give  in  exchange  for  thy  soul  ? 

4  Wilt  thou  sell  thy  birthright  great? 
Can  this  world  thy  treasure  buy? 

When  thou  hast  lost  thy  high  estate. 
Then  thou  shalt  utter  a  bitter  cry  I 
What  shall  it  profit  to  gain  the  whole? 
What  wilt  thou  give  in  exchange  for  thy  soul  ? 


5  For  thy  soul  a  price  was  paid, 
Thou  wast  bought  with  precious  blood ; 

Say,  shall  Christ's  sorrows  vain  be  made  ? 
Say,  for  this  world  wilt  thou  leave  thy  God  ? 

What  shall  it  profit  to  gain  the  whole? 

What  wilt  thou  give  in  exchange  for  thy  so  ul  ? 

U,,  1876. 

955  'g'/ekTiUi^r      7, 8,*  10. 

Now  the  gracious  Saviour  stands, 
Calls  the  sinner  to  his  breast ; 

Stretches  to  you  his  pierced  hands, 
Says  to  the  weary,  **  Come  and  rest." 

Why  will  ye  linger  when  grace  is  nigh? 

Haste  to  the  Saviour, for  why  will  ye  die? 

Soon  in  power  the  Judge  shall  come ; 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away; 
Who  can  endure  the  sinner's  doom? 

Who  can  abide  that  awful  day? 
Why  will  ye  linger?  the  Judge  is  nigh ; 
Haste  to  the  Saviour, for  why  will  ye  die? 

H.,  1885. 
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Goblet. 


78. 


956 


Who    hath  sor-row,  who    hath  woes,    Red- dened  eyes  and  cause-less  wounds? 

M.         M.  .«.         A         A  A.        A        .«.         A        A        A        J.J. 


ifTfi  .r  J.  Ji  I  J 


/T\ 


T- 


l 


Who    hath  bab-blings,brawls  and  blows ?  Who     in     gall  -  ing  chains  is  bound? 


_'•^ 


t 


•-  J'li  j 


-/TV- 


W 


t 


They    who      tar  -  ry      long    at  wine, — ^They  who  madd'ning  draughts  combine. 


"H- 1 r 


m 


\0  <      \^ 

Thought- less     one!    be  warned  to-day ;     From  the     wine- cup  turn     a- way. 


t'*  f '   B   f  >r\7'  rPr^^ 


m 


r 


Revelry  in  shame  shall  end, 

Mirth  shall  change  to  direst  woe ; 

Far  from  helper  and  from  friend, 
Swift  to  ruin  thou  shalt  go. 

Blackness,  darkness  and  despair, 

Shall  surround  thee  everywhere. 
Thoughtless  one !  be  warned  to-day, 
From  the  wine-cup  turn  away. 

By  the  love  of  Him  who  bore 

Suffering,  shame,  and  death  for  thee, 
Look  upon  the  wine  no  more. 

Cry  to  God  to  make  thee  free. 
He  who  bore  our  sin  and  pain, 
Longs  to  break  thy  galling  chain. 

Thoughtless  one !  be  warned  to-day, 

From  the  wine-cup  turn  away. 

H.,  1878. 


Wine  is  a  mocker. 
Prov.  XX.  1. 


7s. 


966 

Who  hath  sorrow,  who  hath  woes, 
Reddened  eyes  and  causeless  wounds  ? 

Who  hath  babblings,  brawls,  and  blows? 
Who  in  galling  chains  is  bound? 

They  that  tarry  long  at  wine, — 

They  who  maddening  draughts  combine. 
Thoughtless  one !  be  warned  to-day. 
From  the  wine-cup  turn  away. 

Though  the  goblets  flash  with  light. 
Yet  the  bubbles'  ruby  gleam 

Soon  shall  end  in  blackest  night. 
Like  a  weird  and  mocking  dream. 

Then  the  serpent's  coil  shall  cling, 

Then  the  adder's  fang  shall  sting. 
Thoughtless  one,  be  warned  to-day. 
From  the  wine-cup  turn  away. 


Copyrifcht,  H.  L.  lUitlngs,  1879. 
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y$  JlitaS  %hA  l^tl  to  T^  Shvi^. 


Come  unto  Me. 


P.M. 


Arr.  H.,  1880. 


Oh,  word  of  peace    to'  souls  opprest,  Come  un-to    me,  Come  un-to  me !    I 


Chohds. 

Ohf  come  un-4o  me,   the      Saviour  eaith,  Come  un4o    me,  come  un-to    me!  Oh, 

Fine. 


give    the  heav  -y   -    la  -  den  rest,   O  sinner,  come  to  me  I  Come,  on  my  bosom 


t 


»- 


eome  uh4o  me,   the      Saviour  saith,  And  I  wUl  give  you  rest. 


B.C. 


^^ 


cast  thy  care,  Come  to    me ;  Come,  take  my  yoke,  my  burden  bear.  Come  to   me. 


967 


Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor. 
Matt.  xi.  28. 


P.  M. 


Oh,  word  of  peace  to  souls  opprest ! 

Come  unto  me,  come  unto  me ; 
I  give  the  heavy-laden  rest, 
O  sinner,  come  to  me  1    . 
Come,  on  my  bosom  cast  thy  care, 

Come  to  me ; 
Come,  take  my  yoke,  my  burden  bear, 
Come  to  me. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  come  unto  me,  the  Saviour  saith, 
Come  unto  me,  come  imto  me ; 

Oh,  come  unto  me,  the  Saviour  saith, 
And  I  will  give  you  rest. 


Ye  laboring  souls,  with  sin  bow'd  down, 
Come  unto  me,  come  unto  me ; 

Your  heads  with  blessings  I  will  crown, 
Oh  wanderers,  come  to  me ! 

Copyright,  H.  L.  HastinitM^-  ^^^ 


I  bid  the  sinner's  anguish  cease ; 

Come  to  me ; 
I  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace ; 

Come  to  me. 

To-day  attend  my  gracious  call. 

Come  unto  me,  come  unto  me ; 
I  died  for  sinners  one  and  all, 

O  lost  one,  come  to  me  I 
Oh,  yield  thy  heart  and  trust  me  now ; 

Come  to  me ; 
At  mercy's  throne  submissive  bow ; 
Come  to  me. 

Our  weary  souls  the  call  obey. 

Come  unto  me,  come  unto  me ; 
While  it  is  now  salvation's  day, 

O  Christ,  we  come  to  thee ! 
A  sinful  world  we  now  forsake. 

All  for  thee ; 
The  consecrated  cross  we  take. 
And  follow  thee. 


B.,1880. 


Wpi  3fori  MW  ®m^  Wim  ©mtitmtaH?. 


958 


Trust  Song. 


8t  A  Ts,  peonllar. 


Henry  Pollftrd,  1878. 


Just  as   God  leads  me  I  would  go ;       I  would  not  ask  to  choose  my  way ;   Con- 


tent  with  what  he  will  bestow,        Assured    he   will  not    let   me  stray ;     So 


f^.g  ..g.g-  f 


I 


M 


•r    p 


i«=^ 


^    ^ 


as  he  leads,my  path  I  make,  And  step  by  step  I  gladly  take,  A  child  in  him  confiding. 


ORQ  For  thy  name's  sake  lead  and  guide  me.   gg  ^  ^ t^ 

Just  as  God  leads  me  I  would  go ; 

I  would  not  ask  to  choose  my  way ; 
Content  with  what  he  will  bestow, 
Assured  he  will  not  let  me  stray ; 
So,  as  he  leads,  my  path  I  make, 
And  step  by  step  I  gladly  take, 
A  child  in  him  confiding. 

Just  as  God  leads,  I  um  content ; 
I  rest  me  calmly  in  his  hands ; 
That  which  he  has  decreed  and  sent. 
That  which  his  will  for  me  commands, 
I  would  that  he  should  all  fulfill, 
That  I  should  do  his  gracious  will 
In  living  or  in  dying. 

Just  as  God  leads,  I  all  resign ; 

I  trust  me  to  my  Father's  will ; 
When  reason's  rays  deceptive  shine, 
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His  counsel  would  I  yet  fulfill ; 
That  which  his  love  ordained  as  right 
Before  he  brought  me  to  the  light, 
My  all  to  him  resigning. 

Just  as  God  leads  me,  I  abide 

In  faith,  in  hope,  in  suffering,  true ; 
His  strength  is  ever  by  my  side- 
Can  aught  my  hold  on  him  undo? 
So  patiently  I  wait,  and  know 
That  he  who  doth  my  life  bestow 
In  kindness  all  is  sending. 

Just  as  he  leads  I  onward  go, 

Oft  amid  thorns  and  briars  keen ; 
God  does  not  yet  his  guidance  show, 
But  in  the  end  it  shall  be  seen 
How,  by  a  loving  Father's  will, 
Faithful  and  true,  he  leads  me  still, 
A  child  in  him  confiding. 

Lampcrtos,  KiSS. 


069-960 


%  9titA  jlidih^r  of  f  ^ssm  VpihL 


Trumpeter. 


CM. 


Old  melody,  Arr.  H.,  1883. 


-4=^--^=^:^ 


St 


ris  -  en    Lord,  Your  lead  -  er    from  the    sky, 


#    I  @ 


FT--  Fic  i-T^MF  F  1^ 


<BP 


I 


Speaks  to    you   from      his    liv  -  ing  word    And  sounds  his    bat  -  tie     cry. 


b'f  iF  r  ^\f  F  -G 


p^p'F  Fi::i 


Quit  you  like  men,  be  atroag. 
1  Cor.  zyL  13. 


C*      Sim 


a 


9S9 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  risen  Lord, 

Your  leader  from  the  sky, 
Speaks  to  you  from  his  living  Word 

And  sounds  his  battle  cry. 

Chorus. 
Gird  on  the  armor  of  your  God, 

Quit  you  like  men,  be  strong ; 
You  shall  o'ercome  thro'  Jesus*  blood 

And  sing  the  conqueror's  song. 

Ye  wrestle  not  with  flesh  and  blood, 

Nor  carnal  battles  fight ; 
Ye  war  against  the  foes  of  God, 

Clad  in  the  arms  of  light. 

Stand  with  your  loins  well  girt  with  truth, 
Your  breastplate,  righteousness, 

Your  beauteous  feet  prepared  and  shod 
With  the  glad  news  of  peace. 

Take,  then,  o^er  all,  the  shield  of  faith. 

Which  God  alone  imparts. 
To  shelter  you  from  Satan's  wrath, 

And  quench  his  fiery  darts. 

The  helmet  of  salvation  take* 
And  grasp  the  Spirit's  sword ; — 

Nothing  can  helPs  dark  armor  break, 
•But  God's  almighty  word. 

Pray  with  all  prayer,  and  supplicate 
The  Saviour's  matchless  grace ; 

That  we,  at  last,  with  all  the  saints 
In  peace  may  see  his  face. 

U.,1888. 
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QAA     Lord,  remember  me  when  thou  eomest    r^    -u- 
VQV  LukexxilL«.  ^'   ■*• 

Beside  the  cross  where  Jesus  hung. 

When  for  our  sins  he  died, 
A  malefactor's  railing  tongue 

The  Saviour  did  deride ; 

*  *Art  thou  the  Christ?  then  save  thyself, " 
The  bleeding  sinner  saith, 

*  *  And  rescue  us  who  suffer  here 
From  anguish  and  from  death." 

Hard  by,  another  sufferer  hiing. 
Exposed  and  crucified, 

Who  silenced  the  vile  scoffer's  tongue, 
And  to  his  taunts  replied, — 
Hast  thou  no  fear  of  God?"  he  cried, 
' '  Our  righteous  doom  is  pain ; 

But  He  who  hangeth  by  our  side 
Has  lived  without  a  stain." 


Then  to  the  dying  Christ  he  turned. 

And  offered  up  his  plea: 
*  *When  Thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 

O  Lord,  remember  me.'* 
** Truly,  to-day,  I  say  to  thee," 

The  suffering  Lord  replies, 
**  Thy  prayer  is  heard,  and  thou  shalt  be 

With  me  in  paradise." 

U.,  1881. 
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961-963 


Ailt  Our  Ood  Bhall  come.  ^    mg 

If  OX  Pgalml.3.  ^'  M. 

The  Lord  the  Judge,  before  his  throne, 
Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh ; 

The  nations  near  the  rising  sun,  • 

And  near  the  western  sky. 

No  more  shall  bold  blasphemers  say 
*  *  Judgment  will  ne^er  begin ;" 

No  more  abuse  His  long  delay 
To  impudence  and  sin.' 

Throned  on  a  cloud  our  God  shall  come, 
Bright  flames  prepare  his  way ; 

Thunder  and  darkness,  fire  and  storm. 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  day. 

Heaven  from  above  His  call  shall  hear. 

Attending  angels  come. 
And  earth  and  hell  shall  know  and  fear 

His  justice  and  their  doom. 

"  But  gather  all  my  saints,"  He  cries, 
"That  made  their  peace  with  God 

By  the  Redeemer's  sacrifice, 
And  sealed  it  with  his  blood." 

Their  faith  and  workSjbrought  forth  to  light 
Shall  make  the  world  confess 

Thy  sentence  of  reward  is  right, 
And  heaven  adore  thy  grace. 

leaao  Watts,  1719. 


A  AO  Pnt  on  the  whole  armor  of  Ood.  r*    \r 

cfU«  Eph.vi.U.  ^»  ^* 

Hark !  listen  to  the  trumpeters  I 

They  call  for  volunteers ; 
On  Zion's  bright  and  flowery  mount 

Behold  the  officers. 
In  garments  white  and  armor  bright, 

With  courage  bold  they  stand 
Enlisting  soldiers  for  the  King, 

To  march  to  Canaan's  land. 

It  sets  my  heart  all  in  a  flame, 

A  soldier  I  would  be ; 
I  will  enlist,  gird  on  my  arms. 

And  fight  for  liberty ; 
We  want  no  cowards  in  our  band, 

Who  will  our  colors  fly ; 
We  call  for  valiant-hearted  men 

Who  are  not  afraid  to  die. 


SECOND   PABT, 
Behold  the  soldiers  of  the  Lord, 

How  martial  they  appear; 
All  armed  and  dressed  in  uni&>rm 

They  look  like  men  of  war; 
They  follow  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 

The  holy,  spotless  Lamb ; 
Who  wears  a  vesture  dipped  in  blood, 

King  Jesus  is  his  name. 

Sinners,  enlist  with  Jesus  Christ, 

The  eternal  Son  of  God ; 
And  march  with  us  to  Canaan's  land 

Beyond  the  swelling  flood. 
The  trumpets  sound,  the  armias  shou<^ 

They  drive  the  hosts  of  hell; 
Their  Leader  conquei^  every  foe. 

The  Great  Immanuel. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  soldiers  bold, 

Redemption  draweth  nigh; 
We  soon  shall  hear  the  trumpet's  sound 

That  shakes  the  earth  and  sky ; 
On  angel  pinions  we  shall  rise 

And  leave  the  world  on  fire ; 
And  all  surround  the  throne  of  love, 

And  join  the  heavenly  choir. 

JoknjLGnma<ie,iefj% 
tjkitO    Confess  with  tlu^  mouth  the  Lord  JoBtti.     q    -^ 

If  thou  shalt  in  thine  heart  believe 

That  Christ  who  died,  arose, 
And  doth  with  God  in  glory  live 

Triumphant  o'er  his  foes, — 
And  if  thou  dost  before  mankind 

Confess  Him  as  thy  Lord, 
Thou  shalt  his  saving  mercy  find, 

For  thus  declares  his  Word. 

Chobus. 
I  do  believe,  I  do  believe 

Christ  Jesus  died  and  rose ; 
I  here  confess  him  as  my  Lord, 

Before  both  friends  and  foes. 

For  with  the  heart  to  righteousness, 

Doth  man  in  God  believe ; 
And  they  who,  with  the  mouth  confess. 

Salvation  shall  receive. 
Not  all  thy  works,  nor  toils,  nor  tears, 

God's  loving  grace  can  win ; 
He  loves  thee  now,  oh,  trust  his  grace, 

And  he  shall  cleanse  thy  sin. 

H.,188& 
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W^$  Jk^xh  {>  %jtti%  %iftijtxtti{* 


The  Waiting  King 


O.M. 


H.,  UK 


1.  Be  -  hold,  One  standeth     at      the  door,  And   call  -  eth  ten-  der  -  ly ; 

/8\ 


My  soul,  hast  thou  not  heard    be- fore     His  <*  O  -  pen   un  -  to     Me." 


Ptotorboro. 


^^ 


page  96. 


Arlingrton. 


pftge  104. 


Naomi* 


<fKllJ-JMj|J.Jj1     p 


page  110. 


i%€iA     Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock.      ^    ^jt 

2  Thy  long  delay  no  slave  would  bear 
With  such  a  lowly  grace ; 

Yet  such  a  look  as  monarchs  wear 
Is  on  his  patient  face. 

3  His  kingly  locks  are  damp  with  dews ; 
He  waiteth  wearily; 

Rise,  O  my  soul,  nor  still  refuse 
The  gifts  he  brings  to  thee. 

4  His  hands  are  filled  with  length  of  days, 
Wisdom  and  riches  rare ; 

He  calleth  thee  to  pleasant  ways, 
To  heavenly  mansions  fair. 

5  Rise,  O  my  soul,  no  longer  wait, 
And  open  to  thy  King; 

Lest  at  thy  door,  unbarred  too  late, 
Thou  seek  him  sorrowing. 

Mary  A.  Lathbury.  1875. 

OAR  Make  a  joyfUI  noiae  unto  Ood,  mil  ye  land*,  r^   -^ 
aVO  Psalm  IxYi.  1.  ^'  ^* 

O  all  ye  lands,  exalt  His  fame, 

Who  shed  for  us  his  blood ; 
Who  conquered  death,  and  hell  overcame, 

And  brought  our  souls  to  God. 


Let  earth  prepare  her  King  to  greet, 
Before  his  footstool  fall ; 


Let  nations  worship  at  his  feet 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Amen,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
To  thee  earth's  realms  are  given ; 

Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done 
In  earth  as  'tis  in  heaven. 

H..  1880. 


Oh  thai  I  knew  where  I  might  find  Him. 
Job.  xxill.  8. 


966 

Oh  that  I  knew  the  secret  place 
Where  I  might  find  my  God ! 

I'd  spread  my  wants  before  His  face, 
And  pour  my  woes  abroad. 

I'd  tell  Him  how  my  sins  arise, 

What  sorrows  I  sustain. 
How  gi-ace  decays,  and  comfort  dies, 

And  leaves  my  heart  in  pain. 

He  knows  what  arguments  I'd  take 
To  wrestle  with  my  God ; 

I'd  plead  for  His  own  mercy's  sake, 
And  for  my  Saviour's  blood. 


o.  M. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Haatingi,  1876. 


Arise,  my  soul,  from  deep  distress, 

And  banish  every  fear; 
He  calls  thee  to  His  throne  of  grace, 

To  spread  thy  sorrows  there. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1721. 
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967-971 


I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  fkther. 
Luke  xY.  18. 


C.  M. 


967 

My  Father,  see  thy  waaderlng  one 

Returning  from  afar ; 
Oh,  for  the  sake  of  thy  dear  Son, 

Attend  my  bitter  prayer. 

My  Father,  I  confess  my  sin 

Against  a  gracious  God ; 
Wash  thou  my  stains  and  make  me  clean, 

Through  Christ's  atoning  blood. 

I  hate  the  servitude  of  sin. 

The  hunger,  husks,  and  swine ; 

0  Father,  wilt  thou  take  me  in, — 
A  servant  hence  of  thine? 

1  ask  no  portion,  make  no  claim 

To  stand  before  thy  face. 
But  in  thy  well  beloved's  name, 
'  Implore  a  servant's  place. 

The  Father  sees  the  wandering  one. 
And  hastes  his  child  to  meet ; 

He  owns  and  feasts  him  as  a  son — 
And  makes  his  joys  complete. 


Buried  with  him  by  iMptism. 


H..  1886. 


C.  M. 


O  All  Buried  with  him  by 

VOO  Rom.  vi.  4. 

Buried  beneath  the  yielding  wave 

The  great  Redeemer  lies ; 
Faith  views  him  in  the  watery  grave, 
,     And  thence  beholds  him  rise. 

Thus  do  his  willing  saints,  to-day. 

Their  ardent  zeal  express. 
And  in  the  Lord's  appointed  way, 

Fulfill  all  righteousness. 

With  joy  we  in  his  footsteps  tread, 
And  would  his  cause  maintain — 

Like  him  be  numbered  with  the  dead. 
And  with  him  rise  and  reign. 

His  presence  oft  revives  our  hearts. 

And  drives  our  fears  away ; 
When  he  commands,  and  strength  imparts, 

We  cheerfully  obey. 

Now  blest  Redeemer,  we  to  thee 

Our  grateful  voices  raise ; 
Washed  in  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 

Our  lives  shall  all  be  praise. 

B«vamm  Beddome,  1717-1795. 


QRQ         The  Way,  the  Truth,  and  thA  life.        ^    n^, 
VOV  •"    Johnxiv.6.  <3.  M. 

Thou  art  the  Way :  to  Thee,  alone, 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 

And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek. 
Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 

Thou  art  the  Truth :  thy  word  alone 

Sound  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 

And  purify  the  heart. 

Thoji  art  the  Life :  the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm ; 

And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee. 
Nor  death,  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life , 
Grant  us  that  Way  to  know, 

That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 

Geoi^ge  Washiagton  Doane,  1824- 


By  the  Bacriflce  of  himself. 
Heb.  ix.  26. 


C.  M. 


970 

Oh,  what  a  costly  sacrifice ! 

To  save  from  misery, 
The  Prince  of  Glory  bleeds  and  dies 

Upon  the  accursed  tree ! 

Christ  dies  for  me !  My  soul,  awake 
With  all  thy  powers,  and  bring 

Near  to  the  cross,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Thy  costliest  offering. 

Bring  all  thy  treasures,  grateful  heart, 

And  cast  them  at  his  feet. 
And  humbled,  feel  how  rich  thou  art. 

In  righteousness  complete. 

Christ  blots  my  crimes,  allays  my  fears, 

How  wonderful  his  love ! 
He  shares  my  grief,  he  counts  my  tears. 

And  writes  my  name  above. 

D.  C.  Colesworthy,  1883. 

Q17 1  Be  ye  all  of  one  mind.  f^    «r 

Wf  1  lPet.iii.8.  ^'  ^• 

Now  Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  part. 

Our  souls  in  union  bind ; 
In  Thee  may  we  be  one  in  heart. 

In  Thee  be  one  in  mind. 

Thro'  all  earth's  thorny,  dangerous  ways, 
Do  Thou  our  footsteps  guide, 

Till  we  shall  come  to  see  thy  face. 
And  in  thy  rest  abide. 


H.,1888. 
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^$  ^0rb  iMr  Gnmitnitmti  %^ls^« 


w 


Halleluiah, 


7,S,T,8.7,T. 


H.»t8nL 


1  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahl  Christ  has  come,  To    this  world  of  woe    and  sad-  ness ; 


iff  Ji  i  ji  Ji^,^^^ 


O'er  man's  dark  and  blighted    home,  He    has  blown  the  tnunp  of  glad-  ness ; 


&  Ji  J  J,  J I .' ,  TTTjTTjm 

C/       _.  -  .  -  .111       xT-i       1-        1—        i^T-  I  ni. 


^=f:^MI 


Sing,  ye  souls  with    an-guish  dumb ;  Hal  -  le  -   lu  -  jah !  Christ  has  come : 


^^ 


J  M  ,1 1 J  J  1 II 1  r  7~jT7  r  J  II 


Sing,    ye  souls  with    anguish  dumb,    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  Christ  has  come 


QfJ2  Andagaintheyjaid,  Alleluia!       ^g^gg. 

2  Hallelujah  1  Christ  has  died, 
By  his  death  God's  love  revealing; 

From  his  pierced  hands  and  side, 
See  the  crimson  current  stealing ; 

Sing,  ye  souls  with  sorrows  tried, 

Hallelujah!   Christ  has  died. 

8  Hallelujah!  Christ  has  risen. 
Over  death  and  hell  victorious ; 

He  has  burst  the  gloomy  prison, 
Ever  living,  ever  glorious ; 

Sing,  ye  ransomed  from  death's  prison. 

Hallelujah !  Christ  is  risen. 


4  Hallelujah  I  Christ  will  come. 

In  the  clouds  of  heaven  descending ; 

To  receive  his  children  home, 
With  angelic  throngs  attending ; 

Sing,  ye  ransomed,  gathered  home, 

Hallelujah !  Christ  will  come. 


5  Hallelujah !  Christ  shall  reign 

O'er  the  earth  long  cursed  and  riven ; 

And  his  will  be  done  again 
On  the  earth  as  in  the  heaven. 

Sing,  0  earth,  from  hill  and  plain, 

Hallelujah!  Christ  shall  reign. 

H.,  1877. 


Coipyxicht,  H.  L.  Uaattngs,  1879. 
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91S-91A 


Finland. 


7,  5,  7,  7,  8,  4. 


^^^fflfe^ 


Fr.  Pacius.         Arr.  H. ,  1880. 
Finnish  National  Air. 


Lift  your  voice8,angel8  bright,  Sing,ye  sons  of  God ;  \ 
Tell  His  fame  who  dwells  in  light,  Who  hath  shed  his  blood,  j  Bound  aloud  your  Rtnins  of  praise, 


^g=i=^=}:g>-p   l*'^ 


zz 


^^  J  -I 


m 


eg'  : 


-I  ->JiJ!,^f-f:_ 


]:  ]  .1.1  IF  H----ii 


^'^  'Jr\±l 


Sing    to      ev-er-last- ing  days,        Hallelujah,  hallelu-jah,  Praise  ye    the  Lord! 


»78  ^'^fiJi°aliS!'2*"^''-       78  58  48. 

Lift  your  voices,  angels  bright, 

Sing,  ye  sons  of  God ; 
Tell  His  fame  who  dwells  in  light. 

Who  hath  shed  his  blood. 
Sound  aloud  your  strains  of  praise. 
Sing  to  everlasting  days, 

Hallelu  j  ah,  hallelu  j  ah. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

Morning  stars,  whose  anthems  rang 

When  the  world  was  made. 
Sing  as  o'er  the  Babe  ye  sang, 

In  the  manger  laid ; 
Praise  your  King,  his  triumphs  tell, 
He  hath  vanquished  death  and  hell ; 

Hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

Sing,  ye  saints  who  love  his  name. 

Glory  to  the  Lamb ; 
Sound  abroad  his  wondrous  fame, 

Praise  the  great  I  AM. 
He  who  on  the  cross  once  bled, 
Now  is  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah. 
Praise  ye  the  Lord  I 


Qff^  Blessing,  "d  hong,  and  glory.  7g^5s,48. 

Saviour  scourged  and  crowned  with  thorn, 

Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
Many  crowns  thy  brow  adorn, 

As  thou  comest  to  reign ; 
Let  thy  glorious  Kingdom  come. 
On  the  earth  thy  will  be  done ; 

Hallelujah,  hallelujah. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord  I 

All  creation  join  to  sing. 

Raise  your  voices  high ; 
Praise  the  everlasting  King, 

Holy,  holy,  C17I 
He  who  once  our  sorrows  bore. 
Comes  to  reign  f orevermore ; 

Hallelujah,  hallelujah. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord! 


H.,1880. 


By  Penniaaion. 


Every  creature  that  hath  breath 

Join  the  general  praise ; 
Saints  redeemed  from  sin  and  death, 

Songs  of  triumph  raise. 
Shout  to  see  your  last  foe  fall. 
Shout,  for  God  is  all  in  all ! 

Hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Praise  ye  the  Lord  I 

B.,188a 
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Garment. 


JL  0r^  Cairn. 


8|  6,  8,  7,  8,  6,  8f  6. 


H.,  1879. 


Long  did  she  sorrow  and  languish.Beneath  her  bitter  load,  Till  they  told  her  in  her 


ChoHLS. 


anguish,  Of     Je- sus,  the    Son   of   God.  Oh,  touch  the  hem  of  his  garment,  Poor 


■weary,  sin-sick  soul ;  Oh,  touch  the  hem  of  his  garment.  And  thou  shalt  be  made  whole. 


Ck^R      -^Bd  touched  the  hem  of  his  garment. 
oiO  Matt.  ix.  20. 

2  Touching  the  hem  of  His  garment, 
Amid  the  surging  throng, 

She  was  healed  that  very  moment, 
Of  the  plague  she  had  borne  so  long. 

3  "  Who  touched  my  garment  ? "  said  Jesus, 
For  virtue  forth  had  gone ; 

Then  she  came  and  fell  before  him, 
And  told  him  of  what  she  had  done. 

4  *  *  Daughter,  thy  faith  hath  saved  thee, 
Thy  malady  shall  cease; 

Thou  art  healed  of  all  thy  sickness, 
Now  go  on  thy  way  in  peace." 

0  Christ,  the  physician,  is  passing. 

He  comes  to  save  thy  soul ; 
While  the  throngs  around  are  pressing, 

Believing  will  make  thee  whole. 

6  If  thou  hast  touched  his  garment, 

And  healing  virtue  found, 
Then  proclaim  the  grace  that  saved  thee, 

And  publish  to  all  around.  Oh  touch  &c. 


H.,  1879. 
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Onti  Peace,  be  still. 

•'•O  Mark  iv.  88. 

Tossed  by  the  furious  tempest 

Upon  the  restless  wave. 
The  disciples  cry  to  Jesus, 

*' We  perish,  O  Master,  save!" 

CHORUS. 

The  Master  ruleth  the  tempest, 
The  winds  obey  His  will, 

He  calms  the  rage  of  the  billows, 
His  word  is,  "  Peace,  be  still." 

'*  Master,  the  storm  is  upon  us. 
Why  sieepest  thou?    Awake  I 

For  around  our  fragile  vessel 
The  billows  in  fury  break." 

Speak  to  our  hearts,  blessed  Master, 

Subdue  them  by  thy  word ; 
Till  we  bow  in  peace  before  thee, 

And  own  thee  our  Saviour  and  Lord. 
Soon  shall  the  tempest  be  over; 

How  great  shall  be  the  calm' 
When  beyond  the  roar  of  the  waters 

We  sing  the  glad  conqueror's  psalm. 

H.,  1885. 


Living  Water. 


7,6,7,6,7,7,7,6. 


977 

H.,  1878. 


Ho,  ve     thirsty,  come  and  drink !  Water !  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ter !  Gath-er      at    the 


fountain's  brink,Take  the  liv- ing  wa  -  ter.  Souls  athirst,   oh,  hith-er  haste,  Stay  not 


on  the  desert  waste ;  Coilie,  the  healing  waters  taste,  Wa-ter !    liv- ing  wa-ter ! 


j,  b  ip-  S 


fl77  Ho!  every  one  that  thirsteth.       ^s  ife  6s 

Ho,  ye  thirsty,  come  and  drink ! 

Water !  living  water  ! 
Gather  at  the  fountain's  brink, 

Take  the  living  water. 
Souls  athirst,  oh,  hither  haste, 
Stay  not  in  the  desert  waste ; 
Come,  the  healing  waters  taste, 

Water,  living  water. 

On  the  thirsty,  God  doth  pour 

Water !  living  water ! 
Sweetly  falls  the  Spirit's  shower, 

Precious  heaven-sent  water. 
Drooping  souls  like  plants  revive, 
And  like  willows  grow  and  thrive, — 
Gracious  Saviour,  to  us  give 

Floods  of  living  water. 


Wouldst  thou  know  the  gift  of  God? 

Water !  living  water ! 
Faint  hast  thou  the  desert  trod 

Seeking  living  water? 
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Trust  in  Christ,  his  word  shall  dwell 
In  thy  heart  a  springing  well ; 
Then  to  all  the  thirsting  tell 
Of  the  living  water ! 


Gome  and  drink,  O  thirsty  soul, 

Water  I  living  water ! 
Then  from  thee  shall  sweetly  roll 

Floods  of  living  water. 
Come  to  Christ,  in  him  abide ; 
Then  from  thee  shall  rivers  glide ; 
Rivers  deep,  and  calm,  and  wide, 

Filled  with  living  water ! 


Come  ye  who  in  deserts  roam ; 

Water  I  living  water ! 
Whosoever  will  may  come 

To  the  living  water. 
Ye  who  hear,  lift  up  the  cry, 
Every  soul  that  thirsts,  draw  nigh ; 
Come  and  drink,  and  never  die ; 

Take  the  living  water. 


H.,1877. 
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List,    ye    xnor-tals,    hear    the  sound    That   calls  you    to    pre  -  pare ;  't^ 
Hear  ere  -  a- tion's  groans  re -sound,  With    sighs  of    deep   de  -  spair.  / 


Now     of    hope  they    are     be  -  reft,      For      lo,    the  Judgment's  nigh. 


See      the    na-tions   in    distress ;  Monarchs  look  with  anx  -  ious    eye; 


Prepare  to  meet  thy  God. 
AmoB  iv.  ISi. 
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List,  ye  mortals,  hear  the  sound 

That  calls  you  to  prepare ; 
Hear  creation's  groans  resound, 

With  sighs  of  deep  despair. 
See  the  nations  in  distress; 

Monarchs  look  with  anxious  eye; 
Now  of  hope  they  are  bereft, 

For  lo,  the  Judgment's  nigh. 

Mark,  the  signs  are  passing  by 

That  speak  the  Conqueror  near. 
Soon  you  will  see  with  your  own  eye, 

The  Lord  of  lords  appear, 
In  a  cloud  of  glory  bright ; 

Seated  on  his  dazzling  throne, — 
Myriads  clad  in  spotless  white. 

Surround  the  Mighty  One. 

Say,  poor  sinner,  can  you  stand 

Before  him  in  that  hour? 
Can  you  raise  your  puny  hand 

When  He  shall  come  in  power? 
You  who  all  his  warnings  spurned, 

Heeded  not  his  faithful  word,  ~ 
You,  o'er  whom  his  heart  hath  yearned, 

While  wrath  was  long  deferred? 

Then  you'll  stand  in  black  despair, 
Remorse  will  shroud  your  heart, 

Sins  forgotten  will  appear. 
And  poignant  grief  impart. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  HMtings,  1886. 


Come,  then,,  lay  your  scoffing  by, 
E'er  the  day  of  mercy's  past. 

And  you  stand  appalled,  and  cry, 
**  Pm  doomed  to  die  at  last." 

S.  8.  Brewer,  1858.    Arr.  H.,  1885. 

OTQ  Do  this  in  rememhrance  of  me.    >7^  •   a^ 

aiV  Lukexxii.  19.  /8&DS. 

Lamb  of  God  I  whose  dying  love 

We  now  recall  to  mind. 
Send  the  answer  from  above, 

And  let  us  mercy  find ; 
Think  on  us  who  think  on  thee; 

Every  struggling  soul  release ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

By  thine  agonizing  pain 

And  bloody  sweat,  we  pray ; 
By  thy  dying  love  to  man. 

Take  all  my  sins  away ; 
Burst  our  bonds  and  set  us  free ; 

From  all  iniquity  release ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace  I 

Let  thy  blood,  by  faith  applied, 

The  sinner's  pardon  seal; 
Speak  us  freely  justified, 

Our  wounded  spirits  heal ; 
By  thy  passion  on  the  tree. 

Let  our  griefs  and  troubles  cease ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  174S. 
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Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 

Call  back  a  wandering  sheep ; 
False  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 

Would  fain,  like  Peter,  weej). 
Let  me  be  by  grace  restored ; 

On  me  be  all  long-suffering  shown ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above. 

Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love, 

The  humble,  contrite  heart ; 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

Look,  as  when  thy  languid  eye 

Was  closed  that  we  might  live ; 
**  Father,"  at  the  point  to  die 

My  Saviour  prayed,  ' '  Forgive !" 
Surely,  with  that  dyin^  word, 

He  turns,ancUook8,and  cries,"'Tis  done!" 
O  my  bleeding,  loving  Lord, 

Thou  break'st  my  heart  of  stone  I 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


Behold,  the  Bridegroom  cometh. 
Matt.  XXV.  6. 
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Hearken  to  the  solemn  voice, 

The  awful  midnight  cry ! 
Waiting  souls,  rejoice,  rejoice, 

And  see  the  Bridegroom  nigh ; 
Lo  I  he  comes  to  keep  his  word, 

Light  and  joy  his  looks  impart; 
Go  ye  forth  to  meet  your  Lord, 

Ajid  meet  him  in  your  heart. 

Te  whose  loins  are  girt,  stand  forth. 

Whose  lamps  are  burning  bright ; 
.  Worthy,  in  your  Saviour's  worth. 

To  walk  with  him  in  white ; 
Jesus  bids  your  hearts  be  clean ; 

Bids  you  all  his  promise  prove ; 
Jesus  comes  to  cast  out  sin, 

And  perfect  you  in  love. 

Wait  we  all  in  patient  hope. 

Till  Christ,  the  Judge,  shall  come: 

We  shall  soon  be  all  caught  up 
To  meet  the  general  doom ; 

Amsterdam,  p.  339. 


In  an  hour  to  us  unknown. 
As  a  thief  in  deepest  night, 

Christ  shall  suddenly  come  down. 
With  all  his  saints  in  light. 

Happy  he  whom  Christ  shall  find 

Watching  to  see  him  come ; 
Him  the  Judge  of  all  mankind 

Shall  bear  triumphant  home ; 
Who  can  answer  to  his  word? 

Which  of  you  dares  meet  his  day? 

Rise,  and  come  to  judgment  1"  Lord, 

We  rise,  and  come  away. 

Weiley,  ab.  1741. 
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Jesus  Christ,  and  Him  crucified. 
1  Cor.  ii.  2. 


7s  &  6s. 


982 

Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu. 

With  all  of  creature  good  I 
Only  Jesus  I  pursue. 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood : 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego ; 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Other  knowledge  I  disdain ; 

'Tis  all  but  vanity : 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain, 

He  tasted  death  for  me. 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end ; 
This  is  all  my  happiness. 

On  Jesus  to  depend ; 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow, 

And  ever  in  his  faith  abide ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Oh,  that  I  could  all  invite 

This  saving  truth  to  prove ; 
Show  the  length,  the  breadth,  the  height 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love  I 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  applied ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1742. 
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Erery  knee  shmll  bow  to  me. 
Rom.  xiy.  IL 
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2  Universal  Saviour,  thou 
Wilt  all  thy  creatures  bless ; 

Every  knee  to  thee  shall  bow, 

And  every  tongue  confess: 
None  shall  in  thy  mount  destroy ; 

War  shall  then  be  learnt  no  more : 
Saints  shall  their  great  King  enjoy, 

And  all  mankind  adore. 

3  Then,  according  to  thy  word, 
Salvation  is  revealed ; 

With  thy  glorious  knowledge,  Lord, 
The  new-made  earth  is  filled : 

Then  we  sound  the  mystery, 
Depths  and  heights  of  Godhead  prove. 

Swallowed  up  in  mercy's  sea, 
Forever  lost  in  love. 

Wesley,  ab.  1782. 


Help  thou  mine  unbelief. 
Mark  ix.  24. 
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Saviour,  I  thy  word  believe ; 

My  unbelief  remove ; 
Now  thy  quickening  Spirit  give. 

The  unction  from  above. 
Show  me,  Lord,  how  good  thou  art ; 

Now  thy  gracious  word  fulfill ; 
Send  the  witness  to  my  heart ; 

The  Holy  Ghost  reveal. 

Blessed  Comforter,  O  come. 
And  live  and  move  in  me ; 

Make  my  every  deed  thine  own. 
In  all  things  led  by  thee ; 


Bid  my  sin  and  fear  depart. 
And  within,  oh  deign  to  dwell 

Faithful  witness,  in  my  heart 
Thy  perfect  light  reveal. 

Whom  the  world  can  not  receive, 

O  Lord,  reveal  in  me ; 
Son  of  God,  I  cease  to  live, 

Unless  I  live  to  thee. 
Make  me  choose  the  better  part ; 

Oh  do  thou  my  pardon  seal ; 
Send  the  witness  to  my  heart; 

The  Holy  Ghost  reveal. 

Augustus  M.  Toplady,  1758. 


Biaen  with  Christ 
CoLULl. 
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Buried  with  our  Saviour  slain, 

With  him  by  faith  we  rise ; 
Joined  to  him  who  lives  again, 

Immortal  in  the  skies. 
Seek  we  then  the  things  above. 

Where  he  sits  who  shed  his  blood ; 
Dead  with  him,  our  life  of  love 

Is  hid  with  Christ  in  €k>d. 

Mortify  your  members  then, 

Base  passions  crucify ; 
Watch,  till  Christ  shall  come  again. 

Triumphant  in  the  sky ; 
We  shall  then  with  him  appear ; 

Then,  according  to  his  word. 
We  shall  all  his  glory  share. 

Forever  with  the  Lord. 

Portent,    p.  380« 
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QOA       In  hearenly  pUceB  in  Christ  Jesns.  ^a  a.  Qa 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretcli  tby  wings ; 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place : 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  suii ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source : 
So  a  soul  that's  bom  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

Fly  me,  riches,  fly  me  cares, 

While  I  that  coast  explore ! 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares. 

Solicit  me  no  more  I 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  come 

They'll  rise  to  joyful  light. 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  c^ase  to  mourn ; 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, 

Triumphant  in  the  skies : 
Yet  a  season*  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given. 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

Robert  Seasrare,  1742. 
087        ^^  ^^^  Cometh  from  the  Lord.    ^S  &  6<4 

To  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

The  everlasting  hills ; 
Streaming  thence  in  fresh  supplies. 

My  soul  the  Spirit  feels : 
Will  he  not  his  help  afford? 

Help,  while  yet  I  ask,  is  given ; 
God  comes  down ;  the  God  and  Lord 

That  made  both  earth  and  heaven. 

Faithful  soul,  pray  always,  pray ; 

And  still  in  God  confide ; 
He  thy  feeble  steps  shall  stay. 

Nor  suffer  thee  to  slide : 
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Lean  on  thy  Redeemer's  breast; 

He  thy  quiet  spirit  keeps; 
Rest  in  him,  securely  rest ; 

Thy  Watchman  never  sleeps. 

Neither  sin,  nor  earth,  nor  hell, 

Thy  Keeper  can  surprise ; 
Careless  slumbers  cannot  steal 

On  his  all-seeing  eyes ; 
He  is  Israel's  sure  defense ; 

Israel  all  his  care  shall  prove, 
Kept  by  watchful  providence. 

And  ever-waking  love. 

SECOND   PART. 

See  the  Lord,  thy  Keeper,  stand 

Omnipotently  near  I 
Lo !  he  holds  thee  by  thy  hand. 

And  banishes  thy  fear ; 
Shadows  with  his  wings  thy  head ; 

Guards  from  all  impending  harms : — 
Round  thee  and  beneath  are  spread 

The  everlasting  arms. 

Christ  shall  bless  thy  going  out. 

Shall  bless  thy  coming  in ; 
Kindly  compass  thee  about. 

Till  thou  art  saved  from  sin ; 
Like  thy  spotless  Master,  thou, 

Filled  with  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 
Holy,  pure,  and  perfect, — now. 

Henceforth,  and  evermore. 

Charlei  Wesley,  ab.  1740. 

988       '^•"  i5;{i.*.ir2?*  "^   '78  &  6s. 

Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea. 

Supreme  in  power  and  grace. 
Under  thy  protection  we 

Our  souls  and  bodies  place. 
Bold  an  unknown  land  to  try, 

We  launch  into  the  foaming  deep ; 
Rocks,  and  storms,  and  deaths  defy. 

With  Jesus  in  the  ship. 

Who  the  calm  can  understand. 

In  a  believer's  breast? 
In  the  hollow  of  His  hand 

Our  souls  securely  rest : 
Winds  may  rise,  and  seas  may  roar. 

We  on  His  love  our  spirits  stay ; 
Him  with  quiet  joy  adore, 

Whom  winds  and  seas  obey. 

Wealey. 
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songs  be  -  fore  him,  Praise  our  great  Cre  -  a  -    tor,    For    his    love    and  might. 
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FraiBe  ye  the  Lord. 
Psalm  cxlviii.  1. 
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Angels  high  in  glory, 
Sound  the  joyful  story, 
Praise  the  Lord,  your  Maker, 

Suns  and  stars  of  light; 
Heaven  of  heavens  adore  him, 
Chant  your  songs  before  him. 
Praise  our  great  Creator 

For  his  love  and  might. 

Earth  take  up  the  story, 
Swell  the  songs  of  glory. 
Fire,  and  sun,  and  vapors, 

Winds  that  heed  his  word; 
Forests,  hills,  and  mountains, 
Fruitful  trees  and  fountains, 
Beasts,  and  fowl,  and  cattle, 

Glorify  the  Lord. 

Monarchs  crowned,  anointed, 
Judges  wise  appointed. 
All  young  men  and  maidens 

Sound  his  lofty  praise : 
Old  and  young  together. 
Glorify  your  Father, 
Tell  aloud  his  honor, 

To  eternal  days. 
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At  tiie  voice  of  a  great  thunder. 
Rev.  ziv.  2. 


6S  8b  5s. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HastinKB,  188S. 
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Like  the  roll  of  thunder 
Filling  earth  with  wonder, 
Like  the  ocean's  billows 

Breaking  on  the  shore ; 
Swell  the  harpers'  voices, 
While  all  heaven  rejoices. 
As  the  saints,  victorious, 

Shout  their  conflicts  o'er. 

Hark !  heaven's  myriads  singing, 
Adoration  bringing. 
Glory,  power  and  blessing. 

To  the  Lamb  once  slain : 
Earth  takes  up  the  chorus. 
All  beneath  and  o'er  us, 
Christ  as  Lord  confessing, — 

Publishes  his  fame. 

Glory!  hallelujah  I 
Praise  the  great  Creator  I 
Holy,  holy,  holy! 

Magnify  his  name : 
Blessing,  glory,  honor, 
Wisdom  and  thanksgiving. 
Be  to  God  forever. 

Worthy  is  the  Lamb. 

&.,  1884. 
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Jesus,  Pity  Me. 
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OQ 1  Have  mercy  on  me,  O  Lord.        6s  &  5s 

3  Grant  to  me  thy  Spirit, 
That  through  Jesus'  merit, 
I  may  life  inherit ; 

Jesus,  pity  me. 

4  When  I  start  and  shiver,    , 
By  death's  gloomy  river, 
Then  do  Thou  deliver; 

Jesus,  pity  me. 

6  When  thy  voice  of  thunder 
Fills  the  earth  with  wonder. 
Rending  graves  asunder, 
Jesus,  pity  me. 

6  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 
When  I  stand  before  thee, 
Save  me,  I  implore  thee ; 

Jesus,  pity  me. 

7  Free  from  condemnation. 
Through  thy  mediation, 
Grant  me  thy  salvation, 

Jesus,  pity  me. 
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Unto  Him  that  loved  u*. 
Bev.  i.  5. 


H..1858. 
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Unto  ^hee,  our  Saviour, 
For  thy  love  and  favor, 
Now,  henceforth,  and  ever. 
Praises  shall  be  given. 


For  thy  tears  and  sadness, 
Whilst  thou  bore  earth's  madness, 
Bringing  mortals  gladness. 
Praises  shall  be  given. 

For  thy  sweet  refreshings, 
For  thine  intercessions, 
For  thy  daily  blessings, 
Praises  shall  be  given. 

When  in  realms  of  glory 
We  appear  before  thee, 
Then  shall  all  adore  thee, — 
All  in  earth  and  heaven. 

H..1888. 

AAO         Be  merciful  unto  UB,  and  bless  us.    a^  m,  ttc. 
Woo  Psalm  Uvii.l.  OS  &  OS. 

Lord,  most  high  and  gracious. 
We  beseech  thee,  bless  us, 
With  thy  love  refresh  us. 
Fill  us  with  thy  fear. 

Let  thy  gospel's  glory. 
Spread  abroad  before  thee, 
So  shall  men  adore  thee, 
Knowing  thou  art  near. 

View  earth's  desolation, 
See  death's  devastation. 
Come,  and  bring  salvatioii, 
Quickly,  Lord,  appear. 

Fill  the  world  with  glory, 
Bid  the  nations  know  thee, 
Bow  mankind  before  thee. 
Reign  triumphant  here. 


H.,1S88. 


By  Permission. 
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AAA         Not  by  works  of  righteousness. 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record 
The  honors  of  her  dying  Lord, 

Triumphant  over  sin ; 
How  sweet  the  song  there's  none  can  say 
But  those  whose  sins  are  washed  away, 

Who  feel  the  same  within. 

"We  claim  no  merit  of  our  own, 

But,  self-condemned  before  thy  throne, 

Our  hopes  on  Jesus  place ; 
Tho'  once  in  heart  and  life  depraved, 
We  now  can  sing  as  sinners  saved, 

And  praise  redeeming  grace. 

We'll  sing  the  same  while  life  shall  last. 
And  when,  at  the  archangel's  blast. 

Our  slfeeping  dust  shall  rise ; 
Then  in  a  song  forever  new, 
The  glorious  theme  we'll  still  pursue 

Throughout  the  azure  skies. 

Prepared  of  old,  at  God's  right  hand. 
Bright,  everlasting  mansions  stand 

For  all  the  blood-bought  race ; 
And  till  we  reach  those  seats  of  bliss. 
We'll  sing  no  other  song  but  this — 

Salvation  all  of  grace. 

John  Kent,  isao. 

Maribah.    p.  29)S. 


Except  the  Lord  build  the  house. 
Fsolm  cxxvii.  I. 


C.  P.  M. 


Except  the  Lord  conduct  the  plan, 
The  best  concerted  schemes  are  vain, 

And  never  can  succeed ; 
We  spend  our  wretched  strength  for  nought 
But  if  our  works  in  Thee  be  wrought, 
They  shall  be  blest  indeed. 

Lord,  if  thou  didst  thyself  inspire 
Our  souls  with  this  intense  desire 

Thy  goodness  to  proclaim — 
Thy  glory  if  we  now  intend — 
Oh,  let  our  deed  begin  and  end 

Complete  in  Jesus'  name. 

In  Jesus'  name  behold  we  meet. 
Far  from  an  evil  world  retreat, 

And  all  its  frantic  ways ; 
One  only  thing  resolved  to  know, 
And  square  our  useful  lives  below 

By  reason  and  by  grace. 

Oh,  let  our  faith  and  love  abound  I 
Oh,  let  our  lives  to  all  around 

With  purest  luster  shine  I 
That  all  around  our  works  may  see, 
And  give  the  glory,  Lord,  to  niee. 

The  heavenly  Light  Divine. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1767. 
Solemn  Inquiry,    p.  S93. 


336 


Ilntigtmtig  f  mqtt%  f  ^atrngr^s^ixot  mA  Jim.        996-999 


996       ^*'^'"*  ^"  Sim/xfirTL  ^  *^'  ^'^'  c,  p.  M. 
How  happy,  gracious  Lord,  are  we, 
Divinely  drawn  to  follow  thee, 

Whose  hours  divided  are 
Betwixt  the  mount  and  multitude ; 
Our  day  is  spent  in  doing  good, 

Our  night  in  praise  and  prayer. 

With  us  no  melancholy  void, 
No  moment  lingers  unemployed. 

Or  unimproved  below ; 
Our  weariness  of  life  is  gone. 
Who  live  to  serve  our  God  alone, 

And  only  Thee  to  know. 

The  winter's  night,  the  summer's  day, 
Glide  imperceptibly  away. 

Too  short  to  sing  thy  praise ; 
Too  few  we  find  the  happy  hours, 
And  haste  to  join  those  heav'nly  pow'rs 

In  everlasting  lays. 

With  all  who  chant  thy  name  on  high. 
And  *'Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, — 

A  bright,  harmonious  throng ! 
We  long  thy  praises  to  repeat, 
And  ceaseless  sing  around  thy  seat 

The  new,  eternal  song. 

Charles  Wesley ^1749. 


998 


Swifter  than  a  wearer's  shuttle. 
Job.  yii.  & 


C.  P.  M. 


I  press  toward  the  mark. 
Phil.  lii.  14. 


C.  P.  M. 


997 

Thee,  Jesus,  thee,  the  sinner's  Friend, 
I  follow  on  to  apprehend ; 

The  Lord,  the  gracious  Lord, 
Long-suffering,  merciful,  and  kind, 
The  God  who  always  bears  in  mind 

His  everlasting  word. 

Plenteous  He  is  in  truth  and  grace ; 
He  wills  that  all  the  fallen  race 

Should  turn,  repent,  and  live ; 
His  pardoning  grace  for  all  is  free ; 
Transgression,  sin,  iniquity, 

He  freely  doth  forgive. 

Mercy  he  doth  for  thousands  keep ; 
He  goes  and  seeks  the  one  lost  sheep. 

And  brings  his  wanderer  home : 
No  more  would  I  a  wanderer  be ; 
Come  then,  my  Lord,  and  gather  me. 

My  Jesus,  quickly  come. 

Charles  Wesley ^  ab.  1741 
WiUoughby.    p.  ^86. 


My  days,  my  weeks,  my  months, my  years. 
Fly  rapid  as  the  whirling  spheres 

Around  the  steady  pole : 
Time,  like  the  tide,  its  motion  keeps. 
And  I  must  launch  thro'  boundless  deeps. 

Where  endless  ages  roll. 

The  grave  is  near  the  cradle  seen ; 
How  swift  the  moments  pass  between. 

And  whisper  as  they  fly, — 
*  *  Unthinking  man !  remember  this, 
Thou,  midst  thy  sublunary  bliss, 

Must  groan,  and  gasp,  and  die." 

The  Judge  of  all  shall  quickly  come 
To  call  mankind  to  meet  their  doom 

In  an  unlocked  for  hour ; 
Sinner,  canst  thou  that  summons  hear, 
When  Christ  for  judgment  shall  appear 

In  glory  and  in  power? 

Oh,  what  amazing  bliss  or  woe. 
Hangs  on  this  inch  of  time  below, 

This  hour  of  grace  to  men : 
Lord,  at  thy  mercy  seat  we  bow, 
Bid  conscience  speak  and  tell  us  now, 

What  it  will  tell  us  then. 

Mortals,  the  heavenly  voice  attend, 
And  make  your  Judge  your  guardian  friend, 

Against  that  hour  of  fate: 
To-day  obey  the  call  divine. 
To-morrow  may  be  none  of  thine. 

Or  it  may  be  too  late ! 

This  hour,  ye  burdened  souls,  draw  near. 
The  gracious  invitation  hear; 

Attend  the  heavenly  call : 
In  death's  broad  road  no  longer  stray, 
But  enter  now  the  narrow  way. 

And  make  the  Lord  your  all. 

Thomas  Greene.  1780.    Arr.  H.,  1884. 


QQO         Did  not  our  heart  bum  within  us?    r<    r>   xr 
Wa  Lukexxiy.82.  C>.  r.  M. 

O  Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  go, 

And  make  our  hearts  within  us  glow 

With  love's  pure,  quenchless  flame ; 
Walk  with  us,  Lord,  in  all  our  ways, 
And  may  our  lives  declare  thy  praise 

And  magnify  thy  name. 

IL,  1884. 
What  Sound  is  This?    p.  $890. 
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H.M. 


Oliver  Bronaon,  1783.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 

] J- 


Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow,  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow,  The  glad-ly    sol  -  emn 


sound!  Let    all     the     na-tions  know, To  earth's  re  -  mot  -  est  bound : The 


:g:      :g:      "^    ^ 


le       :(?:      :^.*- 


year    of   ju  -  bi  -  lee    has  come ;  Re  -turn, 

g  r  ■>    >    >    ^  .-^ 


ye  ransomed  sin-ners,  home 


I 


The  trumpet  of  th«jubllee. 
T.  9. 


H.  M. 


1 UOO  Xerit  ixT. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow, 
The  gladly  solemn  sound ; 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound.  Chorus. 


Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  by  his  blood, 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim.    Cho. 

Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made ; 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad.    Cho. 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive. 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live.     Cho. 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought. 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love.      Cho, 

The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace. 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face.     Ch/y, 

Weriey,  1750. 
By  PerniiMion. 


The  Lord  Ii  thy  keeper. 
Faalm  ezxi.  /i. 


Ha    sLt 


1001 

Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

From  God  is  all  my  aid, — 
The  God  that  built  the  skies, 
And  earth  and  nature  made ; 
God  is  the  tow'r  to  which  I  fly ; 
His  grace  is  nigh  in  every  hour. 

My  feet  shall  never  slide, 
And  fall  in  fatal  snares, 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide, 
Defends  me  from  my  fears ; 
Those  wakeful  eyes  that  never  sleep 
Shall  Israel  keep  when  dangers  rise. 

No  burning  heats  by  day. 

Nor  blasts  of  evening  air, 
Shall  take  my  health  away. 
If  God  be  with  me  there ; 
Thou  art  my  sun,  and  thou  my  shade, 
To  guard  my  head  by  night  or  noon. 

Hast  Thou  not  giv'n  thy  word 
To  save  my  soul  from  death? 
And  I  can  trust  my  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath ; — 
I'll  go  and  come,  nor  fear  to  die, 
Till  from  on  high  thou  call  me  home. 

Isaac  Watte,  17I». 
I/enoK.    p.  344.  Winthrop.    p.  34JSi 
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1002-1003 


Delight. 


^^PP 


H.  M.  Simeon  Coan,  1767-1815.    Arr.  H.,  1880. 


^^i^^^^i^^ 


1  My  life's  a  shade,  my  days  Apace    to  death  decline ;  My  Lord  is         life,  he'll 


raise  My  dust  a -gain,  e'en  mine. 


Sweet  truth  to  me !   I  shall   arise,  And 


Sweet  truth  to  me! 


with  these  eyes    my    Saviour   see,  Sweet  truth  to    me !    I    shall  a  -  rise,  And 


with  these  eyes  my  Saviour    see.     And  with  these  eves  my  Saviour      see. 


IUUa  Jobxix.  26. 

2  I  said  sometimes  with  tears, 
**Ahmel  Pm  left  to  die ! " 

Lord,  silence  thou  those  fears. 
My  life's  with  thee  on  high. 
Sweet  truth  to  me !  I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes  my  Saviour 

3  My  peaceful  grave  shall  keep 
My  bones  till  that  sweet  day 

I  wake  from  my  long  sleep. 

And  leave  my  bed  of  clay. 
Sweet  truth  to  me !  I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes  my  Saviour 

4  My  Lord  his  angels  shall 
Their  golden  trumpets  sound, 

At  whose  most  welcome  call. 
My  grave  shall  be  unbound. 
Sweet  truth  to  me !  I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes  my  Saviour 

Samuel  Grossman, 
By  Permission. 


see. 


see. 


see. 

ab.l664. 


There  shall  be  a  fountain  opened. 
Zech.  xiii.  1. 


H.  M. 


H.  M.  1008 

From  thy  dear  pierced  side, 

Unspotted  Lamb  of  God, 
Came  forth  a  mingled  stream 

Of  water  and  of  blood : 
My  sinful  soul  there  I  would  lay, 
Till  every  stain  is  washed  away. 

'Tis  from  this  sacred  spring 

A  sovereign  virtue  flows, 
To  heal  my  painful  wounds, 

And  cure  my  deadly  woes: 
Here,  then,  I'll  bathe,  and  bathe  again, 
Till  not  a  wound  or  woe  remain. 

A  fountain  'tis,  unsealed, 

Divinely  rich  and  free, 
Open  for  all  who  come, 

And  open,  too,  for  me : 
To  this  pure  fount  will  I  repair; 
Come,  sinners,  come ;  there's  mercy  there. 

Benj.  Beddome,  1717-1795. 
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Safe  Home.  H.  M. 


pl±JL,J  j 


Alfred  Boynton,  1874. 


Safe  home,  safe  home  in  port !  Rent  cordage,8hatter'd  deck,  Torn  sailsjprovisions  short 


And    on-ly  not  a      wreck,  But  oh,  the  joy  up- on  the  shore  To  know  our  voy-age. 


per-ils  o'er!  But  oh,  the  joy  up  -  on  the  shore  To  know  our  voy-age  per-ils   o'er! 


1  AAA  Their  desired  haven.  tt    \r 

11IU4  PBalm  evil.  80.  M.  M. 

2  No  more  the  foe  can  harm, 
No  more  of  Ueaguered  camp. 

No  cry  of  night  alarm, 
Nor  need  of  ready  lamp ; 
And  yet,  how  nearly  he  had  failed, — 
How  nearly  had  the  foe  prevailed. 

3  The  lamb  is  in  the  fold, 
In  perfect  safety  penned, 

The  lion  once  had  hold 

And  thought  to  make  an  end : 
But  One  came  by  with  wounded  side, 
And  for  the  sheep  the  Shepherd  died. 

4  The  exile  is  at  home : — 
Oh,  nights  and  days  of  tears! 

Oh,  longings  not  to  roam ! 
Oh,  sms,  and  doubts,  and  fears, 
What  matters  now  when,  men  so  say. 
The  King  has  wiped  those  tears  away  I 

5  Oh,  happy,  happy  bride ! 
The  widowed  hours  are  past; 

The  Bridegroom  at  thy  side. 
Thou  all  his  own  at  last ! 
The  sorrows  of  thy  former  cup 
In  full  fruition  swallowed  up. 

Joseph  of  the  Studinm.  d.  »«.  Tr.  J.  M.  Neale.  ab.  18C2. 
Copyxlffht,  H.  L.  Hastings,  ItM.  340 


The  heavenly  host 

Luke  ii.  18. 


God. 


H.  M. 


1005 

Hark !  hark !  the  notes  of  joy 

Roll  o'er  the  heavenly  plains, 
And  seraphs  find  employ 
For  their  sublimest  strains : 
Some  new  delight  in  heaven  ia  known  *, 
Loud  sound  the  harps  around  the  throne. 

Hark!  hark!  the  sounds  draw  nigh; 

The  joyful  hosts  descend ; 
The  Lord  forsakes  the  sky ; 
To  earth  his  footsteps  bend : 
He  comes  to  bless  our  fallen  race ; 
He  comes  with  messages  of  grace. 

Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round ; 

Let  every  mortal  know 
What  love  in  God  is  found, 
What  pity  he  can  show : 
Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll. 
Convey  the  news  from  pole  to  pole. 

Strike,  strike  the  harps  again, 
To  great  ImmanueUs  name ; 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men. 
And  all  his  grace  proclaim : 
Angels  and  men,  wake  every  string : 
'Tis  God  the  Saviour's  praise  we  sin^. 

Andrew  Beed,  1842. 


%ix  j|tm  hi  0{]x^ 


1006-1008 


O  thou,  the  One  Supreme^ 

O  thou,  my  deathless  King, 
Be  thou  my  only  theme, 
Grant  me  Thyself  to  sing ; 
To  Thee  the  hymn,  to  Thee  the  praise. 
Celestial  choirs  forever  raise. 

For  thee  the  ages  run 

In  order  as  was  given ; 
For  thee  shines  forth  the  sun. 
The  Say-bom  eye  of  heaven ; 
For  thee  the  moon  and  grand  array 
Of  stars,  hold  on  their  nightly  way. 

Unseen,  yet  ever  near, 

Father,  propitious  be : 
This  my  petition  hear, 
This  boon  accord  to  me : 
To  have  my  sins  all  washed  away, 
And  serve  my  Lord  thro'  endless  day. 

To  thee  I  bend  the  knee ; 

When  he  shall  come,  grant  me 
That  I  his  glory  see. 
That  I  his  servant  be : 
When  he  shall  come,  shall  come  again. 
When  he  shall  come,  shall  come  to  reign. 

Father,  propitious  be  1  . 

On  me  thy  mercy  show ! 
Bow  down  thine  ear  to  me. 
On  me  thy  grace  bestow ; 
For  thine  the  glory,  thine  the  grace, 
While  countless  ages  run  their  race. 

Qrefforj  Nazianzen,  83()-9t9. 
Tr.  AUen  W.  Chatfl«ld.  ab.  1876. 

1007    0«'«»*»^«rf»Tfh^^f;,">»toH^-  H.  M. 

Jesus,  accept  the  praise 

That  to  thy  name  belongs ; 
Matter  of  all  our  lays. 
Subject  of  all  our  songs : 
Through  thee  we  now  together  came, 
And  part,  exulting  in  thy  name. 

In  flesh  we  part  awhile, 

But  still  in  spirit  joined,      •  . 
To  embrace  the  happy  toil 
Thou  hast  to  each  assigned ; 
And  while  we  do  thy  blessed  will, 
We  bear  our  heaven  about  us  still. 

Oh  let  us  thus  go  on 

In  all  thy  pleasant  ways, 
And,  armed  with  patience,  run 

With  joy  the  appointed  race ; 

Jubilee,  p.  338.    liOnox.  p.  344.  34 ^ 


Keep  us,  and  every  seeking  soul, 
Till  all  attain  the  heavenly  goal. 

There  we  shall  meet  again, 

When  all  our  toils  are  o'er. 
And  death,  and  grief,  and  pain, 
And  parting  are  no  more : 
We  shall  with  all  our  brethren  rise, 
And  grasp  thee  in  the  flaming  skies. 

SECOND   PART. 

Oh  happy,  happy  day. 

That  calls  thy  exiles  home  I 
The  heavens  shall  pass  away. 
The  earth  receive  its  doom ; 
Earth  we  shall  view  and  heav'n  destroyed, 
And  shout  above  the  flery  void. 

These  eyes  shall  see  them  fall. 

Mountains,  and  stars,  and  skies ! 
These  eyes  shall  see  them  all 
Out  of  their  ashes  rise ! 
These  lips  His  praises  shall  rehearse. 
Whose  nod  restores  the  universe. 

According  to  his  word. 

His  oath  to  sinners  given, 
We  look  to  see  restored 

The  ruined  earth  and  heaven ; 
In  a  new  world  his  truth  to  prove, 
A  world  of  righteousness  and  love. 

Wesley,  ab.  1747. 
1008  «•  ***|"pW!^8."''^*'^'-  H.  M. 

Tlie  happy  morn  is  come; 

The  Saviour  leaves  the  grave ; 
His  glorious  work  is  done, 
Almighty  now  to  save. 
Captivity  is  captive  led,  — 
For  Jesus  liveth,  who  was  dead. 

Who  to  our  charge  shall  lay 

Iniquity  and  guilt? 
All  sin  is  done  away. 

Since  his  rich  blood  was  spilt.  Cho. 

Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid; 

The  glorious  work  is  done ; 
On  Him  our  help  is  laid. 

The  victory  is  won.     Cho. 

Hail  the  triumphant  Lord ! 

The  Resurrection  thou ; 
We  bless  the  sacred  word ; 

Before  thy  throne  we  bow.     Cho, 

Thouuw  llaweitt  ftb.  1799. 


1009-1010 


Cla  T;  9n\  to  fkni  llm. 


WInthrop. 


H.M. 


Abmhara  Maxim,  1773*-1829. 
Arr.  U..  1880. 


1  Ye     Tir  -  gin  souls,  a  -  rise,  With  all    the  dead    a-wake !  Un  -  to     sal  -  va-tiou 


'^^^^^^^^^^ 


wise,  Oil  in    your  ves  -  sels    take.  Up-start  -  ing      at    the    midnight  cry,  Up- 


wfiri^ifi^^=g^fe 


start-ing 


the    midnight    cry,     "  Behold,  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  nigh !" 


Behold  fhe  Brldeicroom  cometh. 
Hatt  xxY.  6. 


1009 

2  He  comes,  he  comes,  to  call 
The  nations  to  his  bar, 

And  raise  to  glory  all 

Who  fit  for  glory  are : 
Made  ready  for  your  full  reward, 
Go  forth  with  joy  to  meet  your  Lord. 

3  Go,  meet  him  in  the  sky, 
Your  everlasting  friend ; 

Your  Head  to  glorify, 

.  With  all  his  saints  ascend : 

Ye  pure  in  heart,  obtain  the  grace 

To  see,  without  a  veil,  his  face  I 

4  Ye  that  have  here  received 
The  unction  from  above, 

And  in  his  Spirit  lived, 
Obedient  to  his  love, 
Jesus  shall  claim  you  for  his  bride : 
Rejoice  with  all  the  sanctified ! 

6  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope 
Of  that  great  day  unknown, 

When  saints  shall  be  caught  up 
And  stand  before  his  throne; 

Called  to  partake  the  marriage  feast, 

And  lean  on  our  Immanuers  breast. 

Jubilee,   p.  338, 


H.  M. 


6  The  everlasting  doors 
Shall  soon  the  saints  receive. 

Above  yon  angel  powers 
In  glorious  joy  to  live; 
Far  from  a  world  of  grief  and  sin, 
With  God  eternally  shut  in. 

7  Then  let  us  wait  to  hear 
The  trumpet's  welcome  sound ; 

To  see  our  Lord  appear, 

Watching  let  us  be  found ; 
When  Jesus  doth  the  heavens  bow 
Be  found — as.  Lord,  thou  find'st  us  now. 

Charles  Wesley,  1T49. 

1  /\1  A  Let  the  people  praise  thee.  *.    ^^ 

1 U 1 U  Psalm  Ixrli. 8.  H.  U. 

Ye  tribes  of  Adam,  join 

With  heaven,  and  earth,  and  seas, 
And  offer  notes  divine 
To  your  Creator's  praise : 
Ye  holy  throng  of  angels  bright. 
In  worlds  of  light  begin  the  song. 

Let  all  the  nations  fear 

The  God  that  rules  above ; 
He  brings  his  people  near. 

And  makes  them  taste  his  love ; 
While  earth  and  sky  attempt  his  praise. 
His  saints  shall  raise  his  honors  high. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1719. 
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1011-1012 


Burnham. 


H.  M. 


Thomas  Clark,  1775—1859. 
(V 


Kejoioe,  the  Lord  is  King !  Your  Lord  and  King  adore  ;Mortal8,give  thanks  and  sing 


And  tri-umph  ev-er-more ;  Lift  up  your  heart8,lift  up  your  voice, 


Lift  up  your 


Lift  up  your  heart8,lift  up  your 

/IS 


voice,  lift     up  your  voice ; 


Again  I  bay.  Rejoice. 
'1.  Iv.  4. 


PhU. 


H.  M. 


1011 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King! 

Your  Lord  and  King  adore ; 
Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing, 
And  triumph  evermore ; 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  Rejoice. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  reigns, 
The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 

When  he  had  purged  our  stains. 
He  took  his  seat  above.     Cho. 

His  kingdom  cannot  fail. 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 

The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  given.     Cho. 

He  sits  at  God's  right  hand 

Till  all  his  foes  submit 
And  bow  to  his  command. 

And  fall  beneath  his  feet.      Cho, 

He  all  his  foes  shall  quell, 
And  all  our  sins  destroy ; 

Let  every  bosom  swell 

With  pure,  seraphic  joy.     Cho, 


H.  M. 


Rejoice  in  glorious  hope ; 

Jesus,  the  Judge,  shall  come, 
And  take  his  servants  up 
To  their  eternal  home ; 
We  soon  shall  hear  the  archangel's  voice ; 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound — Rejoice ! 

Charles  Wesley,  1746. 

1  i\t  O  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God. 

IV 146  John  L  29. 

Behold  the  Lamb  of  God, 

Who  bears  our  sin  away ; 
He  shed  his  precious  blood 
For  wanderers  gone  astray. 
He  hath  redeemed  us  by  his  blood, 
Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1 

Oh,  look  to  Him  and  live, 
Each  smitten  dying  soul. 
He  health  and  life  can  give ; 
His  grace  shall  make  you  whole. 
He  hath  redeemed  us  by  his  blood, 
Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 

Lrenoz.  p.  344. 


U.,  1885. 


W 


jJjJiwuU-?^^ 


343 
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9^^{b  Hf^  fkm* 


Lenox. 


H.  M. 


gzjis-^ 


Lewis  EdBon,  1782. 


A-riM,  D J  BooI,  a  -  rise !  Shike  ofT  thj  guilty  fears ;   The  bleeding  sac  -ri  -  fice      In  mjr  behalf  ajhpean ; 


Before  the  throne  my  Surety  standi ;  Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands ;  ly  lame  is  writ-ten  on   his  htnds. 


t^-  m  |lg>- — - 


l-'r 


It 


^ 


fore  the  throne  my  Surety  stands.  Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands,  ly  name       is  writ 


1 


ten  on    his  hands. 


He  ever  liveth  to  make  interceMion. 
Ueb.  vii.  25. 


H.  M. 


1018 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise ! 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears ; 
The  bleeding  sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands ; 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede ; 
His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atohed  for  all  our  race. 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears, 

Received  on  Calvary, 
They  pour  effectual  prayers. 
They  strongly  speak  for  me. 
Forgive  him,  oh,  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die  I 

The  Father  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One ; 
He  cannot  turn  away 
The  presence  of  his  Son ; 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood. 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 


L6  n  ox  .    ^^^  ^  rrangement. 


To  God  Vm  reconciled; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child ; 
I  can  no  longer  fear ; 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

Wesley,  1742. 


The  day  the  Lord  hath  made. 
Psalm  cxviil.  24. 


H«  M. 


1014 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake  I 

And  hail  this  sacred  day; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  praise 

Your  joyful  homage  pay : 
Come,  bless  the  day  that  God  hath  blest. 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 

On  this  auspicious  morn 

The  Lord  of  life  arose : 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death, 

And  vanquished  all  our  foes ; 
And  now  he  pleads  our  cause  above, 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  his  love. 

All  hail,  triumphant  Lord! 

Heaven  with  hosannas  rings, 
And  earth  in  humbler  strains 

Thy  praise  responsive  sings: 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign ! 

Elizabeth  ScoU,  17fiL  Thomas  Cotterlll.  1779-1823. 


llFlf-f3-S-t:^^|pl^  I 


Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands,  Be-fore  the  throne  my  Surety  stands,    My  name  is  writ-ten  on    his     hands. 
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1  #>  1  R        With  power  and  great  glory.  n   -m 

Oh,  the  amazing  pomp 

Of  that  tremendous  day, 
When  the  archangel's  trump 
Shall  summon  us  away ; 
When  Christ  to  judgment  shall  descend, 
And  every  knee  before  him  bend. 

On  a  refulgent  cloud, 

Jesus,  the  Judge,  appears ; 
The  saints  rejoice  aloud. 
The  guilty  sinner  fears. 
On  the  white  throne  he  takes  his  seat, 
And  views  the  myriads  at  his  feet. 

'Midst  the  vast  multitude, 
His  eye  omniscient  sees 
The  purchase  of  his  blood 
And  dying  agonies. 
Then  calls  them  forth  and  bids  them  stand, 
With  glory  crowned,  at  his  right  hand. 

'*  Come,  souls  forever  blest," 

He  says,  *'  My  people,  come, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 
Enter  your  heavenly  home ; 
No  more  shall  aught  your  peace  annoy. 
Inherit  everlasting  joy." 

But  in  what  awful  sounds 

The  wicked  are  addressed ! 
Heaven  with  their  groans  resounds. 
As  on  his  left  they're  placed. 
'*Depart,ye  cursed,"  the  Judge  exclaims, 
'*  To  be  destroyed  in  burning  flames!" 

Oh,  thou  eternal  God, 

Ere  this  tremendous  day. 
Cleanse  me  in  Jesus'  blood. 
Wash  all  my  guilt  away. 
Then  may  I  join  the  happy  throng. 
To  praise  thee  in  eternal  song. 

Unknown,  cir.  1830? 


1016  '  "^'^fie^iilT "''''  H.  M. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 
In  Jesus'  praises  join, 
Who  now  confirms  his  word. 
And  sends  another  sign, — 
Sign  of  his  day  and  kingdom  near ; 
Look  up,  and  see  your  Lord  appear ! 

Jnbilee.    p.  338.  Winthrop.  p.  342. 


His  coming  he  foreshows 

By  famine,  plague,  and  war ; 
And  epidemic  woes 
His  swift  approach  declare ; 
Trembles  the  earth  to  find  him  near ; 
Look  up,  and  see  your  Lord  appear ! 

Hark,  how  all  nature  groans 
In  pangs  of  second  birth; 
Expect,  ye  ransomed  ones, 
A  new-created  earth, — 
The  ruin  of  the  old  is  near : 
Look  up,  and  see  your  Lord  appear! 

His  tokens  we  espy,  • 

And  now  lift  up  our  head; 
And  in  the  earthquake  cry, 
It  is  my  Saviour's  tread ! 
He  comes  to  save  his  servants  here ; 
Look  up,  and  see  your  Lord  appear ! 

We  do  with  joy  look  up, 

In  national  distress, 
With  confidence  of  hope. 
To  meet  the  Prince  of  peace ; 
We,  unappalled  in  general  fear. 
Look  up,  and  see  our  Lord  appear. 

Our  Lord  appears  again. 

His  glorious  power  to  show, 
He  comes,  he  comes  to  reign. 
With  all  his  saints  below ; 
Judgment  is  mercy's  harbinger; 
The  earth  is  gone,  and  Christ  is  here. 

Wesley,  1750. 


Praise  Him  in  the  firmament 
Psalm  cl.  1. 


H.  M. 


1017 

Ye  boundless  realms  of  joy. 
Exalt  your  Maker's  name ; 
His  praise  your  songs  employ 
Above  the  starry  frame : 
Your  voices  raise,  ye  cherubim 
And  seraphim,  to  sing  his  praise. 

Let  all  adore  the  Lord, 

And  praise  his  holy  name. 
By  whose  almighty  word 
They  all  to  being  came ; 
And  all  shall  last,  from  changes  free ; 
His  firm  decree  stands  ever  fast. 

Tate  and  Bradff,  ab.  1696. 


Lischer.  p.  846. 
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1l(Im$tK^r  1B[IE 


Lisoher. 


Friedrich  Schneider,  1840. 


^^z^AM 


Welcome,  delightful  mom,Thou  day  of  sacred  rest ;  \ 


I  hall  thy  kind  return  ;Lord,make  these  moments  blest,  j  From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys 


I  soar  to  reach  im-mortal  joys,  I      soar      to    reach  im-mor-tal    joys. 

I  soar  to  reach 


The  flnt  day  of  the  week. 
Acts  zx.  7. 


H.  M. 


1018 

Welcome,  delightful  mom, 
Thou  day  of  sacred  rest ; 
I  hail  thy  kind  return ; 

Lord,  make  these  moments  blest. 
From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys 
I  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 

Now  may  the  King  descend, 

And  fill  His  throne  of  grace ; 
Thy  sceptre,  Lord,  extend. 
While  saints  address  thy  face ; 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quickening  word. 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord. 

Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers. 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  bless  these  sacred  hours ; 
Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain. 
Nor  Sabbaths  e*er  be  spent  in  vain. 

Thomas  Hayward.  John  I>obeU'B  CoUection,  1806. 


A  name  which  is  above  evexy  name. 
Phil.  li.  9. 


H.  M. 


1019 

Let  earth  and  heaven  agree. 
Angels  and  men  be  joined 
To  celebrate  with  me 

The  Saviour  of  mankind; 
T'  adore  the  all-atoning  Lamb, 
And  bless  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name. 


Jesus !  transporting  sound ! 

The  joy  of  earth  and  heaven; 
No  other  help  is  found, 
No  other  name  is  given 
By  which  we  can  salvation  have, 
But  Jesus  came  the  world  to  save. 

Jesus !  harmonious  name  I 

It  charms  the  hosts  above ; 
They  evermore  proclaim 
And  wonder  at  his  love : 
'Tis  all  their  happiness  to  gaze, — 
'Tis  heaven  to  see  our  Jesus'  face. 

His  name  the  sinner  bears, 
And  is  from  sin  set  free ; 
'Tis  music  in  his  ears ; 
'Tis  life  and  victory ; 
New  songs  do  now  his  lips  employ, 
And  dances  his  glad  hearffor  joy. 

O  unexampled  love  I 

O  all-redeeming  grace ! 
How  swiftly  didst  thou  move 
To  save  a  fallen  race ! 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  it  known 
What  thou  for  all  mankind  hast  done? 

Oh,  for  a  trumpet  voice. 

On  all  the  world  to  call, 
To  bid  their  hearts  rejoice 
In  Him  who  died  for  all  I 
For  all  my  Lord  was  crucified ; 
For  all,  for  all,  my  Saviour  died. 

Wesley,  ab.  174S. 
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1020  "^^  ^SSn'xiS!?-  H.  M. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

His  throne  is  built  on  high ; 
The  garments  he  assumes 
Are  light  and  majesty; 
His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright, 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 

Through  all  his  ancient  works 

Surprising  wisdom  shines : 
Confounds  the  powers  of  hell, 
And  breaks  their  curs' d  designs ; 
Strong  is  his  arm,  and  shall  fulfill   . 
His  great  decrees  and  sovereign  will. 

And  can  this  mighty  King 

Of  glory  condescend? 
And  will  he  write  his  name 
My  Father  and  my  Friend? 
I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word ; 
Join  all  my  powers  and  praise  the  Lord ! 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1700. 
1  AOI  God  is  gone  up  with  a  shout.  tt   xr 

God  is  gone  up  on  high. 

With  a  triumphant  noise ; 
The  clarions  of  the  sky 
Proclaim  the  angelic  joys! 
Join  all  on  earth,  rejoice  and  sing ; 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

All  power  to  our  great  Lord 

Is  by  the  Father  given ; 
By  angel-hosts  adored, 

He  reigns  supreme  in  heaven.   Cho. 

His  foes  and  ours  are  one 
Satan,  the  world,  and  sin ; 

But  he  shall  tread  them  down, 
And  bring  his  kingdom  in :     Gho. 

Till  all  the  earth,  renew'd 

In  righteousness  divine. 
With  all  the  hosts  of  God 

In  one  great  chorus  join :     Gho. 

Wesley,  ab.  1746. 


1  /\QO       -^  ucv  heaven  and  a  new  earth.  tt    -kt 

1X149^6  Bev.  xxi.  1.  M*  ^' 

Oh,  the  amazing  change ! 
A  world  created  new ! 
My  thoughts  with  transport  range. 
The  lovely  scene  to  view. 
Thee,  Lord  divine,  in  all  I  trace ; 
The  work  is  thine — thine  be  the  praise. 


Where  pointed  brambles  grew, 
Entwined  with  horrid  thorn, 
Gay  flowers,  forever  new, 
The  painted  fields  adorn; 
The  lily  there,  and  blushing  rose. 
In  union  fair  their  sweets  disclose. 

Where  the  bleak  mountain  stood, 

All  bare  and  disarrayed. 
See  the  wide-branching  wood 
Diffuse  its  grateful  shade ; 
Tall  oaks,  and  pines,  and  cedars  nod, 
And  elms  and  vines  confess  their  God. 

The  tyrants  of  the  plain 

Their  savage  chase  give  o'er ; 
No  more  they  rend  the  slain, 
They  thirst  for  blood  no  more ; 
But  infant  hands  fierce  tigers  lead, 
And  lions  with  the  oxen  feed. 

O,  when.  Almighty  Lord, 

Shall  these  glad  scenes  arise, 
To  verify  thy  word. 
And  bless  our  wondering  eyes? 
That  earth  with  all  her  tongues  may  raise 
United  songs  of  ardent  praise. 

Philip  Dofldridge,  1702-1751. 


How  good  and  how  pleasant. 
Psalm  cxxziii.  1. 


H«  Alt 


1028 

Behold  how  good  a  thing 
It  is  to  dwell  in  peace ; 
How  pleasing  to  our  King 
This  fruit  of  righteousness ; 
When  brethren  all  in  one  agree, 
Who  knows  the  joys  of  unity ! 

In  him,  when  brethren  join, 

And  follow  after  peace, 
The  fellowship  divine 
He  promises  to  bless, 
His  choicest  graces  to  bestow. 
Where  two  or  three  are  met  below. 


The  riches  of  his  grace 

In  fellowship  are  given 
To  Sion's  chosen  race. 
The  citizens  of  heaven ; 
He  fills  them  with  the  choicest  store. 
He  gives  them  life  for  evermore. 

Wesley,  ab.  1742. 


lienox.    p.  344. 


Wlnthrop.    p.  34!$. 
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JVox  Clamantis. 

SpitUed, 


H..  1879. 


1    In     desert  wastes  an     echo       ringeth !  An    herald  Voice  lifts  up    its  cry, 


Glad  tidings    to    the  world  it    bringeth,  The  kingdom  of   our  God  draws  nigh. 

J  '^ 


Chorus. 


O     herald,  shout  that  note  of  gladness,Sound  it      aloud       to      every    land. 


Waken  earth's  tribes  from  sin  and  sadness,  Proclaim  God's  kingdom  nigh  at  hand. 

I        I  ^ 


1024       ^'^*"*l?„*ifJl!?'™*'"-    98  &  88. 

2The  shadows  flee,  the  morning  dawneth, 
The  radiant  day-star  rideth  high, 

A  golden  flush  each  hill  adorneth, 
The  kingdom  of  our  God  draws  nigh. 

3  The  fig-tree  buds,  the  spring  advances. 
The  glow  of  Summer  floods  the  sky. 

Heaven's  light  along  the  landscape  dances, 
The  kingdom  of  our  God  draws  nigh. 

4  Behold  your  King  with  glory  crowned, 
Once  mocked  aodscourg'd  ud  doomed  to  die 

Now  raised,  exalted  and  renown M, 
The  kingdom  of  our  God  draws  nigh. 

5  Kiss  ye  the  Son,  ye  kings  adore  him, 
Make  haste  to  worship  ere  ye  die, 

All  tongues  and  nations  bow  before  Him, 
The  kingdom  of  our  God  draws  nigh. 

M.,  1880. 


1026^''*^*  •"*  "i2:  SwJm*'"'"  ^  ^"^98  &  ss. 

A  wake,  and  sing  in  songs  immortal, 
Ye  who  in  dust  have  dwelt  so  long  ! 

Burst  from  death^s  shattered  iron  portal, 
Awake,  and  swell  the  conqueror^s  song ! 

Behold  the  Judge  in  pomp  descending, 
Bids  the  wide  earth  disclose  her  blood. 

And  angel  hosts  in  clouds  attending. 
Gather  the  ransomed  sons  of  God. 

Voices  from  heaven  to  praise  are  calling, 
Thanks  rise  from  saints  and  martyrs  slain, 

The  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  falling, 
And  Christ  the  Conqueror  comes  to  reign. 

He  comes,  let  earth  break  forth  in  singing ; 

Let  hills  and  vales  in  songs  rejoice; 
Let  land  and  sea,  their  homage  bringing, 

Before  the  Lord  lift  up  the  voice. 

H..IW). 


Copyright,  H.  L.  llastingt,  1879. 
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Consummation.  9s&8s.  h.,  ises. 


^ 


^    {gl  II  ^    f  ■  j  1 3 — 3- 1  3    d    g^ 


1    I    murmur  not  that  now  a  stranger       I    pass  a-long    the    smiling  earth ; 


^^ 


/^ 


:^ 


-^-r 


-9-^ 


I 


I  know  the  snare,  I  dread  the  danger,     I    hate  the  haunts,  I  shun  the  mirth. 

'5^ 


^ffn 
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2  My  hopes  are  passing  upward,  onward, 
And  with  my  hopes  my  heart  has  gone ; 

My  eye  is  turning  skyward,  sunward, 
Where  glory  brightens  round  yon  throne. 

3  Earth,  what  a  sorrow  lies  before  thee ! 

None  like  it  in  the  shadowy  past ; — 
The  sharpest  throe  that  ever  tore  thee, 
E'en  though  the  briefest  and  the  last. 

4  I  see  the  fair  moon  veil  her  lustre, 
I  see  the  sackcloth  of  the  sun ; 

The  shrouding  of  each  starry  cluster, 
The  threefold  woe  of  earth  begun. 

5  I  see  the  shadows  of  earth's  sunset ; 
And  wrapped  in  these  the  Avenger's  form ; 

I  see  the  Armageddon-onset; 
But  I  shall  be  above  the  storm. 

6  There  comes  the  moaning  and  the  sighing, 
There  comes  the  hot  tear's  heavy  fall, 

The  thousand  agonies  of  dying ; — 
But  I  shall  be  beyond  them  all. 

Horatius  Bonar,  ab.  1857. 

1 027  '^  ""  Ua^iS'S'"**"'  98  &  88. 

Behold  a  crystal  fountain  springing 
'^d  desert  wastes  and  scorching  sands, 

Courage  and  strength  and  comfort  bringing, 
To  travelers  in  weary  lands. 

So  'mid  earth's  arid  desolation, 
My  soul  with  gladness  all  unknown. 

Hails  the  bright  waters  of  salvation 
That  issue  from  the  eternal  throne. 


Copyright,  U.  L.  UaBtinfta,  188S. 
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On  the  wide,  trackless  sands  are  lying, 
Unnumbered  wasted,  shriveled  forms, 

And  many  thirsting  souls  are  dying 
Amid  the  desert's  burning  storms. 

Oh,  Adam's  fallen  sons  and  daughters, 
Why  in  the  desert  faint  and  die? 

Behold  the  fount  of  living  waters, 
Behold  salvation's  well  is  nigh  I 

Why  follow,  to  your  own  undoing, 
Phantoms  that  mock  your  helpless  woe? 

Earth's  mirage  only  lures  to  ruin. 
Heaven's  streams  with  hnlth  ud  blessing  flow. 

Ye  thirsty,  in  the  desert  dreary. 
Ye  heavy-laden  and  oppressed, 

Come  to  this  fount ;  ye  faint  and  weary. 
Come  unto  Jesus  and  find  rest. 

H.,  1880. 

1028     "^^^  ''^to^'^i^^^'^'^     9s  &  8s. 
The  whole  creation  now  is  sighing. 

And  waits  till  its  deliverance  come ; 
The  saints  within  their  hearts  are  crying 

For  their  redemption  and  their  home. 

We  groan  amid  earth's  desolation. 
Till  sin,  and  pain,  and  death  are  past ; 

Then  shall  we  hail  the  new  creation, 
And  joyful  enter  rest  at  last. 

Beyond  the  reign  of  woe  and  sadness, 
Beyond  the  tyrant's  scourge  and  rod, 

We  hail  the  jubilee  of  gladness, 
The  freedom  of  the  sons  of  God. 

H.,  188.1. 

Requiesoat.  p.  350. 

9 


1029-1031 


I  jam  i]{(  Sr^ati  ifi  ^ifa. 


Requlesoat. 


«fB  w  vB« 


H.,  1879. 


1  As  children  fold  their  sleepy     &  -  ces  Within  the  breast  that  gave  them  birth, 

/7\ 


So    do  the  dead  in    qui  -  et    pla-  ces,  Turn  them  to  thee,0    moth  -  er    earth ! 


1029 


There  the  weary  be  at  rest. 
Job.  iii.  17. 


9s&8s.  1031 


2  We  are  not  coming  to  a  stranger, 
To  thee  our  friends  for  quiet  went ; 

And  in  thy  lap  thro'  calm  and  danger, 
Our  little  life  hath  all  been  spent. 

3  And  as  we,  traveling  ever  nearer, 
Touch  in  the  grave  God's  garment  hem. 

Thou  art  to  us,  O  earth,  the  dearer, 
For  all  that  thou  hast  done  to  them. 

4  Once  locked  within  thy  rock-hewn  prison 
The  Son  of  God  in  silence  lay. 

Till  angels  cried,  The  Lord  is  risen ! 
The  morning  star  of  endless  day. 

5  We  yield  our  dead  to  thy  protection ; 
Take  them,  O  earth,  to  rest  with  thee, 

In  certain  hope  of  resurrection 
To  life  and  immortality. 

V.  1-8  Unknown.    V.  4, 6,  H.,1881. 
1080       **^*'^'Luie «if  ir ^°''^''"*  ^8  *  8S. 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken, 
Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed. 

By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken. 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead. 

Look  on  the  heart  by  soitow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed, 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token. 
That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 


Reginald  Heber,  1783-1826. 


Thou  knowest  that  I  lore  thee. 
John  xzl.  17. 


9s  &  8s. 


How  often  have  my  vows  been  broken. 
How  vain  the  pledges  I  have  made ; 

Abashed  I  wear  shame's  crimson  token, 
And  in  confusion  stand  arrayed. 

My  sorrowing  Lord  hath  not  forsaken 
The  soul  that  far  off  followeth  him  ; 

He  speaks  my  slumb'ring  heart  to  waken. 
He  looks  upon  me  in  my  sin. 

I 

**  Could  ye  not  watch  ?*'  My  heart  is  smitten ; 

I  rouse  me  from  my  deadly  sleep ; 
I  catch  his  glance,  and,  conscience  stricken, 

Like  Peter,  bitterly  I  weep. 

My  words  have  failed,  my  vows  are  broken ; 

But  thou  hast  pray*d,  0  Christ  divine ; 
The  promises  which  thou  hast  spoken, 

Henceforth  must  take  the  place  of  mine. 

Question  my  soul.  Divine  Physician, 
Till  I  my  sin  and  frailty  see ; 

Till  my  heart  say  with  deep  contrition, 
"Thou  know* St,  Lord,  that  I  love  thee." 

By  thine  own  pow'r  unto  salvation, 
Thou  shalt,  thro*  faith,  the  wanderer  keep. 

While  love  appointing  me  my  station, 
Savs,  Feed  my  lambs,  and  tend  my  sheep. 

U..  188L 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HaatingB,  1884. 
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1032-1035 


1082  ^'y*^^SjhTv*32L'°°*^''"-    9S&8S. 

We  wander  not  in  Eden'8  garden ; 

But  in  a  wilderness  of  woe ; 
Our  hearts  are  press'd  with  many  a  burden, 

And  oft  our  eyes  with  tears  overflow. 


Why  need  we  make  our  lot  more  weary, 
By  bitter  words  and  thoughts  unkind? 

Why  plant  fresh  thorns  in  pathways  dreary, 
And  wreaths  of  wormwood  round  us  bind  ^ 

He  who  hath  trod  earth's  waste  before  us, 
And  marked  the  pathway  with  his  blood, 

Breathes  words  of  love  and  blessing  o'er  us, 
And  calls  and  owns  us  sons  of  God. 

By  one  sole  sign  our  elder  Brother 
Has  marked  and  bound  his  little  flock ; 

They,  only  they  who  love  each  other. 
Are  built  upon  the  living  Rock. 

Lord,  grant  to  us  thy  benediction. 
The  love  that  fills  and  overflows; 

So  may  this  desert  of  afiliction 
Blossom  in  beauty  like  the  rose. 

Where  thorns  have  pierc'd  witli  woe  and  trouble. 
There  cause  the  flow'rs  of  love  to  bloom ; 

For  all  our  sorrows  grant  us  double. 
And  bring  us  to  thy  heav'nly  home. 


U.,  1882. 


1088         "^^^ '^^.SmixiTy'^ur^'''   9s  &  8S. 

O  Thou,  whose  mercy,  never  failing, 
Didst  crush  the  pride  of  Egypt's  pow'r ; 

Still  bend  to  hear  thy  people's  wailing. 
And  help  in  their  extremest  hour. 

Thou  who  from  Egypt  didst  deliyer, 
And  scatter  nations  in  thy  path ; 

Thy  mercy  still  endures  forever 

And  shines  nndim'd  amid  thy  wrath. 

Before  Thee  sorrow's  tears  are  falling, 
And  in  thine  ears  are  bitter  cries ; 

The  voice  of  blood  to  thee  is  calling, 
All  nature  groans,  let  God  arise. 

Arise,  O  God !  and  rule  the  nations ; 

Judge  thou  the  earth  in  righteousness ; 
Be  thou  our  glory  and  salvation. 

Bring  in  the  reign  of  endless  peace. 


Vox  Clamantis.  p.  348. 


II..  1880. 


1084  ^fel'xIvlT       08  *  88. 

There  is  a  calm  and  peaceful  river, 
Whose  streams  of  life  unceasing  flow ; 

Proceeding  from  the  Lord,  its  giver, 
Its  healthful  rills  tnie  life  bestow. 

Its  laving  streams  make  glad  the  city, 
The  Zion  of  the  living  God ; 

Affording  peace  and  consolation 
To  all  that  walk  the  heavenly  road. 

Ah  I  peaceful  fount  of  living  water. 
For  thee  my  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 

Here  may  I  quaff,  and  ever  after 
Repose  me  near  thy  sacred  shrine. 

WTiat  precious  streams !  how  soul-refreshing 
To  Zion's  pilgrims  on  their  way ! 

Imparting  peace  and  full  salvation 
To  Christians  in  life's  transient  stay. 

Here  may  I  drink  of  this  fair  river, 
The  flowing  streams  of  sacred  bliss ; 

And  never  thirst  again,  no,  never  I 
But  find  my  all  of  bliss  in  this. 

Samuel  Younjj  Harm«r,  b.  180P. 
1085        '^^''  "^***?ev!  lIo^^''''  '*''"•  9S  &  8S. 

Thou  who  our  Advocate  appearing. 
Dost  robed  in  glorious  raiment  stand, 

A  great  High  Priest,  our  nature  wearing 
To  plead  for  us  at  God's  right  hand, ' 

Thou  in  thine  own  right  hand  art  holding 
Those  stars  wMeh  in  earth's  darkness  shine ; 

That  all  the  world  their  rays  beholding. 
May  know  that  all  their  light  is  Thine. 

Hold  thou  thy  stars,  while  meteors,  blazing* 
Dazzle  and  fade  in  endless  gloom ; 

Hold  thou  thy  stars,  that  on  them  gazing 
Lost  wanderers  may  be  guided  home. 

Fill  them  with  light, undim'd, unceasing, 
Calm  shining  o*er  earth's  mad'ning  strife ; 

Their  light  'mid  thick' ning  gloom  increasing, 
To  guide  the  lost  in  paths  of  life. 

Make  them  to  burn  witli  thine  own  brightness, 
Thou  radiant  Morning  Star  divine ; 

Till,  rising  in  their  Saviour's  likeness, 
They  shall  as  stars  forever  shine. 

U.,  1881. 
Consanmiatioii.  p.  349. 
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Contrast. 


Lewis  Edson,  1782. 


^i^^fe^i^ 


How  te-diou8  and  tasteless    the  hours  When  Jc-sus 


no 


long-er 

0 — -e- 


I 


see 


:^g^i^l^^^^ 


Sweet  prospects, sweet  birds^and  8"weet  flow*r8,Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me ; 
But  when    I     am  hap  -  py    in  Him,  De  -  cem-  ber*s  as    pleasant    as  May. 


f-il:T  .11- jL-J^_-Jl_  K   J> 


rf>-sHT  ,1^ d-j 


#=iM 


D.8. 


5t=5: 


i:— J — H 


The  mid-sum-mer  sun  shines  but  dim,    The  fields  strive  in  vain    to    look  gay  ; 


lAOA  As  ointment  poured  forth.  o^ 

How  tedious  and  tasteless  the  hours 

When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see ! 
Sweet  prospects,  sweet  birds,  and  sweet  flo w'rs, 

Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me ; 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 


His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume, 

And  sweeter  than  music  his  voice ; 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice ; 
I  sliould,  were  He  always  thus  nigh, 

Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear ; 
No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

Content  with  beholding  His  face. 

My  all  to  his  pleasure  resigned, 
No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind ; 
While  blest  with  a  sense  of  His  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 
And  prisons  would  palaces  prove. 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 


Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine, 

If  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 
Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine? 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long? 
Oh  drive  those  dark  clouds  from  my  sky, 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore ; 
Or  take  me  to  dwell  with  thee  nigh, 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 

John  Newton^  1798. 

1  flft'y  He  doth  not  afflict  willingly.  o<, 

lUO#  Lam.  ill.  33.  o*. 

O  Tliou,  whose  compassionate  care 

Forbids  my  sad  heart  to  complain, 
Now  graciously  teach  me  to  bear 

The  weight  of  aflliction  and  pain. 
Tho'  cheerless  my  days  seem  to  flow, 

Tho'  weary  and  wakeful  my  nights, 
What  comfort  it  gives  me  to  know 

'Tis  th'  hand  of  a  Father  that  smites. 

A  tender  physician  thou  art. 

Who  woundest  in  order  to  heal, 
And  comfort  divine  dost  impart 

To  soften  the  anguish  we  feel. 
Oh,  let  this  correction  be  blest. 

And  answer  thy  gracious  design ; 
Then  grant  that  my  soul  may  find  rest 

In  comforts  so  healing  as  thine. 

Clement'g  Hymn.  p.  356.  W.  H.  Bathurat,  b.  1796. 
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1  i\  OQ  Let  him  that  la  athirst  come. 

lUOO  Bey.  xxii.  17. 

The  thirsty  are  called  to  their  Lord, 

His  glorious  appearing  to  see ; 
And  drawn  by  the  power  of  his  word, 

The  promise,  I  know,  is  for  me. 
I  thirst  for  the  streams  of  thy  grace, 

I  gasp  for  the  spirit  of  Love ; 
I  long  for  a  glimpse  of  thy  face, 

And  then  to  behold  it  above. 

Thy  call  I  exult  to  obey. 

And  come  in  the  spirit  of  prayer. 
Thy  joy  in  that  happiest  day, 

Thy  kingdom  of  glory  to  share ; 
To  drink  the  pure  nver  of  bliss. 

With  life  everlasting  o'erflow^ ; 
Implunged  in  the  crystal  abyss. 

And  lost  in  the  ocean  of  God. 

Charles  Wesley,  1762. 
1  AQQ       Let  him  that  heareth  say,  Come.  Oo 

The  Church  in  her  militant  state 

Is  weary,  and  cannot  forbear ; 
The  saints  in  an  agony  wait 

To  see  Him  again  in  the  air. 
The  Spirit  invites,  in  the  bride, 

Her  heavenly  Lord  to  descend, 
And  place  her,  enthroned  at  his  side. 

In  glory  that  never  shall  end. 

The  news  of  his  coming  I  hear, 

And  join  in  the  catholic  cry : 
O  Jesus,  in  triumph  appear! 

Appear  in  the  clouds  of  the  sky  1 
Whom  only  I  languish  to  love. 

In  fullness  of  majesty  come, 
And  give  me  a  mansion  above, 

And  take  to  my  heavenly  home. 

Charles  Wesley,  1762. 

1040    '^^*  ^°^^^v:  jj;^^*™»*^*"-        8s. 

Away  with  our  sorrow  and  fear. 

We  soon  shall  recover  our  home ; 
The  city  of  saints  shall  appear, 

The  day  of  eternity  come : 
From  earth  we  shall  quickly  remove. 

And  mount  to  our  native  abode ; 
The  house  of  our  Father  above, 

The  palace  of  angels  and  God. 

Our  mourning  is  all  at  an  end. 

When,  raised  by  the  life-giving  word, 

We  see  the  new  city  descend, 
Adorned  as  a  bride  for  her  Lord : 


The  city  so  holy  and  clean, 
No  sorrow  can  breathe  in  the  air; 

No  gloom  of  afiliction  or  sin. 
No  shadow  of  evil  is  there  I 

By  faith  we  already  behold 

That  lovely  Jerusalem  here ; 
Her  walls  are  of  jasper  and  gold. 

As  crystal  her  buildings  are  clear : 
Immovably  founded  in  grace. 

She  stands,  as  she  ever  hath  stood, 
And  brightly  her  Builder  displays. 

And  flames  with  the  glory  of  God. 

No  need  of  tftie  sun  in  that  day. 

Which  never  is  followed  by  night. 
Where  Jesus'  beauties  display 

A  pure  and  a  permanent  light. 
The  saints  in  his  presence  receive 

Their  great  and  eternal  reward ; 
In  Jesus,  in  heaven  they  live ; 

They  reign  in  the  smile  of  their  Lord. 

Wesley,  ab. 

tA^I  In  ffreen  pastares.  Oo 

1V±1  Pialmxxiii.2.  ""• 

Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  and  mine. 

The  joy  and  desire  of  my  heart. 
For  closer  communion  I  pine, 

I  long  to  reside  where  thou  art. 
The  pasture  I  languish  to  find. 

Where  all,  who  their  Shepherd  obey, 
Are  fed,  on  thy  bosom  reclined. 

And  screen'd  from  the  heat  of  the  day. 

'Tis  there,  with  the  lambs  of  thy  flock, 

There  only  I  covet  to  rest ; 
To  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  rock, 

Or  rise  to  be  hid  in  thy  breast : 
'Tis  there  I  would  always  abide, 

And  never  a  moment  depart. 
Concealed  in  the  cleft  of  thy  side. 

Eternally  held  in  thy  heart. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1762. 

1042  '  iSSIfi.?:^'-  8s. 

This  God  is  the  God  we  adore, 

Our  faithful,  unchangeable  friend, 
V  nose  love  is  as  great  as  his  power. 

And  neither  knows  measure  nor  end. 
'Tis  Jesus,  the  first  and  the  last, 

Whose  Spirit  shall  guide  us  safe  home. 
We'll  praise  him  for  all  that  is  past. 

And  trust  him  for  all  that's  to  come. 

Joseph  Hart,  ab.  1712-1 76S. 
Union  Hymn.  p.  357. 


853 


1043-1044 


*9iJiSl  fiit  yofv^ 


Homebound. 


8,  8,  11.  8,  8,  8, 11,  8. 


H.,  1S79. 


1  To    Je  -  BU8,  the  crown  of   my  hope,  My  soul     is    in  haste    to    be  gone ;  Oh 


hear  me,  Oh  bear  me,  ye  cher  -  u  -  bim,  up,  And  waft  me     a  -  way    to    his 

«  ^         m        ^         m         ^ 


throne.  My  Saviour, whom  ab-sent,    I  love  ;Whom,not  having  seen,  I      adore ;  Whose 


name    is      ex  -  alt  -  ed,     ex  -  alt  -  ed      a  -  bove  All    glo  -  ry,  dominion,  and  po w'r. 


lA^Q        Looking  for  and  hMting  unto.  Ou 

JLlrtO  2  Pet.  iil.  12.  °»- 

2  Dissolve  from  these  bands  that  detain 
My' soul  from  her  portion  in  thee, 

Ah/  strike  off  *  this  adamant  chain, 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

When  that  happy  era  begins, 
When  arrayed  in  thy  glories  I  shine, 

Nor  grieve  any  mare,  by  my  sins, 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline ; 

3  Oh,  then  shall  the  vail  be  removed, 
And  round  me  thy  brightness  be  pour'd ; 

1  sJidll  meet  Sim,  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see,  whom  unseen  1  adored. 

And  then,  never  more  shall  the  fears. 
The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes 

Which  darken  this  wiUey  of  tears 
Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose. 

V».  1, 2,  Wm.  Cowper.  ab.  1800.    V.  3,  Unknown. 
*  In  sinj^ing  '*  Homeboand,"  repeat  words  itcUicieed. 


Thon  art  the  gntde  of  my  yonth. 
Jer.  IIL  4. 


88. 


1044 

My  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth, 

To  thee  for  direction  I  fly ; 
OA,  grant  me  thy  light  and  thy  truth, 

Nor  ever  thy  presence  deny ; 
My  pillar  of  cloud  and  of  fire, 

While  destined  to  journey  below — 
What  more  can  a  pilgrim  desire, 

Or  thou  in  thy  goodness  bestow. 

My  pillar  of  cloud  through  the  day, 

I  follow  where'er  thou  shalt  lead ; 
My  heart  shaU  not  yield  to  dismay, 

Though  rugged  the  path  that  I  tread: 
The  prize  of  my  calling  I  view. 

And  blest  with  thy  care  and  thy  love, 
The  journey  of  life  I^Upursuey 

And  press  to  the  mansions  above. 

Unknown,  dr.  1854. 


Copyright,  U.  L.  HsBtings,  1886. 
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1045-1047 


Union  Hymn. 


88.      Wm.  BUlings,  1788,  Arr.  L.  Marshall,  1886. 


Prom  whence  doth  this  un  -  ion      a  -  rise,  That  ha-tred      is    conquered  by  love? 


I 


-t-  I  1 1  iti  i  k  r  I' 


fcU^ 


pi 


*  It  fastens    our  soul  in  such  ties,  That  na  -  ture  and  time  can't  remove. 


?^  r  if:  iiif B 


That  they  all  may  he  one. 


8s. 


1046        ™'»xvii.«. 

From  whence  doth  this  union  arise, 
That  hatred  is  conquered  by  love? 

It  fastis  our  souls  in  such  ties, 
That  nature  and  time  can^t  remove. 

It  cannot  in  Eden  be  found, 

Nor  yet  in  a  paradise  lost ; 
It  grows  on  ImmanuePs  ground, 

And  Jesus'  dear  blood  it  did  cost. 

My  friends  now  so  dear  unto  me — 
Our  hearts  are  united  itt  love, — 

Where  Jesus  is  gone  we  shall  be. 
In  yonder  blest  mansions  above. 

Then  why  so  unwilling  to  part, 

Since  there  we  shall  all  meet  again? 

Engraved  on  ImmanueFs  heart, 
At  distance  we  cannot  remain. 

With  Jesus  we  ever  shall  reign, 
And  all  his  bright  glory  shall  see ; 

And  sing  Hallelujah,  Amen ! 
Amen,  even  so  let  it  be! 

Thomas  Biddwin^tLb.  17fi3-1625. 

1  AAA  Leaning  on  Jesus' bosom.  Oq 

1U4D  ^hnxiu.S3.  Ob. 

I  low  sweet  on  Thy  bosom  to  rest. 
When  nature's  affliction  is  near! 

The  sonl  that  can  trust  Thee  is  blest ; 
Thy  smiles  bring  me  freedom  from  fear. 

The  Lord  has  in  kindness  declared 
That  those  who  will  trust  in  his  name, 

Shall  in  the  sharp  conflict  be  spared, 
His  mercy  and  love  to  proclaim. 

Contrast,  p.  853S.  Clement's  Hymn.  p.  356. 


This  promise  shall  be  to  my  soul 
A  messenger  sent  from  the  skies. 

An  anchor  when  billows  shall  roll, 
A  refuge  when  tempests  arise. 

O  Saviour,  the  promise  fulfill ; 

Its  comfort  impart  to  my  mind ; 
Then  calmly  I'll  bow  to  thy  will, 

To  th'  cup  of  affliction  resigned. 

Thomas  Searle,  1834. 


1  AA'7         The  church  of  the  flntborn.  '  Qq 

IVrkt  Heb.xiL28.  o*» 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 
That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair. 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confessed ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold. 
Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare. 

Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within ; 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

I 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 
I     The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear. 
The  Church  of  the  firstborn  above ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

Do  thou,  Lord,  'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 
For  glory  our  spirits  prepare. 

And  shortly  we  also  shall  know. 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

Elizabeth  Jfilb,  1805-1829. 
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1048         ^^^  JB]^$tt]^^b  ntA  fUipmi  ($  ^  Jimh. 


<      w 


Clement's  Hymn. 


81. 


H.,  1878. 


Thou    Bri-dle  of  spir-its  untamed.  Thou  Guide  of  the  birds  in   the  air. 


Our    Hekn  while  we  toss  on  life's  main,  Our    Shepherd  who  for  us  doth  care ; 


As  •    semble  thy  children,  thy  lambs,  TlSat  they  their  pure  Yoi-ces  may  raise, 


Bin  -  cere  -  ly    in   ho  -  li  »  est  psalms,The  Guide  of  the  children    to  praise. 


1048  Urd/juou  TTciXcDv  ddacji^.      8s. 

Thou  Bridle  of  Bpirits  untamed, 

Thou  Guide  of^the  birds  in  the  air, 
Our  Helm  wliile  we  toss  on  lifers  main, 

Our  Shepherd  who  for  us  doth  care ; 
Assemble  thy  children,  thy  lambs, 

That  they  their  pure  voices  may  raise 
Sincerely  in  holiest  psalms, 

The  Guide  of  the  children  to  praise. 

King  of  saints,  thou  all-conquering  Word 

Of  God,  the  Great  Father,  Most  High, 
Thou  rulest  in  wisdom,  O  Lord, 

Rejoicing  as  ages  roll  by ; 
Tliou  Stay  of  all  spirits  oppressed, 

Thou  Saviour  and  Hope  of  the  lost, 
Our  Wing  to  mount  up  to  our  rest, 

Our  Helm,  when  by  storms  we  are  tost. 


rnpyri^ht,  H.  L.  HaBtinx*,  1886. 


856 


Great  Fisher,  who  captures  to  save, 

And  with  life's  sweet  allurements  dost  win 
Our  souls  from  the  wild,  surging  wave 

Of  darkness,  temptation,  and  sin ; 
Still  guide  us,  O  Shepherd  divine, 

Thro'  danger  unharmed,  holy  King ; 
The  footsteps  we  follow  are  thine, 

Thy  praisCyheav^nly  Way,  we  will  sing. 

Ye  songsters  of  peace  now  unite. 

Begotten  of  Christ  from  above, 
And  sing  of  our  Life  and  our  Light, 

The  Fountain  of  m^rcy  and  love. 
Refreshed  by  the  dew  of  thy  grace. 

Our  tribute  of  song  shall  not  cease, 
Together  our  King  will  we  praise, 

Our  Saviour,  the  God  of  our  peace. 

Clement  of  Alexandria  ?  elr.  150-S20.    TV.  H.,  1878. 


Jhf$^ 


1049-1052 


An  fh«7  not  all  minUteriog  gpirits? 
Heb.  i.  14. 


8s. 


1048 

Inspirer  and  hearer  of  prayer, 

Thou  Shepherd  and  Guardian  of  thine, 
My  all  to  thy  covenant  care 

I  sleeping  or  waking  resign. 
If  thou  art  my  Shield  and  my  Sun, 

The  night  is  no  darkness  to  me ; 
And  fast  as  my  moments  roll  on, 

They  bring  me  but  nearer  to  Thee. 

From  evil  secure,  and  its  dread, 

I  rest,  if  my  Saviour  be  nigh ; 
And  songs  his  kind  presence  indeed 

Shall  in  the  night  season  supply. 
His  smiles  and  his  comforts  abound. 

His  grace  as  the  dew  shall  descend ; 
And  walls  of  salvation  surround 

The  soul  he  delights  to  defend. 

Thy  ministering  spirits  descend 

To  watch  while  thy  saints  are  asleep ; 
By  day  and  by  night  they  attend, 

The  heirs  of  salvation  to  keep. 
Bright  seraphs,  dispatched  from  the  throne, 

Repair  to  their  stations  assigned ; 
And  angels  elect  are  sent  down 

To  guard  the  elect  of  mankind. 

Their  worship  no  interval  knows ; 

Their  fervor  is  still  on  the  wing; 
And  while  they  protect  my  repose. 

They  chant  to  the  praise  of  my  King. 
I,  too,  at  the  season  ordained, 

Their  chorus  forever  shall  join. 
And  love  and  adore  without  end 

Their  faithful  Creator  and  mine. 

Augustas  M.  Toplady,  1776. 


The  King  in  his  beauty. 
lBa.zzxiii.17. 


8s. 


1060 

I  long  to  behold  Him  arrayed 

With  glory  and  light  from  above, 
The  King  in  his  beauty  displayed, 

His  beauty  of  holiest  love : 
I  languish  and  sigh  to  be  there, 

Where  Jesus  hath  fixed  his  abode ; 
Oh,  when  shall  we  meet  in  the  air. 

And  fly  to  the  mountain  of  God  ? 

With  Him  I  on  Zion  shall  stand, 
For  Jesus  hath  spoken  the  word ; 

The  breadth  of  ImmanuePs  land 
Survey  by  the  light  of  my  Lord. 

Union  Hymn.  p.  355.  Contrag.t.  p.  35S. 


But  when,  on  thy  bosom  reclined. 
Thy  face  I  am  strengthened  to  see. 

My  fullness  of  rapture  I  find, 
My  heaven  of  heavens  in  thee. 

How  happy  the  people  that  dwell 

Secure  in  the  City  above ! 
No  pain  the  inhabitants  feel, 

No  sickness  or  sorrow  shall,  prove. 
Physician  of  souls,  unto  me 

Forgiveness  and  holiness  give ; 
And  when  from  this  bondage  set  free, 

Oh  then  to  that  city  receive. 

Cftorlea  Weriev,  ab.  1762. 
lAgl        In  the  strength  Of  the  Lord  God.  o« 

I  will  go  in  the  strength  of  the  Lord, 

In  the  path  he  hath  marked  for  my  feet ; 
I  will  follow  the  light  of  his  word. 

Nor  shrink  from  the  dangers  I  meet. 
His  presence  my  steps  shall  attend ; 

His  fullness  my  wants  shall  supply ; 
On  him,  till  my  journey  shall  end. 

My  hope  shall  securely  rely. 

I  will  go  in  the  strength  of  the  Lord 

To  the  work  he  appoints  me  to  do ; 
In  the  joy  which  his  smile  shall  afford^ 

My  soiil  shall  her  vigor  renew. 
His  wisdom  will  guard  me  from  harm, 

His  power  ray  sufiiciency  prove : » 
I  trust  his  omnipotent  arm ; 

I  rest  in  his  covenant  love. 

I  will  go  in  the  strength  of  the  Lord 

To  each  conflict  which  faith  may  require ; 
And  his  grace,  as  my  shield  and  reward, 

My  courage  and  zeal  shall  inspire. 
If  He  give  the  word  of  command 

To  meet  and  encounter  the  foe. 
With  sling  and  with  stone  in  my  hand, 

In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  I  will  go  I 

Church  Miasionaiy  Oleaner,  1861. 


Let  US  nine  nnto  the  Lord. 
Psum  zcv.  1. 


8s. 
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1062 

01*  come,  let  us  sing  to  the  Lord, 

In  God  our  salvation  rejoice ; 
In  psalms  of  thanksgiving  record 

His  praise  with  one  spirit  and  voice. 
My  gracious  Redeemer  I  love, 

His  praises  aloud  I'll  proclaim, 
And  join  with  the  armies  above 

To  shout  his  adorable  name. 

Ls.  1-4,  JsB.  Montgomery,  1M22.    Ls.  5-8,  B.  Francis,  1787 


1053 


Vi^  Hmstt^  Jlam$ti^  %  "Wfivh 


^The  Sower. 


9s  &  7b. 


H.,  1880. 


The  80w-er  goes  forth  the    seed  to  sow,  Some  falls  by  the  way  -  side  high ; 


Some,  scattered  *mid  thorns,  will  fruit  -  less  grow,  And  some  on  the  rocks  will  die. 


^^  C  I  p. 


"P — 1>' 


g 


5=5=^ 


Chorus. 


^/jij  j-n^^^ 


But  some  wiU    fall    on    the   fer- tile  ground,That  seed  more  precious  than  gold  ; 


g^"pip   -r-^^^ 


Oh,    in    my  heart  may  such     soil  be  found.firinging  forth  an    hundred-fold. 


A  tower  went  forth  to  bow. 
Matt.  xiii.  3. 


QSife'Ts. 


1063 

The  sower  goes  forth  the  seed  to  sow. 
Some  falls  by  the  wayside  high, 

Some,  scatter'd  'mid  thorns,  wiU  fruitless  grow, 
And  some  on  the  rocks  will  die. 

CHORUS. 

But  some  will  fall  on  the  fertile  ground- 
That  seed  more  precious  than  gold ; 

Oh,  in  my  heart  may  such  soil  be  found. 
Bringing  forth  an  hundred-fold. 

In  sorrow  and  tears  the  sower  goes, 
'Mid  tempest,  and  wind,  and  rain. 

He  scatters  his  bread,  and  never  knows 
What  seed  he  shall  see  again. 


iJopyriKht,  |1.  h.  Hastings,  imi. 
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Go  forth  in  the  morn  thy  seed  to  sow^, 
Withhold  not  thy  hand  at  eve, 

Thou  canst  not  tell  which  seed  shall  grow, 
Yet  Qod  will  the  increase  give. 

At  last  the  great  harvest  day  shall  come, 
When  those  who  in  tears  have  sown 

Shall  sing  the  glad  song  of  harvest  home, 
Before  the  eternal  throne. 

CHORUS. 

Then  be  the  joy  of  the  harvest  mine; 

When  sowers  and  reapers  sing, — 
Oh,  may  we  join  in  the  strain  sublime. 

In  the  presence  of  our  King. 

H.,  1880. 


«5* 


Ingathering. 


grittghtg  *^h  j|]^mi^«* 

8s  &  78. 


1054-1055 

H.,1880. 


i^^-.H#Tgjj  J  i^i~jyrm 


Soon    the  great  har  -  vest    day  shall  come,    An  -  gels  the  wheat  shall  gath-er ; 


Then  shall    the  righteous  shine  forth  as  the  sun,      In    the  kingdom      of  their 


'         N- 


w 


^  c  r  ir=^: 


^4=:-^- 


Se=i 


«    £  I  8    rip    r— q 


Chorus. 


ta^Tp=^^^ 


^       *^ 


Father.  They  that   are  wise    the  lost    to  win,  Souls  shall  from  death  de-liv  -  er ; 


« 


4      U 


^ 


-i^r 


iS-Ll^&t 


^^ 


fii-x -r  I  jj ,  1 1  ^^ 


Hid  -  ing       a       mul  -  ti  -    tude  of    sins,  Shining    like    stars       for  -  ev  -  er. 


Soon  the  great  harvest  day  shall  come, 
Angels  the  wheat  shall  gather; 

Then  shall  the  righteous  shine  forth  as  the  sun, 
In  the  kingdom  of  their  Father. 

CHORUS. 

They  that  are  wise  the  lost  to  win, 
Souls  shall  from  death  deliver ; 

Hiding  a  multitude  of  sins, 
Shining  like  stars  forever. 

Weeping  we  sow  the  precious  seed, — 
But  we  shall  reap  with  singing; 

Coming  again  with  joyful  speed 
Our  sheaves  with  gladness  bringing. 

Winners  of  souls,  be  strong,  be  wise  I 

Many  to  Jesus  turning; 
Soon  shall  ye  shine  like  yon  radiant  skies, 

In  starlike  splendor  burning. 

H.,  1881. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Haetings,  1886.  3 


1ARR  Lord,  remember  me.  fivi  jt  '7u 

lUOO  Luke  xxiii.  42.  °^  *  *°* 

Thou  who  didst  wear  the  thorny  crown, 
Thou  who  art  throned  in  glory, 

We  in  contrition  bowing  down, 
Now  worship  and  adore  thee. 

Look  upon  us  who  cry  to  thee, 

List  to  each  supplication ; 
'*  When  thou  shalt  come,  remember  me, 

Grant  to  me  thy  salvation." 

Give  to  each  burdened  heart  release, 

Pardon,  and  consolation, 
Comfort  our  souls  with  joy  and  peace, 

O  show  to  us  thy  salvation. 

Break  thou  our  bonds  and  set  us  free. 

Now  from  all  sin  deliver ; 
Bring  us  at  last  to  dwell  with  Thee, 

There  may  we  reign  forever. 


H.,  1885. 
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®r  Jiut^  h  %  l^ii^shait  of  l|$ao$tt. 


, Jake  away  the  Children.      6t,  Ss  &  9^ 


H.,  28T9. 


1  "Take   away  the  childreii,We  cannot  have  them  here," Said  the  wise  dis-ci-ples,  As 

2  "Rabbins  wise  are  coming,  And  scribes  are  drawing[near,How  can  lit- tie  children  A- 


mothers  brought  them  near  ;But  the  gen-tle    Saviour  Their  fool-ish  zeal  reproved, — 
mong  the  great  appear?"  But  the  Lord  rebuked  them, And  bade  the  mothers  come, 


F'  g  \^'  ^-fH^ 


To  his  arms  he  gathered  The  lit- tie  ones  he  loved.  Suf-fer    lit- tie    children    to 
Blest  the  little    children,  And  sent  them  happy  home. 


^g'rg  J. 


come    unto     me,  Do    not    forbid  those  who  seek  my  face  to  see:  Suf-fer    lit- tie 

■0-.     -    J-    -J^   «     ^• 


chil  -  dren  to    come    lui  -  to     me,    For    of    such    is    the  kingdom    of  heaven. 


1  AR  A  SnfFer  little  children  to  come  unto  me.        i  o  g 
1 UOD  Luke  xviii.  16.  A  Z 8. 

3  From  the  wise  and  prudent 

Are  many  things  concealed ; 
To  the  babes  and  sucklings 

God's  wisdom  is  revealed ; 
Learned  ones  may  cavil, 

And  die  at  last  unblest ; 
Little  ones  will  nestle 

Close  to  the  Saviour's  breast. 


Copyrlfcht,  R.  L.  Hastings,  1880. 
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4  Children  cry  Hosanna, 

While  Pharisees  complain ; 
Children  know  their  Saviour, 

Who  for  their  sins  was  slain ; 
May  we  share  the  blessings 

To  little  children  given, 
An  abundant  entrance 

Where  reigns  the  King  of  heav'n. 

U.,  ISTB. 


Wl^ti  Tnm  0f  ®m  ©r^iitg  ttt  i§a  Htlb^ntaw^  105  7-105  8 


Thy  Kingdom  Come 


10a  &  48. 


H.,  1879. 


1.  Hark,in  the  wil-demess  a    cry,   a    prayer: Voices    unnumbered 

Thy  kingdom  come. 


Wf?^' 


r-r  r  r 


^ 


/7\ 


1^^ 


f=P^ 


^ 


rr 


"^  .  /s^ 


^^.^-^ 


Thy  kingdom  come  I 

TZi ■*-si W' ^ ' ^ 


i£ 


breathe  it     ev'ry- where : Heralds  proclaim  the  coming  of  the  King.From  land  to 

Thy  kingdom  come, 

£J2. 


Thy  kingdom  come ! 


land,0  hear  the  tidings  ring  i  0  ye  that  love  him, Lift  the  voice  ud  sing :  Thy  kingdom  come ! 


2  From  shore  to  shore  swells  out  the  solemn 

cry : — ^Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Kepent !  Repent !  God*s  kingdom  draweth 

nigh : — ^Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Hasten,  ye  lost  ones,  to  the  mercy  seat, 
Seek  and  find  pardon  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 
Then   lift  your  heads,  the  coming  King  to 

greet : — ^Thy  kingdom  come ! 

3  Soon,  soon  shall  Satan's  baleful  reign  be 

done : — ^Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Our  conq'ring  King  shall  wear  the  crowns 

he  won : — Thy  kingdom  come ! 
O  earth,  rejoice  in  Him  who  comes  to  reign : 
Floods,clap  your  hands,be  glad,  O  hill  ud  plaiOt 
Then  shall  His  will  be  done  in  earth  again : 
Thy  kingdom  come ! 

4  Rejoice,  ye  islands  of  the  distant  main : 

Thy  kingdom  come ! 
O  all  ye  lands,  take  up  the  glad  refrain : 

Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Lo !  OH  the  mountain  tops.with  beauteous  feet, 
Glad  watchmen  sound  their  silver  trampeU  sweet; 
O  Zion  wake,  and  haste  thy  King  to  greet : 

Thy  kingdom  come ! 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Uutines,  1878. 


5  O  earth,prepare  to  hail  your  glorious  King : 

Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Scatter  your  palms,  your  loud  hosannas  nig: 

Thy  kingdom  come ! 
Ye  sinners  turn,  ye  rebels  seek  his  face ; 
Hasten,  ye  guilty,  to  implore  his  grace. 
Saints,  lift  aloud  your  notes  of  prayer  and 
praise :  Thy  kingdom  come !     h.,  ists. 

1058        ^V2i!,:'x?vS?i°'"-     108*78. 

Oh,  all  ye  nations  of  the  earth,  rejoice, 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 
In  every  land  uplift  the  joyful  voice, 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 
Tell  of  his  mighty  acts,  his  wondrous  fame. 
Sing  of  his  ways,  his  matchless  love  pnelaim. 
Sound  thro'  the  earth  the  glory  of  his  name : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

Ye  who  in  darkness,  sin,  and  sorrow,  pine. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 
On  all  your  night  he  doth  arise  and  shine, 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 
Sleepers,  awake !  arise  ye  from  the  dead ! 
And  Christ  his  light  opoB  your  eyes  shall  shed : 
Awake  and  sing !  uplift  each  drooping  head : 
I  Praise  ye  the  Lord  I  n  Mrs, 
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Wfpi  (SiA  JK^l  hii  SBLii  iStA. 


Givitas  Del. 


78.,  8  lines. 


H.,  1879. 


#?N=?H 


-^ri^ir^ 


1  Cit  -  y     of  our  God  renown* d,  Where  the  ransom'd  shall  be  crown'd,  Where  the  holy 

1^  -r 


H^^ 


angels  wait,Lingcring  at  each  pearly  gate,  Welcoming  the  ransomed  throngs  Which  to 


gtfT^in- 


qgi=* 


f 


rriip^?  F'  i 


^^ 


^2- 


.222 


P 


3=iTJ=*=^i#?H;l  J  .llrJ,  j  iJ:=J3d=j:;;a 


Zi-on  come  with  songs  ;Holy   cit  -  y,  fair  and  free,    0-pen  wide  thy  gates  to  me. 


I QRQ  The  eltyof  the  Uring  God. 

2  Streaming  thro'  the  jasper  walls, 
Light  upon  the  nations  falls ; 
Light  from  God,  the  great  I  AM, 
Light  from  Christy  the  spotless  Lamb, 
Light  that  never  disappears 
Thro'  the  glad,  eternal  years ; — 
Holy  city,  fair  and  free, 
Open  wide  thy  gates  to  me. 

3  From  beneath  that  throne  of  light, 
Lo,  a  river  clear  and  bright, 
Life's  unceasing  torrent  rolls, 
Satisfying  thirsty  souls; 
Whosoever  will  may  taste 
All  the  fullness  of  that  grace : 
Holy  city,  fair  and  free, 
Open  wide  thy  gates  to  me. 

4  To  that  home  my  steps  I  bend, 
There  my  pilgrimage  shall  end. 
Where  the  ransomed  wave  their  palms, 
Wear  their  crowns  and  chant  their  psalms, 
Enter  their  eternal  rest. 
Saved,  and  glorified,  and  blest : 
Holy  city,  fair  and  free. 
Open  wide  thy  gates  to  me.  H..1879. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  HMtiugs,  1866. 


Vs.     1060       Thy  pcople^shall  be  my  people.  ^^^ 

People  of  the  living  God, 

I  have  sought  the  world  around ; 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found ; 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, — 

Turns  a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Brethren,  where  your  altar  burns, 

Oh,  receive  me  to  your  rest. 

Lonely  I  no  longer  roam 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave ; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave ; 
Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore ; 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine ; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more, — 

Every  idol  I  resign. 

Tell  me  not  of  gain  and  loss, 

Ease,  enjoyment,  pomp,  and  power; 
Welcome  poverty  and  cross. 

Shame,  reproach,  aflliction's  hour. 
"Follow  me " — ^I  know  thy  voice ; 

Jesns,  Lord,  thy  steps  I  see; 
Now  I  take  thy  yoke  by  choice ; 

Light  thy  burden  now  to  me. 

Jamei  Montiromery.  1771-1854. 
362  Oeorge street*  p.  ^^4.        Maityn.  p.  9S5. 
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Jacob's  Well. 


Ts.,  8  lines. 


Am  H.,  188a 
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Thirsting  soul     by      Ja- cob's    well,  Hear  the     joy  -  ful  news    we    tell; 
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CAo.TF%o-«o  '    ev    ~    er      toill    may    iake^  All    their  hum  -  ing  thirst    may  slake: 
%     .  Fine. 


He   who    wea  -  ry      wait  -  ed  there,  Scorch'd  beneath    the     noontide    glare, 
Liv  -  ing      wa  -  ter     springing      up,    Like      a      well    of       joy    and  hope. 


(.):.j:i       fi     f^H^ 
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J  ^1  ]  II J  J-^g 


He      who    sat      at      Ja  -  cob*s     well  Gives     us      this    good  news     to      tell. 
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D.8. 


^ 


Of  -  fers    you    the    gift      of    God,     On     the      na-tions    shed      a -broad. 


1  n  A 1  Now  Jacob's  well  ww  there.  *? «, 

lUDl  Johniv.6.  *''• 

Thirsting  soul  by  Jacob's  well, 
Hear  the  joyful  news  we  tell ; 
He  who  weary,  waited  there,    . 
Scorched  beneath  the  noontide  glare, 
Offers  you  the  gift  of  God, 
On  the  nations  shed  abroad, 
Living  water  springing  up 
Like  a  well  of  joy  and  hope. 

Chobus. 

Whosoever  will  may  take. 
All  their  burning  thirst  may  slake : 
He  who  sat  at  Jacob's  well 
Gives  us  this  good  news  to  tell. 

In  the  temple  hear  him  cry, 
Every  one  that  thirsts  draw  nigh, 
On  the  Son  of  man  believe, 
Thus  the  Holy  Ghost  receive. 
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Then  like  rivers  rolling  free, 
Sliall  your  life  a  blessing  be, 
And  the  desert  waste  shall  sing, 
Gladdened  by  the  streams  that  spring. 

From  the  glorious  throne  above, 
Roll  the  floods  of  life  and  love ; 
And  the  Lamb  his  flock  shall  guide 
Where  those  living  waters  glide. 
Hunger,  thirst,  and  pain  are  o'er, 
Woe  and  sorrow  come  no  more, 
All  who  will  may  freely  take, 
All  who  drink,  their  thirst  may  slake. 

Hear  the  gracious  parting  word, 
Spoken  by  the  risen  Lord ; — 
Whosoever  thirsts,  draw  near. 
Tell  the  tidings  all  who  hear. 
Whosoever  hears  the  sound, 
Send  the  invitation  round, 
Taste  the  water  Jesus  gives, 
Whosoever  drinks  it  lives. 


1062-1063 


Vktti  Jl^di  its  ftLittti. 


Sabbath 


7s,  6  line*. 


Lowell  Maion,  1824. 


^m^^^^m^ 


^ — » 

1  Safe-ly  thro'  another  week,Ood  has  bro'tus  on  our  way ;  Let  us  now  a  blessing 


g^l 


seek,  Waiting    in  His  courts  to-day :  Day  of    all    the  week  the  best,    Emblem 


m 


^ziJUu^ 


^P= 


of      e  -  ter-nal  rest,  Day  of    all  the  week  the  best,  Emblem  of    e  -  ter-nal  rest. 
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Upoa  the  flnt  day  of  the  week. 
Acts  XX.  7. 


7s,  61. 


2  Mercies  multiplied  each  hour, 
Thro'  the  week  our  praise  demand ; 

Guarded  by  Almighty  power, 

Fed  and  guided  by  His  hand ; 
Though  ungrateful  we  have  been, — 
Often  made  returns  of  sin. 

3  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace, 
Thro'  the  dear  Redeemer's  name. 

Show  thy  reconciled  face, 

Shine  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee. 

4  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise ; 
May  we  feel  Thy  presence  near: 

May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

5  May  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints ; 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 

Bring  relief  for  all  complaints : 

Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 

Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 

John  Newtoitt  1779. 
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Who  shall  MpeniteP 
Bom.  riii.  8S. 


7s,  Gl. 
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Hallelujah  I  who  shall  part 
Christ's  own  church  from  Christ's  owi  heart. 
Sever  from  the  Saviour's  side 
Sours  for  whom  the  Saviour  died? 
Who  shall  dash  one  jewel  down 
From  Immanuel's  blood-bought  crown  ? 
Who  shall  dash  one  jewel  down 
From  Immanuel's  blood-bought  crown? 

Hallelujah !  shall  the  sword 
Part  us  from  our  glorious  Lord? 
Trouble  dark,  or  dire  disgrace 
E'er  the  Spirit's  seal  efface? 
Famine,  nakedness,  or  hate, 
Bride  and  Bridegroom  separate? 
Wlio  shall  dash  one  jewel  down 
From  Immanuel's  blood-bought  crown? 

Hallelujah !  life  nor  death, 
Powers  above  nor  powers  beneath. 
Monarch's  might  nor  tyrant's  doom, 
Things  that  are  nor  things  to  come, 
Men  nor  angels,  e'er  shall  part 
Christ's  own  church  from  Christ's  own  heart. 
Who  shall  dash  one  jewel  down 
From  Immanuel's  blood-bought  crown? 


Palace. 


It  Butt  %ittaAst&tau 

7a,  6  linM. 
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Like  a  garment  waxing  old,£arth  and  heav'n  shall  pass  away  ;But  our  palaces  of  gold 


Shine  in  an  iinsetting  day  ;There  with  all  the  ransom'd  blest, With  our  Saviour  we  shall  rest. 


All  of  them  ihall  wax  old. 
PaalmciLSS. 


7s,6l. 


1064 

Like  a  garment  waxing  old, 
Earth  and  heaven  shall  pass  away ; 

But  our  palaces  of  gold 
Shine  in  an  onsetting  day ; 

There  with  all  the  ransomed  blest, 

With  our  Saviour  we  shall  rest. 

Crystal  waters  sweetly  glide 
From  beneath  our  Father^s  throne, 

Pearly  gates  stand  open  wide, 
Welcoming  to  joys  unknown ; 

There  with  all  the  ransomed  blest. 

With  our  Saviour  we  shall  rest. 

Through  this  dark  and  desert  waste 
Shine  those  distant  glories  fair ; 

Up,  oh  pilgrim,  onward  haste, 
Soon  thy  feet  shall  enter  there ; 

There  with  all  the  ransomed  blest. 

With  our  Saviour  we  shall  rest. 


H..  1S7& 


Frmrliliiii  peace  bv  Jesus  Christ 
Acta  X.  }Je. 


1066 

Ye  that  in  His  courts  are  found. 
Listening  to  the  joyful  sound. 
Lost  and  helpless  as  ye  are. 
Sons  of  sorrow,  sin,  and  care, 
Glorify  the  King  of  kings. 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

Turn  to  Christ  your  longing  eyes, 
View  his  bloody  sacrifice ; 
See  in  him  your  sins  forgiven, 
Pardon,  holiness,  and  heaven ; 
Glorify  the  Eling  of  kings. 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 


78, 


61. 


Rowland  Hill,  1774. 


Gopyiigfat,  H.  L.  Haatlnffs,  1886L 
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1  AAAThe  foundation  of  God  standeth  sure,  h^    Q\ 

God's  foundation  standeth  sure, 
We  shall  to  the  end  endure, 
Safely  will  the  Shepherd  keep 
Those  he  purchased  for  his  sheep. 
God's  foundation  standeth  sure, 
We  shall  to  the  end  endure. 

Known  to  Him  before  the  sun 
First  began  his  course  to  run. 
Chosen,  called  from  above. 
Objects  of  eternal  love.     Chonu, 

Put  thy  seal  upon  each  heart. 
Thy  blest  image,  Lord,  impart; 
All  thyself  in  us  reveal, 
We  the  clay  and  thou  the  seal.     Cho. 
Every  evil.  Lord,  subdue, 
By  *^y  grace  our  souls  renew. 
Then  from  base  affections  free. 
Dead  to  sin,  we'll  live  to  thee.     Cho. 

Thomas  Haweis,  17U2. 

in  117  Behold,  blen  ye  the  Lord.  ha    Al 

l\M\ii  Psalm  cxxxiv.  1.  '»>  "1. 

Praise  to  God  on  high  be  given. 
Praise  from  all  in  earth  and  heaven ; 
Ye  that  in  his  presence  stand, 
Ye  that  walk  by  his  command, 
Saints  below  and  hosts  above. 
Praise,  oh  praise  the  God  of  love  I 

Praise  Him  at  the  dawn  of  light, 
Praise  him  at  returning  night ; 
Strings  and  voices,  hands  and  hearts. 
In  his  praises  bear  your  parts ; 
Thou  that  mad  est  earth  and  sky. 
Bless  us  from  thy  throne  on  hi^h ! 

Uemry  Francu  Lyte,  1834 


1068-10C9 


llaoittg  Tknti}f%  itt  tS^^i^  UntAt^ 


Harwell. 


^^^^ 


Hark !  ten  thousand  harps  and  vol  -  ces  Sound  the  note     of  praise    a  •  bore ; 
Je  -  sus  reigns, and heav'n  re -joic  «  es,      Je  •  s us  reigns, the  God    -of     love; 


ELal  -  l6  -  lu  •  jah,  Hal  -  le  ^  la  -  jah»    Hal  -  le  -  lu  •  Jah,    A 


men. 
D.a. 


See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ;  Jesus  rules  the  world  a- lone. 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ;    Je-sus  rules  the  world  a  -  lone. 

J  h   ^   ^    I 


M 


i 


Hark  I  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above ; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love ; 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah,  Amen. 

Jesus,  hail !  whose  glory  brightens 
All  above,  and  gives  it  worth ; 

Lord  of  life,  thy  smile  enlightens, 
Cheers  and  charms  thy  saints  on  earth ; 

When  we  think  of  love  like  thine, 

Lord,  we  own  it  love  divine.     Befrain. 

King  of  glory,  reign  forever ; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own. 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace. 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face.     Eef, 

Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing ; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 
"Glory,  glory  to  our  King."    Bef. 

Thonuw  Kelly,  ab.  1804. 
Autumn,  p.  iS56« 
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Like  nnto  men  that  valt. 
Lakezii.a& 


8s  &  7s. 
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Vain  are  all  terrestrial  pleasures ; 

Mixed  with  dross  the  purest  gold ; 
Seek  we  then  for  heavenly  treasures, 

Treasures  never  waxing  old. 
Let  our  best  affections  centre 

On  the  thinffs  around  the  throne: 
There  no  thief  can  ever  enter ; 

Moth  and  rast  are  there  unknown. 

Earthly  joys  no  longer  please  us. 

Here  would  we  renounce  them  all : 
Seek  our  only  rest  in  Jesus, — 

Him  our  Lord  and  Master  call. 
Faith,  our  languid  spirits  cheering. 

Points  to  brighter  things  abov^; 
Bids  us  look  for  his  appearing ; 

Bids  us  triumph  in  his  love. 

May  our  lights  be  always  burning, 

And  our  loins  be  girded  roun<^ 
Waiting  for  our  Lord's  returning, — 

Longing  for  the  welcome  sound. 
Thus  the  Christian  life  adorning, 

Never  need  we  be  afraid, 
Should  he  come  at  night  or  morning, 

Early  dawn,  or  even  shade. 

Datid  ETenttd  Fotd,  1828. 
Greenville,  p.  958.  OaroUna.  p.  868. 
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1070  ^^B^v.  yS%!^^"'  8s  &  7S.* 

Who  are  these  in  dazzling  brightness, 
These  in  God's  Own  truth  arrayed, 

Clad  in  robes  of  purest  whiteness, 
Robes  whose  lustre  ne'er  shall  fade, 

Ne'er  be  touched  by  Time's  rude  hand? 

Whence  come  all  this  glorious  band? 

These  are  they  who  have  contended 
For  their  Saviour's  honor  long, 

Wrestling  on  till  life  was  ended, 
Following  not  the  sinful  throng. 

These  who  well  the  fight  sustained, 

Triumph  through  the  Lamb  have  gained. 

Lo,  the  Lamb  himself  now  feeds  them 
On  Mount  Sion's  pastures  fair; 

From  his  central  throne  he  leads  them 
By  the  living  fountains  there ; 

Lamb  and  Shepherd,  Good  Supreme ! 

Free  he  gives  the  cooling  steam. 

With  the  just,  who  thee  resemble, 
Let,  O  Lord,  my  lot  be  cast ; 

Far  from  all  that  makes  me  tremble, 
Let  thy  faithful  child  at  last 

Make  thy  pledged  reward  his  own, 

Ever  dwelling  near  thy  throne. 

Heinrich  Theodore  Schenk,  d.  1727.  Tr.  F.  E.  Cox.  ab.  1841. 

1071  ^  ^''IcSf  A^'^"'^*         8s  &  78.* 

Breaking  now  the  loaf  together, 
We  obey  our  Master's  word ; 

Children  of  a  common  Father, 
Servants  of  a  common  Lord ; 

Who  when  leaving  all  below, 

Bade  us  thus  his  love  to  show. 

Of  one  blessed  cup  partaking. 
Emblem  of  Christ's  precious  blood, 

Holy  thoughts  in  us  awaking, 
We  who  once  were  far  from  God ; 

For  us  wanderers  Christ  did  die, 

By  his  blood  we  are  brought  nigh. 

One  in  Him,  in  heart  united, 
One  with  him  before  the  throne ; 

With  his  love  our  hearts  are  lighted, 
On  our  paths  his  face  has  shone ; 

Thus  we  show  his  death  again. 

Till  our  Lord  returns  to  reign. 

/  H.,  1&S3. 

*  Repeat  the  first  two  lines  to  close  each  verse. 

Ssnctaary.  p.  309.         Zlon's  Olory.  p.  960. 


1072         ^''"■%fb*x'll"S'**^       89*78. 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ! 
He  whose  word  caunot  be  broken 

Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  her  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

She  can  smile  at  all  her  foes. 

See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'assuage? 
Grace,  which  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Washed  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  I 
Jesus,  whom  their  souls  rely  on, 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God: 
Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I  through  grace  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity, 

I  will  glory  in  thy  name. 

John  Newton,  ab.  1779. 
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1  fITQ    And  when  they  had  sung  a  hymn.  Oa  a, 
lUfO  Matt.xxvi.30.  o»  * 

We  have  met  in  glad  communion, 
But  the  parting  hour  draws  nigh ; 

Sweet  has  been  our  holy  union; 
May  our  friendship  never  die ! 

Chorus. 
Bound  with  love's  unbroken  band. 
Kept  by  an  almighty  Hand ; 
Christ's  own  sheep  shall  never  perish ; 
None  shall  pluck  them  from  his  hand. 

We  have  met  in  glad  communion ; 

We  may  part  to  meet  no  more 
Till  the  great  and  glad  reunion 

On  the  bright  immortal  shore. 

By  the  Lord  aneV  created, 
Bound  by  ties  to  flesh  unknown ; 

Though  in  body  separated. 
Yet  in  spirit  we  are  one. 

Here  we  part,  but  not  forever ; 

Soon  our  wanderings  shall  be  past ; 
May  we  meet  no  more  to  sever, — 

Meet  with  all  the  saints  at  lastl 

H..188a 
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Carolina. 


A.  A.  BMmdara,  1872. 


When  we  pass  thro'  yonder  riyer,  When  we  reach  the  farther  8hore,There'8  an  end  of  wv  kt- 


j     d':   i^ 


ey  -  er ;  We  shall  see  our  foes  no  more ;  All  our  conflicts  then  shall  cease^FoUowed 


H^ 
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by  e-temal  peace. When  we  pass  thro'  yonder  river,  When  we  reach  the  farther  shore. 


1074 


Arise,  jro  over  this  Jordan. 


■55 


oahuai.  8. 


8s&  7s. 


When  we  pass  through  yonder  river, 
When  we  reach  the  farther  shore, 

There's  an  end  of  war  forever ; 
We  shall  see  our  foes  no  more ; 

All  our  conflicts  then  shall  cease, 

Followed  by  eternal  peace. 

After  warfare,  rest  is  pleasant ; 

Oh,  how  sweet  the  prospect  is  I 
Though  we  toil  and  strive  at  present. 

Let  us  not  repine  at  this : 
Toil,  and  pain,  and  conflict,  past. 
All  endear  repose  at  last. 

When  we  gain  the  heavenly  regions, 
When  we  touch  the  heavenly  shore, — 

Blessed  thought  I — no  hostile  legions 
Can  alarm  or  trouble  more : 

Far  beyond  the  reach  of  foes, 

We  shall  dwell  in  sweet  repose, 

Oh,  that  hope !  how  bright,  how  glorious ! 

'Tis  his  people's  best  reward ; 
In  the  Saviour's  strength  victorious. 

They  at  length  behold  their  Lord; 
In  his  kingdom  they  shall  rest. 
In  his  love  be  fully  blest. 


Thomaa  Kelly.  1768-1850. 
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Whence  came  they  ? 
Rev.  Tii.  IS. 


8s  &  7s. 


Copyrifrht,  U.  L,  HaatinRa,  18H6. 
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Who  are  these  like  stars  appearing, 
These  before  God's  throne  who  stand? 

Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing, — 
Who  are  all  this  glorious  band? 

Hallelujah  I  hark  I  they  sing. 

Praising  loud  their  heavenly  King. 

These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven, 
Sore  with  woe  and  anguish  trjed. 

Who  in  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 
With  the  God  they  glorified ; 

Now,  their  painful  conflict  o'er, 

God  has  bid  them  weep  no  more. 

They  like  priests  have  watched  and  waited, 
Offering  up  to  Christ  their  will. 

Soul  and  body  consecrated, 
Day  and  night  to  serve  him  still ; 

Now,  in  God's  most  holy  place, 

Blest  they  stand  before  his  face. 

With  that  holy  throng  uniting. 
Then  what  rapture  shall  be  mine! 

In  the  sun's  bright  beams  delighting, 
I  too  like  the  stars  shall  shine ; 

Lord,  for  this  my  soul  shall  raise 

Thanks  to  thee  and  endless  praise. 

Hetairlch  Tbeodore  Sehenk,  d.  17S7.  Dr,  F.  £.  Cox,  ab.  1841. 
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Sanctuary. 


8s  &  78. 
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Joachim  Neander,  1680. 
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O  -  pen  wide  the  gates    of   beau-ty,     Guide  me    to    the  house   of      God; 
"Where  in    lev  -  ing,   joy  -  ful,    du  -  ty,   Saints  with  reverent    feet  have    trod. 
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Oh,    how  bles  -  sed     is      this      place,  Pilled  with  com- fort,  light,  and  grace. 
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1  ATA  Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksffiving.  Qa  ^u 

Open  wide  the  gates  of  beauty, 
Guide  me  to  the  house  of  God ; 

Where  in  loving,  joyful,  duty, 

Saints  with  reverent  feet  have  trod : 

O  how  blessed  is  this  place, 

Filled  with  comfort,  light,  and  grace. 

Lord,  behold,  I  come  before  thee. 
Wilt  thou  now  draw  nigh  to  me? 

While  I  worship  and  adore  thee, 
Grant  me  fellowship  with  thee. 

Enter,  Lord,  this  honrt  of  mine, 

Dwell  in  me,  thou  King  divine. 

While  thy  praise  is  gladly  chanted, 
While  thy  precious  seed  is  sown, 

In  my  soul  may  it  be  planted, 

Quickening  me  with  life  unknown; 

Till  on  this  once  barren  ground. 

Fruit  a  hundred-fold  be  found. 


Speak,  O  Lord,  and  I  will  hear  thee, 
So  may  I  perform  thy  will; 

Undisturbed  may  I  draw  near  thee, 
With  life's  streams  my  being  fill : 

Feed  me  with  the  heavenly  Bread, 

On  my  heart  thy  comforts  shed. 


Lead  me  to  the  living  waters, 
That  thy  lamb  may  pasture  find. 

Let  my  dews  be  heavenly  manna. 
Guide  my  feet,  direct  my  mind. 

Me  through  this  dark  valley  bring, 

To  the  palace  of  my  King. 

Bei^.  Schmolke,  1678-1737.  TV.  H.,  ab.  188S. 

1  ATT  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord  forever.         Qq    ijc 

±\Iii  lBa.xxTi.4.  OS,  /h. 

**  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord  forever," 
His  is  everlasting  strength ; 

Weak  and  vain  the  foe's  endeavor. 
Looking  to  prevail  at  length. 

They  who  in  the  Lord  confide, 

Safe  and  happy  shall  abide. 

' '  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord  forever, " 
His  is  love  that  changes  not ; 

Never  will  he  leave,  no,  never, 
Those  whom  he  with  blood  has  bought. 

He  will  keep  them  by  his  power. 

Keep  them  m  the  darkest  hour. 


*  *  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord  forever, " 
Grace  is  his,  and  power  and  love : 

Trust  in  him  who  changes  never. 
Him  who  reigns  in  heaven  above. 

Sheltered  by  his  mighty  arm, 

Who  or  what  can  do  us  harm? 

Thomas  Kelly,  ab.  1709-18.V>. 
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ThomaB  Clark,  1778—1809. 
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Worthy  is  the  Lamb. 
BV.  V.  12. 


S.  M. 


1078 

Hark !  how  th' adoring  hosts 
Employ  their  harps  and  sing; 

Hark  I  how  the  notes  of  love  divine, 
Sound  sweet  from  every  string. 

Loud  rolls  the  heavenly  strain, 
Like  mighty  thunders'  roar ; 

**  Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
To  reign  forever  more." 

In  earth  and  heaven  all  power 

Into  his  hand  is  given, — 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 

Our  Father  on  the  throne, 

To  thee  be  glory  given, — 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done 

On  earth  as  'tis  in  heaven. 

H.,1886.    V.I,  Unknown 
By  Permission. 


-     -        from     er'-  ry 
\,  Sonnd  sweet  from     or'  -  ry 


Unto  him  that  loved  us. 
Ber.  i.  6. 


string, 
string. 


IVf  €J  BeT.i.6.  *»•  »• 

Glory  and  power  belong 
To  Christ  who  shed  his  blood ; 

To  him  we  raise  our  songs  of  praise, 
Who  ransomed  us  to  God. 

Tell  ye  His  matchless  grace. 

Extol  his  wondrous  fame. 
Sing  ye  his  praise  to  endless  days. 

And  magnify  his  name. 

Sing  ye,  with  gladness  sing, 
Your  conquering  Lord  adore ; 

In  God  rejoice  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  praise  him  evermore. 

Thou  who  our  sin  and  shame 

Didst  bear  upon  the  tree. 
Come  thou  again,  tnumphant  reign 

To  all  eternity. 

H.,  188ft. 
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Adoration. 
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1    They    rest      not      day      nor    night,  But 
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And    thro*    the    shin  -  ing  realms    of    light,    A-  dore  the  Lord  Most  High. 
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Shawmut. 


page  198. 


'lip ir  r  r  r^]^ 


age  184. 


Dennis. 


m  ^ 


page  162. 


Saying,  Holy,  holy,  holy. 
Rev.  IV.  8. 


S.  M. 


1080 

2  They  rest  not  day  nor  night, 
In  that  celestial  calm ; 

But  to  the  Lord  of  power  and  might 
Uplift  the  ceaseless  psalm. 

3  Roll  on,  unceasing  song  I 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ; 

Worship,  and  pow'r,  and  thanks  belong 
To  God  and  to  the  Lamb. 

4  We  lift  our  voices  high, 
And  join  the  holy  hymn ; 

And  Holy,  holy,  holy  cry, 
With  saints  and  seraphim. 


The  evening:  ■ncrifioe. 
FiaUn  cxU.  2. 


H..  1884. 
S.  M. 
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The  day  is  past  and  gone : 
Great  God,  we  bow  to  thee ; 

Again,  as  shades  of  night  steal  on, 
Unto  thy  side  we  flee. 

Oh,  when  shall  that  day  come, 

Ne'er  sinking  in  the  west, 
That  country  and  that  happy  home, 

Where  none  shall  break  our  rest ; 

Where  we,  preserved  beneath 

The  shelter  of  thy  wing, 
Forevermore  thy  praise  shall  breathe. 

And  of  thy  mercy  sing  I 

Latin.TV.  William  John  Blew,  1849. 
By  FenniMioDi 


1  089"^^®  pasBover,  and  the  sprinkling  of  blood.Q    ^r 
XVO^  Hcb.xi.^.  S.  M. 

O  Lord,  at  thy  command 

We  round  thy  table  meet ; 
Sojourners  in  a  foreign  land, 

The  paschal  feast  we  eat. 
Our  unity  we  own. 

One  body,  and  one  bread. 
One  faith,  one  Lord  upon  the  throne. 

One  Spirit,  and  one  Head. 

The  sacred  loaf  we  break. 
We  eat  the  bread  of  God ; 

In  trusting  faith  the  cup  we  take, 
Sheltered  behind  the  blood. 

Farewell  to  Egjrpt's  pride. 
Its  pleasures,  and  its  sin ; 

Before  us  shall  the  floods  divide. 
And  Canaan  we  shall  win. 

H.,188S. 
\  085)  ThanlEfli^vine,  and  honor,  and  power,     q    j. 

Lord,  in  this  closing  hour 
We  raise  our  thankful  song ; 

Worship  and  honor,  praise  and  power, 
To  thee,  our  God,  belong. 

Thou  who  dost  with  us  meet, 

Oh,  bless  us  as  we  part ; 
And  may  our  fellowship  be  sweet. 

With  all  the  pure  in  neart. 
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f  %m  «te  "fm  l«t 


Remember  MIe. 


S.M. 


Re  -  mem-ber     me, 


my    God,  Who    all  my  needs  can    see ;     In 


Ohnatz. 


page  170. 


KentncKy. 


^^^mi  ^ 


page  164. 


Shawmnt. 


page  168. 


1  {\SIA.  Lord,  remember  me  when  thon  comest.    q    tut 
L%JOrt  LukexxW.42.  ».  M. 

Remember  me,  my  God, 

Who  all  my  needs  can  see ; 
In  every  ill  and  every  woe, 

I  pray,  remember  me. 

Remember  me,  my  God, 

By  sin  and  woe  opprest ; 
Oh  hold  me  up  beneath  my  load, 

And  give  me  peace  and  rest. 

If  sickness  sore  overtake, 

And  pain  my  portion  be. 
Then  Saviour,  for  thy  mercy's  sake, 

I  pray,  remember  me. 

Remember  me,  my  God, 
In  death's  dread  shadowy  vale 

Comfort  me  with  thy  staff  and  rod, 
Let  not  my  courage  fail. 

Remember  me,  my  God, 

When,  at  thy  great  white  throne, 
The  trembling  world  awaits  thy  nod, 

Oh  claim  me  as  thine  own. 


My  God,  remember  me. 
To  thee  I  lift  my  eyes ; 

Oh  grant  that  I  at  last  may  be 
With  thee  in  Paradise. 


H.,18S8. 


(fAjjjiJJlJlt^ 


O.    SA.» 


1  nilJS      There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest 
llIOO  Hebrews  iv.  9. 

And  is  there.  Lord,  a  rest 

For  weary  souls  designed. 
Where  not  a  care  shall  stir  the  breast, 

Nor  sorrow  entrance  find? 

Is  there  a  blissful  home. 

Where  kindred  minds  shall  meet. 
And  live,  and  love,  nor  ever  roam 

From  that  serene  retreat? 

Are  there  bright,  happy  fields, 
Where  naught  that  blooms  shall  die ; 

Where  each  new  scene  fresh  pleasure  yields, 
And  healthful  breezes  sigh? 

Are  there  celestial  streams, 

Where  living  waters  glide, 
With  murmurs  sweet  as  angel-dreams, 

And  flowery  banks  beside? 

Forever  blessed  they. 

Whose  joyful  feet  shall  stand. 
While  endless  ages  waste  away. 

Amid  that  glorious  land  I 


My  soul  would  thither  tend. 
While  toilsome  years  are  given ; 

And  then  with  all  the  blest  ascend 
To  meet  the  Lord  from  heaven ! 

Jtajf  Palmer,  1843. 

372 


HD^  %  \tmsmb$ti  ^tau 


1086-1089 


Evening  Hymn. 
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Jeremiah  Ingalls,  1804. 
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Oh,        may  we      all    re  -  member  well      The  night   of  death  draws  near. 
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I  will  lay  me  down  in  peace. 
Psalm  iv.  8. 


S*  1£. 
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2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 
Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 

So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we  here  possess, 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears ; 

May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep. 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  if  we  early  rise, 

And  view  the  unwearied  sun, 
May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize, 
And  after  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  past. 
And  we  from  time  remove, 

O  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  of  thy  love. 

John  Lekuid,  1792. 


We  ahall  be  Mice  him. 
IJohn  iU.2. 


1087 

We  bless  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Who  once  for  sinners  died ; 

Who  for  the  guilty  shed  his  blood, 
On  Calvary  crucified. 

We  praise  His  matchless  grace 
Which  brought  salvation  nigh ; 

But  oh  to  see  Him  face  to  face. 
Descending  from  the  sky ! 

We  shall  be  like  Him  then, 
And  in  His  image  shine, 

Fairer  than  all  the  sons  of  men, 
In  majesty  divine. 


s.  M. 


H.,1883. 


f 


t 


t 


ii 


If  I  forget  thee,  O  Jeruaoleml 


S.  M. 


1 OOO  °Kalm  cxxxviL  6. 

Far  from  my  heavenly  home. 
Far  from  my  Father's  breast. 

Fainting,  I  cry,  *  *  Blest  Spirit,  come, 
And  speed  me  to  my  rest ! " 

Upon  the  willows  long 

My  harp  has  silent  hung; 
How  should  I  sing  a  cheerful  song, 

Till  thou  inspire  my  tongue? 

My  spirit  homeward  turns. 
And  fain  would  thither  flee ; 

My  heart,  O  Zion,  droops  and  yearns 
When  I  remember  thee. 

To  thee,  to  thee  I  press  — 

A  dark  and  toilsome  road : 
When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 

And  reach  the  saints'  abode? 

God  of  my  life,  be  near  I 
On  Thee  my  hopes  are  cast ; 

Oh,  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bring  me  home  at  last ! 

Heniy  Franda  Lyte,  18S4. 

1  AfiO      Take  heed  therefore  how  ye  hear.  ^    ., 

lUOa  Luke  viii.  18.  »•  ^' 

Again  our  ears  have  heard 
The  gospel  thou  hast  given ; 

The  solemn,  everlasting  word, 

Which  thou  hast  sent  from  heaven. 

Now  let  thy  Spirit's  power 

Water  the  seed  divine ; 
On  us  thy  richest  blessings  pour, 

And  seal  and  own  us  thine. 

H.,1888. 
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Communion. 
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L-  M-      0.  P.  E.  Bach,  arr.  by  Dr.  Bdvanl  BfUter,  1787. 
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My  God,  and  is    thy     ta  -  ble  spread,  And  does  thy    cup  with  love  o'erflow? 
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Thither     be    all    thy  children     lea,    And  let  them  all    its    sweetness  know. 


Thither     be    all    thy 
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ThU  is  my  body. 


lia  M. 


10»0  ■"ii^'S.'.n. 

My  God,  and  is  thy  table  spread, 

And  does  thy  cup  with  love  o'erflow? 
Thither  be  all  thy  children  led, 

And  let  them  all  its  sweetness  know. 

Hail,  sacred  feast,  which  Jesus  makes, 
Rich  banquet  of  his  flesh  and  blood ; 

Thrice  happy  he  who  here  partakes 
That  sacred  stream,  that  heavenly  food  I 

Why  are  its  bounties  all  in  vain 
Before  unwilling  hearts  displayed? 

Was  not  for  you  the  Victim  slain? 
Are  you  forbid  the  childreri's  bread? 

Oh,  let  thy  table  honored  be. 

And  furnished  well  with  joyful  guests ; 
And  may  each  soul  salvation  see, 

That  here  its  holy  pledges  tastes. 

PhUip  Doddridge,  ah.  1751. 

1  A  A  t      ♦♦  Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ?  **    t    Ar 
1 U  aX  Pialm  Ixxiii.  25.  ^'  '»1- 

Whom  have  I,  Lord,  in  heaven  but  Thee? 

And  who  on  earth  can  I  desire? 
May  nothing  here  my  portion  be, 

O  may  my  soul  to  Thee  aspire. 
Though  flesh  and  heart  may  faint  and  fail, 

And  tremble  at  each  warring  shock, 
How  can  my  doubts  or  fears  prevail 

While  sheltered  in  the  eternal  Rock? 

U.,1885.    I 
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1  AQO I  have  loved  thee  with  an  everlastiag  Love,  t  ilt 

Oh  strong  and  everlasting  Love, 
Deep,  matchless,  pure,  unquenchable ; 

Thy  gracious  tenderness  we  prove, 
Thy  pity  for  a  race  that  fell. 

For  us  thou  hast  in  anguish  died, 
The  thorns,  the  shame  thou  didst  endure ; 

Was  scourged,  and  scorned,  and  crucifled. 
To  make  our  great  salvation  sure. 

To  thee,  O  Son  of  God,  we  bring 
Our  burdened  souls,  our  aching  hearts, 

And  at  thy  feet  adore  and  sing 
The  grace  thy  life  and  death  imparts. 

H.,  1881. 
1098  I^etuBtheigfore^comeboldly.  ^  ^^ 

My  soul  approach  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
With  every  burden,  woe  and  care : 
He  hears  thy  cry,  he  heals  thy  pain ; — 
Who  ever  sought  his  face  in  vain? 

My  soul,  behold  thy  Saviour  stands, 
And  stretching  forth  his  pierced  hands, 
Invites  thee  to  draw  near  to  God, 
Protected  by  his  sprinkled  blood. 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace, 
Enter  the  consecrated  place; 
And  here,  from  sin  by  mercy  freed. 
Find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

H.,  1881. 


1l[§$r$  Wmti  nx[  ^jfer^a  ntt^  flai  ®iJ5S%iI*     1 094-1 098 


1  i\{%A.         Thia  do  in  remembrance  of  me.  t     x«- 

IXJart  Lukexxii.l9.  .  L.  M. 

Oh,  never  may  my  soul  forget 

The  Man  of  griefs  who  died  for  me. 

Whose  sun  in  clouds  of  darkness  set, 
Amid  the  gloom  of  Calvary ! 

Never  may  I  forget  .the  hour 

When  'mid  thy  shades,  Gethsemane, 

Alone  the  world's  dread  guilt  he  bore. 
And  drank  the  bitter  cup  for  me. 

Nor  may  my  memory  e'er  forget 
The  sacred  words  the  Master  spake. 

When  with  his  chosen  few  he  met, 
The  cup  to  pour,  the  bread  to  break. 

Here,  Lord,  we  show  thy  life  of  love. 
Thy  death,  thy  triumph  o'er  the  tomb, 

Thy  living  sympathy  above, 
Thy  royal  glory  yet  to  come. 

Jesus,  as  round  thy  sacred  board 
Thy  children  meet,  to  think  on  thee, 

Each  heart  cries  out,  * '  O  absent  Lord, 
When  thou  shalt  come,  remember  me !" 

U.,  1865. 
1095        I->ok«pandmtup^ourhead..         l.  M. 

Look  up,  my  soul,  and  hail  the  home 
The  Lord  thy  God  prepares  for  thee ; 

Jerusalem  from  heaven  will  come, 
Bride  of  the  Lamb,  in  majesty. 

Look  up,  my  soul ;  for,  bright  as  gold, 
The  sacred  city's  jasper  walls 

Shine  like  the  noonday  sun ;  behold, 
God's  glory  gilds  her  radiant  halls ! 

Look  up,  my  soul ;  the  **  First,  the  Last," 
Hath  bade  all  pain  and  mourning  cease ; 

The  griefs  of  former  years  are  past ; 
All  there  is  light,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

Look  up,  my  soul,  and  still  rejoice, 
Tho'  tempests  dark  thy  path  bedim ; 

No  ''fearful,  unbelieving"  voice 
Can  sing  the  Bridegroom's  choral  hymn. 

Look  up,  my  soul ;  and  keep  that  word, 
That  solemn  word  which  Christ  hath  giv'n : 

Blessed  are  ye  who  wait  your  Lord, 
The  bright,  the  Morning  Star  of  heaven. 

Look  up,  my  soul ;  and  join  that  cry, 
*'The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say.  Come !" 

Lord,  haste,  fulfill  thy  prophecy; 
Lord,  take  thy  sealM  people  homo  I 

Caroline  Habenhon?  Fremillennial  ilymna,  1836. 
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1  AQ  A      The  church  that  is  in  their  home.        t     -m 
lUaD  Bom.zyL5.  ^«  M« 

Again,  O  Lord,  with  two  or  three 
We  in  thy  sacr6d  name  unite ; 

O  Saviour,  with  us  wilt  thou  be. 
To  give  us  love  and  peace  and  light. 

We  pitch  our  tents  as  strangers  here. 
Sojourners  thro'  life's  transient  days ; 

And  here  our  lowly  altars  rear. 

To  sacrifice  with  prayer  and  praise. 

Lord,  now  within  thy  church  appear. 
The  church  within  our  dwelling  bless ; 

Abide  with  us,  thy  pilgrims  here, — 
O  Lord,  our  strength  and  righteousness. 

O  Saviour,  may  we  ever  rest 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wing 

Till  we  shall  enter  with  the  blest. 
The  palace  of  our  heavenly  King. 


He  was  known  of  them. 
Luke  zxiv.  85. 


U.,  1880. 
L.  M. 


1097 

Abide  with  us,  O  Stranger  dear: 
The  evening  shades  are  gathering  near; 
Our  hearts  have  burned  to  hear  thy  word, 
O  tarry  with  us,  gracious  Lord. 

Behold,  our  humble  feast  we  spread ; 
Be  with  us  as  we  break  the  bread ; 
And  may  we  now,  like  those  of  old. 
Our  risen  Saviour's  face  behold. 

Come,  and  beside  our  board. sit  down; 
Thy  presence  all  our  joys  shall  crown ; 
And  may  we,  gathered  round  the  board, 
Behold  thee  as  our  living  Lord. 

To  us  in  breaking  bread  be  known. 
But  do  not  leave  us  then  alone ; 
Life's  shadows  fall,  'tis  eventide. 
With  us,  O  Son  of  God,  abide. 

H.,1888. 


I  am  Joseph  your  brother. 
Oen.  zly.  4. 


1098       — Q-eriiv:*.'"""""*        L.  M. 

O  Thou,  whom  we  iiave  scorned  and  sold, 
Rejected,  crucified,  and  slain, 

Remembering  now  the  days  of  old, 
We  stand  before  thee  filled  with  shame. 

Our  Brother,  now  enthroned  on  high, 
Wilt  thou  to  us  thyself  reveal ; 

Oh,  hear  our  penitential  cry, 
And  with  thy  kiss  our  pardon  seal ! 

p,  U.,18K5. 


1099-1101 


Wk^  3&orh  ji\nii  ^  %m%. 


Harp. 


78,  8  lines. 


H.,  1879. 


Ye  whoM  harfM,  untuned  bo  long,  Have  by  Babel's  waters  hung,  Wake  aloud  the  joy-ful  song, 

Christ  the  Conq'ror  comes  to  reign, 


Join  the  cho-rus,    ev-'ry  tongue ;  Jesus  comes  to  break  the  chain,Lord  of  liv  -  ing  and   of  dead ; 
He  shall  bruise  the  serpent's  head. 


1  flOO    By  the  rivers  of  Babylon  we  lat  down.        h  a 
XVaU      '  Pwdm.  cxxxvU.  1.  *»• 

Ye  whose  harps,  untuned  so  long, 

Have  by  Babel's  waters  hung, 
Wake  aloud  the  joyful  song, 

4oin  the  chorus  every  tongue : 
Jesus  comes  to  break  the  chain, 

Lord  of  living  and  of  dead ; 
Christ  the  Conqueror  comes  to  reign, 

He  shall  bruise  the  serpent's  head. 

Captives  long  by  Satan  bound, 

Rise  and  cast  your  bonds  away. 
See  the  King  with  glory  crowned, 

Ushers  in  redemption's  day. 
He  can  burst  your  galling  chains, 

He  can  set  each  captive  free. 
He  can  cleanse  sin's  foulest  stains. 

He  can  give  you  liberty. 


U.,  1875. 


The  trumpet  of  the  Jubilee. 
Hev.  XXV.  U. 


1100 

Hark !  the  song  of  jubilee ! 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders'  roar. 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore ; 
Hallelujah  I  for  the  Lord 

God  Omnipotent  shall  reign. 
Hallelujah !  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

Hallelujah !— hark !  the  sound, 
From  the  centre  to  the  skies. 

Wakes  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  creation's  harmonies ; 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 


Vs. 


See  Jehovah's  banner  furl'd. 

Sheathed  his  sword :  he  speaks — 'tis  done, 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son. 

He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway ; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll. 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away; 
Then  the  end, — beneath  his  rod 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall ; 
Hallelujah!  Christ  is  God, 

God  in  Christ  is  all  in  all ! 

James  Montgomery,  1819. 

Is. 


The  Lord  shall  rei^n  forever. 
Psalm  cxlvi.  10. 


1101 

Wake  the  song  of  jubilee; 
Let  it  echo  o'er  the  sea : 
Now  is  come  the  promised  hour, 
Jesus  reigns  with  glorious  power. 

All  ye  nations,  join  and  sing. 
Praise  your  Saviour,  praise  your  King; 
Let  it  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
**Jesus  reigns  for  evermore!" 

Hark !  the  desert  lands  rejoice ; 
And  the  islands  join  their  voice : 
Joy !  the  whole  creation  sings, 
*' Jesus  is  the  King  of  kings!" 

Wake  the  song  of  jubilee ; 
Let  it  echo  o'er  the  sea : 
Now  is  come  the  promised  hour, 
Jesus  reigns  with  glorious  power. 


Leonard  Bacon,  187S. 


375    Mornlngr  Star.    p.  378. 


l|b  Sl^rq  Jliihitii^ft  1|ar^$n 


1102-1104 


Hendon. 


H.  A.  C.  Malan,  1830. 


1  Let  US,  with  a  gladsome  mmd,Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  kind :  For  His  mercies 


shall  en  -  dure,      Ev-er  faithful,    ev  -  er      sure,       Ev-er  faithful,    ev-er    sure. 


1  1  t\t%  O  five  thanks  unto  the  Lord.  ^c 

111/19  Psalm  cxxxvi.  1.  *^' 

Z  He,  with  all-commanding  might, ' 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  He  His  chosen  race  did  bless 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  All  things  living  He  doth  feed, 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6  Let  us  therefore  warble  forth 
His  high  majesty  fi,nd  worth : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


John  Milton,  ab.  1624. 


Inereen  pastures. 


1103  pfalm  xxiii.  2 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large. 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge ; 
And  my  couch,  with  tenderest  care, 
'Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat. 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 
To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow. 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 


7s. 


Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread. 
By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread, 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

Constant  to  my  latest  end, 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend ;  ^ 

Thou  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

James  Merrick^  ab.  ITBB. 


1  t  t\A.  My  voice  shalt  thou  hear  in  the  morning,     ija 
llXfrt      '  Psalm  V.  3.  ««*• 

As  the  sun  doth  daily  rise, 
Bright'ning  all  the  morning  skies, 
So  to  thee  with  one  accord. 
Lift  we  up  our  hearts,  O  Lord. 

Day  by  day  provide  us  food. 
For  from  thee  come  all  things  good; 
Strength  unto  our  souls  afford 
From  thy  living  bread,  O  Lord. 

Be  our  guide  'mid  sin  and  strife ; 
Be  the  leader  of  our  life ; 
Lest  like  sheep  we  go  abroad. 
Stay  our  wayward  feet,  O  Lord. 

Quickened  by  thy  Spirit's  grace, 
All  thy  holy  ^vill  to  trace, 
While  we  daily  search  thy  word, 
Wisdom  true  impart,  O  Lord. 

When  the  hours  are  dark  and  drear, 
When  the  tempter  lurketh  near. 
By  thy  strengthening  grace  outpoured, 
Save  the  tempted  ones,  O  Lord. 

KJnK  Alfred,  848-901.    7V.  Earl  Nelson,  1864. 
377  Martyn.  p.  «»5. 


L_ 


1106-1106 

Morn  ins  Star. 


Hi^^ 


Lowell  Mason,  1830. 


Watchman,  tell  US  of  the  night,  What  its  signs    of  promise    are.    Traveler  o'er  yon 


mountain's  hight,See  that  glory-beaming  star !  Watchman,doe8  its  beauteous  ray  Aught  of 


l^iWlTi 


joy  or  hope  foretell  ?  Traveler,  yes :  it  brings  the  day,  Promised  day  of  Is  -  ra  -  el. 


Watchman,  what  of  the  night? 
Im.  zxi.  11. 


1106 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 
What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 

Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 
See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 

Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 
Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell? 

Traveler,  yes :  it  brin^^s  the  day, 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 
Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 

Traveler,  blessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth  its  course  portends. 

Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 

Traveler,  ages  are  its  own : 

See  I  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 
For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman,  let  thy  wand'rings  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveler,  lo !  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo  1  the  Son  of  God  is  come ! 

John  Bowring,  1835. 
Martyn.    p.  S29* 


7S. 


1106  ^*'^"*3J?u\'«"?'"°'-  ^8. 

Faint  not.  Christian  I  though  the  road, 
Leading  to  thy  blest  abode, 
Darksome  be,  and  dangerous  too : 
Christ,  thy  guide,  will  bring  thee  thro'. 

Faint  not.  Christian  I  though  in  rage 
Satan  would  thy  soul  engage ; 
Gird  on  faith's  anointed  shield, — 
Bear  it  to  the  battle-field. 

Faint  not.  Christian  I  though  the  world 
Hath  its  hostile  flag  unfurled : 
Hold  the  cross  of  Jesus  fast ; 
Thou  shalt  overcome  at  last. 

Faint  not,  Christian !  though  within 
There's  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin ; 
Christ  the  Lord,  is  over  all, 
He'll  not  suffer  thee  to  fall. 

Faint  not,  Christian!  Jesus  near, 
Soon  in  glory  shall  appear; 
And  his  love  will  then  bestow 
Power  to  conquer  every  foe. 

Faint  not,  Christian !  look  on  high ; 
See  the  harpers  in  the  sky : 
Patient  wait,  and  thou  wilt  join — 
Chant  with  them  of  love  divine. 

James  Harrington  fivaaa,  1883. 
378    Sabbath,    p.  364. 


^•^ 


^btr^s  ^r  If  atiim^^  tmi%  If  ^rpl^^  1107-1110 


The  desire  of  all  nations. 
Haggaiii.7. 


7s. 


1107 

Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come ! 
Hasten,  Lord,  the  general  doom ! 
Hear  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride, 
Come  and  take  us  to  thy  side. 

Thou,  who  hast  our  place  prepared, 
Make  us  meet  for  our  reward ; 
Then  with  all  thy  saints  descend ; 
Then  our  earthly  trials  end. 

Mindful  of  thy  chosen  race, 
Shorten  these  vindictive  days ; 
Who  for  full  redemption  groan. 
Hear  us  now,  and  save  thine  own. 

Now  destroy  the  man  of  sin ; 
Now  thine  ancient  flock  bring  in ! 
Fiird  with  righteousness  divine, 
Claim  a  ransomed  world  for  thine. 

Plant  thy  heavenly  kingdom  here, 
Glorious  in  thy  saints  appear ; 
Speak  the  sacred  number  sealed, 
Speak  the  mystery  revealed. 

Take  to  thee  thy  royal  power, 
Reign,  when  sin  shall  be  no  more ; 
Reign,  when  death  no  more  shall  be, 
Reign  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley.  1750. 


There  shall  he  signs. 
Lake  xxi.  25. 


7s. 


1108 

In  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  stars, 
Signs  and  wonders  there  shall  be ; 

Earth  shall  quake  with  inward  wars, 
Nations  with  perplexity. 

Soon  shall  ocean's  hoary  deep. 
Tossed  with  stronger  tempests,  rise ; 

Darker  storms  the  mountains  sweep, 
Fiercer  lightnings  rend  the  skies. 

Evil  thoughts  shall  shake  the  proud. 
Racking  doubt  and  restless  fear ; 

And,  amid  the  thunder-cloud, 
Shall  the  Judge  of  men  appear. 

But,  though  from  that  awful  face 
Heaven  shall  fade,  and  earth  shall  fly. 

Fear  not  ye,  his  chosen  race ; 
Your  redemption  draweth  nigh. 


Hendon.    p.  377* 


Beginald  Heber,  1811. 


The  whole  creation  gioanelh. 
aoin.Yiu.82. 


1109 

Lord  of  might  and  majesty, 
All  creation  groans  for  thee ; 
And  thy  church,  who  share  thy  pain, 
Long  with  thee  in  joy  to  reign. 

Saviour,  come  in  royal  might — 
Come  to  reign  in  endless  light ; 
Come,  thou  Man  of  Calvary, 
Haste  to  set  creation  free. 

Long  has  been  earth's  bitter  day, 
Bound  in  sin  and  Satan's  sway ; 
Long  the  tedious  night  of  tears. 
Long  the  cursed  and  blighted  years. 

Only  thou  canst  bring  relief. 
Thou  canst  banish  every  grief ; 
Thou  canst  speak  our  sorrows  o'er. 
Thou  canst  Paradise  restore. 

King  of  kings,  for  us  appear. 
Plant  thy  heavenly  kingdom  here ; 
Cast  the  seat  of  Satan  down, 
Take  and  wear  the  heavenly  crown. 

*  *  Where  thy  cross  of  anguish  stood, 
Where  thy  life  distilled  in  blood. 
Where  they  mocked  thy  dying  groan, 
E[ing  of  nations,  plant  thy  throne. 

"  Send  thy  law  from  Zion  forth 
Speeding  o'er  the  willing  earth — 
Earth  whose  Sabbath  glories  rise. 
Crowned  with  more  than  Paradise." 

King  of  glory,  speed  the  day 
When  this  world  shall  pass  away ; 
Bring  the  everlasting  home. 
Haste,  and  let  thy  kingdom  come. 

U.,  1879.    V.  6,  7,  Charlotte  EUzabeth  Tonna,  17934846. 


78. 


7s. 


379 


111  A  All  them  that  love  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
IIXU  £ph.yi.84. 

Thou  whose  eyes  like  flames  of  fire 
Search  our  hearts  and  try  our  reins, 

Purge  from  us  each  base  desire, 
Cleanse  our  souls  from  sins  and  stains. 

Grant  us  blessings  from  above, 
Say  to  us  who  wait  on  Thee, 

* '  Grace  be  with  all  those  who  love 
Jesus  in  sincerity." 

H.,  1888. 


1111-1112 


JbA  If  @^i{hr^Q^  ^tjft  l^tin. 


Teknoi. 


•  7s,  8  lines. 


H.,  1880. 


Children    of    the  heavenly  King !  As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing ;  Sing  vour  Saviour's 


^p^ 


worthy  praise,  Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways.  Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God,  In  the 


way  your  fathers  trod ;  They  are  blessed  now ;  and  we  Soon  their  blessedness  shall  see. 


We  sre  joumejiair. 
).  X.  29. 


Numb. 


1111 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King! 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

Ye  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  your  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  blessed  now ;  and  we 
Soon  their  blessedness  shall  see. 

Glory  be  to  Jesus'  name, 
Glory  be  to  Christ,  the  Lamb, 
Through  thy  blood  were  we  redeemed. 
When  we  justly  were  condemned. 

O  ye  banished  seed,  be  glad  I 
Christ  our  Advocate  is  made ; 
Us  to  save,  our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  soul  becomes. 

Shout,  ye  little  flock  and  blest  I 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Zion's  city  is  in  sight ; 
There  our  endless  home  shall  be 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 


By  permitBion 


Is,    1112  SECOND    PART.  78. 

Pear  not,  brethren  I  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land ; 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

Lord !  obediently  we  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below; 
Only  thou  our  Leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

For  thee  all  things  we  forsake, 
We  in  better  would  partake ; 
We  to  greater  blessings  soar. 
Unto  joys  for  evermore. 

Thither,  Lord,  us  quickly  bring, 
There  we  with  thy  host  will  sing; 
Safely  havened  once  in  bliss. 
We  will  praise  thy  righteousness. 
Daily  us  prepare  and  fit 
On  thy  holy  throne  to  sit ; 
More  and  more  adorn  thy  seed, 
Meet  to  triumph  with  our  Head. 
Seal  our  love,  our  labors  end, 
Let  us  to  thy  bliss  ascend ; 
Let  us  to  thy  kingdom  come ; 
Lord,  we  long  to  be  at  home. 

380    Morning  star.    p.  378.  *''*• '*~*''*' ^''- 


I WH  <3n  Yw  i?«i 


1113-1116 


Horton. 


78. 


X.  8.  Von  Wartensee,  b.  1786. 


fll;  J-l  J  J'N  jV^j|J:1jI;.^^ 


1.  Lo,    a    weak  and     wea-ry  band,        Clad  in      ar  -  mor,  sword  in  hand, 


Bat -tie  with  hell's  swarming  host,  Strengthened  by    the  Ho  -  ly    Ghost. 


-sr"T — a 


Ml  "giF  liip  r.^m 


1  t  1  O  The  gword  of  the  Spirit.  fTa 

XXlO  Eph.  vLlZ.  •''• 

2  Angels  bright  from  heaven  look  down, 
While  the  Christian  ^ns  his  crown ; 
Spirits  dark  with  wonder  see 
Weakness  gain  the  victory. 

3  Christ,  our  glorious  conquering  Lord, 
Taught  us  how  to  wield  the  sword ; 

' '  It  is  written, "  thus  He  said. 
And  the  tempter  quickly  fled. 

4  Help  thy  wearied  soldiers,  Lord, 
Well  to  wield  the  Spirit's  sword ; 
Thanks  we  then  shall  raise  to  thee, 
Who  dost  give  the  victory. 


Come  unto  me,  all  je  that  labor. 
Matt  xi.  28. 


n.,1883. 

7s. 


1114 

Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come ! 

Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn. 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste. 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 
In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn  : 

Hither  come !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure. 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

Anna  LcBtitia  Barbauld,  ab.  182B. 
Bfartyn.    p.  225.  381 


1  1  1  f%        '^^  greatest  of  these  is  charity.  h^ 

lllO  "      1  Cor.  xiii.  13.  *S. 

Though  I  speak  with  various  tongues, 
Though  I  chant  angelic  songs, 
I,  if  void  of  charity. 
Shall  like  clanging  cymbals  be. 

Though  I  utter  prophecies, — 
Though  I  fathom  mysteries, 
Knowledge  deep,  and  faith  unknown, 
All  are  vain  if  love  be  gone. 

Though  I  feed  the  hungry  poor. 
Though  the  flames  my  life  devour. 
All  is  vain,  unless  with  me 
Still  abides  sweet  charity. 

God  of  love,  my  soul  renew. 
Make  me  holy,  pure,  and  true ; 
By  thy  Spirit  plant  in  me, 
Thine  own  heavenly  charity. 


H.,  1883. 


A  Saviour,  to  give  repentance. 
Acta  V.  81. 


1116 

Jesus,  who  upon  the  tree 
Groaned,  and  bled,  and  died,  for  me ; 
True  repentance  now  impart, 
Break  my  cold  and  careless  heart. 

Free  me  from  the  chains  of  sin, 
Make  me  pure  and  white  within. 
While  my  Saviour  I  adore. 
Every  sin  may  I  abhor. 

Thou  who  didst  for  sinners  die. 
Hear  my  penitential  cry, 
Hear  and  bless  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  my  heart  of  stone  away. 

Pleyel's  Hymn.    p.  382. 


78. 


U.,  1886. 


1117-1118 


T?  W^  ll0t  (Sam^  %tAa  |R^. 


Pleyel's  Hymn. 


Ignace  Pleyel,  1800. 


^^m 


1  Sin  -  ners,  turn ;  why  will    ye      die  ?     God,  your  Mak-er,    asks      you   why — 


God,  who    did    your    be  -  ing  give,  Made  you    with  him  -  self     to        live. 


HIT  Why  will  yo  die?  pja 

l±Li  EKk.  XV  hi.  81.  «  »• 

2  He  the  fatal  cause  demands ; 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, — 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die? 

3  Sinners,  turn!  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
He  who  died  that  ye  might  live. 

4  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again? 
Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 

5  Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove. 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  his  love. 

6  Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 

Oh !  ye  dying  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die? 

7  Dead  already,  dead  within, 
Dead  by  trespasses  and  sin ; 

Dead  to  God,  while  here  you  breathe ; 
Pant  you  for  the  second  death? 

8  Will  you  still  in  sin  remain, 
Greedy  yet  to  die  again? 

O  ye  dying  sinners,  why. 
Why  will  ye  forever  die? 

Weslfy,  ah.  17AI. 


1  1  1  Q     What  conld  haye  been  done  raor«  ?  /^g 

What  could  your  Redeemer  do, 
More  than  he  hatlndone  for  you? 
To  procure  your  peace  with  God, 
Could  he  more  than  shed  his  blood? 

After  all  his  flow  of  love, 
All  his  drawings  from  above. 
Why  will  ye  your  Lord  deny? 
Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die? 

**Turn,"  he  cries,  '*ye  sinners,  turn:" 
By  his  life  your  God  hath  sworn ; 
He  would  have  you  turn  and  live, 
He  would  all  the  world  receive. 

If  your  death  were  his  delight 
Would  he  you  to  life  invite? 
Would  he  ask,  beseech,  and  cry, 
**  Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die? 

Sinners,  turn,  while  God  is  near; 
Dare  not  think  him  insincere ; 
Now,  e'en  now,  your  Saviour  stands ; 
All  day  long  he  spreads  his  hands ; 

Cries,  "Ye  will  not  happy  be; 
No,  ye  will  not  come  to  me — 
Me,  who  life  to  none  deny : 
Why  will  ye  resolve  to  die?" 

WeOey,  ab.  1741. 


Martyn.  p.  2S5. 


Mominic  Siaar.  p.  878. 
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©an  W^mti  '^eta^  ^nimre? 


1119-1123 


^110       Castine  all  your  care  upon  him. 
±110  1  Peter  v.  7. 

Roll  thy  burden  on  the  Lord, 
Trust  his  promise,  trust  his  word ; 
Pour  before  his  throne  thy  prayer, 
Cast  on  him  thine  every  care. 

Though  he  ruleth  over  all, 
Yet  he  marks  the  sparrow's  fall ; 
Watches  with  un slumbering  eye. 
Hears  thy  faintest,  feeblest  cry. 

Unto  him  thy  sorrows  bring, 
Hush  thy  sighs,  and  learn  to  sing ; 
Trust  his  goodness  and  his  love ; 
Thou  his  gracious  care  shalt  prove. 

To  his  presence,  as  a  king. 
He  at  last  thy  feet  shall  bring; 
Bid  thee  on  his  throne  sit  down. 
Thee  with  endless  mercies  crown. 


7s. 


H., 


Ye  do  show  forth  the  Lord's  death. 
I  Cor.  xi.  26. 


1120 

Coming  Saviour,  now  in  faith 
We  remember  still  thy  death ; 
Thou  wast  broken,  thou  hast  died ; 
For  us  thou  wast  crucified. 

While  in  faith  we  drink  the  wine 
Of  thy  blood  we  see  the  sign ; 
Wash  us  pure  from  every  stain, 
Thou  that  comest  soon  to  reign. 

Lord,  we  thus  remember  thee. 
But  we  long  thy  face  to  see — 
Long  to  reach  our  heavenly  home. 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come ! 

Quickly  thou  thyself  wilt  come ; 
Thou  wilt  raise  us  to  thy  throne ; 
And  thy  glories  here  display. 
Through  the  never-ending  day. 

Emily  Clemens  Pearson, 

1101  Dead  with  Christ. 

XX^X  Rom.  vi. «. 

Go,  my  soul,  go  every  day ' 
To  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay ; 
Be  with  him  my  members  dead, 
Be  his  sepulchre  my  bed. 

Boldest  foes  dare  never  come 
Near  my  Saviour's  sacred  tomb ; 
Evil  never  can  molest 
Those  who  near  his  body  rest. 

John  W.  Worthinjrton, 

Horton.    p.  381. 


1876. 

7s. 


1S42. 

7s. 


1801. 


1100  Prepare  to  meet  thy  God.  h^ 

LLAA  Amos  iv.  12.  <8« 

Sinner,  art  thou  still  secure? 

Wilt  thou  still  refuse  to  pray? 
Can  thy  heart  or  hands  endure 

In  the  Lord's  avenging  day? 

See,  His  mighty  arm  is  bared ! 

Awful  terrors  clothe  his  brow ! 
For  his  judgment  stand  prepared. 

Thou  must  either  break  or  bow. 

At  His  presence  nature  shakes. 
Earth,  affrighted,  hastes  to  flee, 

Solid  mountains  melt  like  wax ; 
What  will  then  become  of  thee? 

Who  His  advent  may  abide? 

You  that  glory  in  your  shame, 
Will  you  find  a  place  to  hide 

When  the  world  is  wrapt  in  flame? 

Then  the  rich,  the  great,  the  wise. 
Trembling,  guilty,  self-condemned, 

Must  behold  the  wrathful  eyes 

Of  the  Judge  they  once  blasphemed : 

Where  are  now  their  haughty  looks? 

Oh,  their  horror  and  despair. 
When  they  see  the  opened  books, 

And  their  dreadful  sentence  hear  I 

Oh,  when  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 
Let  Thy  love  our  spirits  cheer. 

Strengthened  thus,  we  shall  prevail 
Over  Satan,  sin,  and  fear; 

Trusting  in  Thy  precious  name. 
May  we  thus  our  journey  end; 

Then  our  foes  shall  lose  their  aim. 
And  the  Judge  shall  be  our  Friend. 

John  Newton,  ab.  1779. 


He  sendeth  out  his  word. 
Psalm  cxlvii.  18. 


78. 


1123 

Saviour,  bless  thy  word  to  all ; 

Quick  and  powerful  let  it  prove; 
Oh,  may  sinners  hear  thy  call ; 

Let  thy  people  grow  in  love. 

Thine  own  gracious  message  bless ; 

Follow  it  with  power  divine ; 
Give  the  gospel  great  success ; 

Thine  the  work,  the  glory  thine. 

Saviour,  bid  the  world  rejoice ; 

Send,  oh,  send  thy  truth  abroad ; 
Let  the  nations  hear  thy  voice — 

Hear  it,  and  return  to  God. 

Thomas  Kelly,  1769-1850. 
383   Hendon.    p.  377. 
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Rock  of  Ages. 


7r,  61. 
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Thomas  Hastingrs,  1830. 
I  FHne. 
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iza: 
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1  Rock    of      A  -  ges,    cleft    for    me !        Let    me    hide    my  -  self     in    thee ; 


^     f 


b_ 


^=^ 


Be 


^^^# 


is: 


g  f  if^r^^ 


J    es- 


321 


of     sin    the    dou  -  ble    cure ;   Cleanse  me  from    its    guilt  and  pow'r. 

D.C. 


Let    the     wa  -  ter    and    the  blood,  From  thy     wounded    side    that    flowed, 


:~g: 


ri 


[  ifii'  f  r-4 


22: 


I 


1  1  OA  And  that  rock  was  ChrUt.  h^    Al 

2  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  Thy  law^s  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  the  Fountain  fly ; 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die  I 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath ; 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death : 
When  I  rise  to  scenes  unknown,  — 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne : 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ! 

Attffuttua  Montague  TopJady,  1776. 


1126 


Let  us  go  forth  unto  him. 


7s,  61. 


BKO 

Heb.  xiii.  13. 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power ; 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see. 

Watch  with  him  one  bitter  hour : 
Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away. 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

Follow  to  the  judgment  hall, 
View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned : 

Rosefleld.    p.  886. 


Oh  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

Oh  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  pain,  or  loss ; 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross. 

Follow  him  to  Calvary; 

There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 
Mark  his  dying  agony, 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete: 
**  It  is  finished,"  hear  him  cry; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay  : 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom ; 

Who  hath  taken  him  away? 
Christ  is  risen !  he  meets  our  eyes : 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 

James  Montgomery^  l.%2-1853. 

1126        ^^  ^V?5£.'9?'^''        78. 61. 

Joined  in  heart  and  joined  in  hand, 
In  thy  presence.  Lord,  we  stand ; 
God  of  peace  and  unity. 
May  we  now  be  joined  in  Thee : 
Linked  with  bonds  of  love  divine, 
Lord  may  we  be  ever  thine. 

While  the  festal  board  we  spread. 
Bless  our  feast  and  break  our  bread. 
By  thy  wondrous  power  divine 
Change  our  water  to  thy  wine ; 
And  at  last,  our  joys  to  crown. 
Bid  us  at  thy  Feast  sit  down. 

H.,lSSfl. 
384Sabbath.    p.  364.  Adios.    p.  480< 


I  31m  Wiini  tm^  ^  %H 


1127-1131 


1  1  0*7  ^ho  is  this  King  of  glory? 

Glory,  glory  to  our  King  I 

Crowns  unfading  wreathe  his  head ; 
Jesus  is  the  name  we  sing ; 

Jesus  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Jesus,  spoiler  of  the  grave ; 
Jesus,  mighty  now  to  save. 

I 

Jesus  Is  gone  up  on  high, 

Angels  come  to  meet  their  King ; 
Shouts  triumphant  rend  the  sky, 

While  the  Victor's  praise  they  sing: 
** Open  now,  ye  heavenly  gates! 
Tis  the  King  of  glory  waits." 

Now  behold  him  high  enthroned, 
Glory  beaming  from  his  face ! 

By  adoring  angels  owned, 
God  of  noliness  and  grace ! 

Oh  for  hearts  and  tongues  to  sing 

* '  Glory,  glory  to  our  King  !'* 

Jesus,  on  thy  people  shine ; 

Warm  our  hearts  and  tune  our  tongues, 
That  with  angels  we  may  join, 

Share  their  bliss  and  swell  their  songs : 
Glory,  honor,  praise,  and  power, 
Lord,  be  thine  for  eyermore ! 

Thomas  Kelly,  1804. 


1128 


Be  merciftil  unto  us  and  bless  us. 
Psalm  Ixvii.l. 


God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace. 
Show  the  brightness  of  thy  face ; 
Shine  upon  us.  Saviour,  shine. 
Fill  thy  church  with  light  divine ; 
And  thy  saving  health  extend 
Unto  earth's  remotest  end. 

Let  the  people  praise  thee,  Lord ; 
Be  by  all  that  live  adored ; 
Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 
At  thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
And  thy  holy  will  obey. 

Let  the  people  praise  thee,  Lord, 

Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford ; 

God  to  man  his  blessing  give ; 

Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 

All  below,  and  all  above. 

One  in  joy,  and  light,  and  love. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte.  1834. 


78,  61. '  1 129        ^^^ '" Ya?lf  ^'^"«"^"-        7s,  61. 
Christ,  whose  giory  fills  the  skies, 

Christ,  the  true,  the  only  light, 
Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night ; 
Dayspring  from  on  high,  be  near; 
Days  tar,  in  my  heart  appear. 

Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn, 

Unaccompanied  by  thee ; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return. 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see ; 
Till  thou  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes  and  warm  my  heart. 

Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine. 
Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief; 

Fill  me,  radiancy  divine ; 
Scatter  all  my  unbelief; 

More  and  more  thyself  display. 

Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 

Wesley,  1740. 

11 80       ^*""^'jo^;%l"«.'"  ^'^'       7s,  61. 

Bread  of  heaven  I  on  Thee  I  feed, 

For  thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed ; 

Ever  may  my  soul  be  fed 

With  this  true  and  living  bread ; 

Day  by  day  with  strength  supplied, 

Through  the  life  of  Him  who  died. 

Vine  of  heaven  I     Thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice ; 
'Tis  thy  wounds  my  healing  give; 
To  thy  cross  I  look  and  live. 
Thou  my  Life  I     Oh,  let  me  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee. 

Jofliah  Conder,  18S4, 


78,  61. 


Worthy  is  the  Lamb. 


Ts, 


1  1  Q1  worthy 

llOl  Rev.  T.  13. 

Now  with  angels  round  the  throne. 
Cherubim  and  seraphim, 

And  the  church  which  still  is  one, 
Let  us  swell  the  solemn  hymn ; 

Glory  to  the  great  I  AM  I 

Glory  to  the  Victim-Lamb. 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  might, 
And  dominion  infinite. 
To  the  Father  of  our  Lord, 
To  the  Spirit  and  the  Word ; 
As  it  was  all  worlds  before, 
Is,  and  shall  be  evermore 


61. 


Josinh  Conder,  1894. 


385 


1132^1133       "9$^^  9iiTimv^h  i^  yiaah  of  Ikh  @t\»^ 


Rosefield. 

± 


7b.  <n. 


H.  A.  C.  Maltn,  1830. 


From    the  cross    up  -  lift  -    ed    high,  Where    the    Sayiour  deigns  to    die, 
What  me -lo-dious  sounds  we    hear,  Burst  -  in g    on     the    rayished  ear: 


Lj_^j  jij  .^ 


**  Love*  8   re-deem  -  ing    work    is    done,     Come  and  welcome,    sin  -  ner,  come/ 


1 1  OO  Peace  through  th«  blood  of  hia  eroM.  ^a    Al 

From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear  I 
*' Love's  redeeming  work  is  done; 
Come,  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

"Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne, 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan? 
On  my  pierced  body  laid, 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid ; 
Bow  the  knee,  embrace  the  Son; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

"Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored ; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed. 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

"Soon  your  pilgrimage  shall  end; 
Lo,  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend, 
Safe  my  people  to  convey 
To  the  realms  of  endless  day, — 
To  the  saints'  eternal  home ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come." 

Thomaa  Hawei$,  1792, 


1188 


Te  do  ihow  the  Lord*e  death. 
ICor.zi.  96. 


7s,  61. 


Rock  of  Ages.    p.  384. 


Many  centuries  have  fled 
Since  our  Saviour  broke  the  bread, 
And  this  sacred  feast  ordained. 
Ever  by  his  Church  retained ; 
Those  his  body  who  discern, 
Thus  shall  meet  till  his  return. 

Through  the  Church's  long  eclipse. 
When  from  priest  or  pastor's  lips 
Truth  divine  was  rarely  heard, — 
'Mid  the 'famine  of  the  word, 
Still  these  symbols  witness  gave 
To  His  love  who  died  to  save. 

All  who  bear  the  Saviour's  name, 
Here  their  common  faith  proclaim ; 
Though  diverse  in  ton^e  or  rite, 
Here,  one  body,  we  unite ; 
Breaking  thus  one  mystic  bread, 
Members  of  one  common  Head. 

Come,  the  blessed  emblems  share, 
Which  the  Saviour's  death  declare ; 
Come,  on  truth  immortal  feed ; 
For  his  flesh  is  meat  indeed : 
Saviour,  witness  with  the  sign. 
That  our  ransomed  souls  are  thine. 

JonailnOtMuier,  189& 


e 

380  Sabbath,    p.  364. 


Vipi  ^aif  0f  St%)i>^* 


1134-1137 


1  1  QA        "^^  nrarreetton  of  Judgment        h^   g1 

**  Come  to  judgment)  come  away," 
Hark,  I  hear  the  angel  say, 
Summoning  the  dust  to  rise ; 
^^  Haste,  resume,  and  lift  your  eyes; 
Hear,  ye  sons  of  Adam,  hear; 
Man,  before  thy  God  appear." 

Come  to  judgment,  come  away, 
This  the  last,  the  dreadful  day. 
Sovereign  Author,  Judge  of  all, 
Dust  obeys  thy  quickening  call; 
Dust  no  other  voice  will  heed ; 
Thine  the  trump  that  wakes  the  dead. 

Come  to  judgment,  come  away. 
Lingering  man,  no  longer  stay ; 
Thee,  let  earth  at  length  restore. 
Prisoner  in  her  womb  no  more ; 
Burst  the  barriers  of  the  tomb, 
Rise  to  meet  thy  instant  doom  t 

Come  to  judgment,,  come  away. 
Help,  O  Chnst,  thy  work's  decay; 
Man  is  out  of  order  hurled, 
Parceled  out  to  all  the  world ; 
Lord,  thy  broken  concert  raise, 
And  the  music  shall  be  praise. 

Q«Oige  Herbert,  US3-1632.    John  Wesley,  1788. 

1186        ^^'^^HJlIu?!?  ^'*"-        1^,  61. 

Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent ! 

Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdued ; 
See  his  body  mangled,  rent, 

Covered  with  his  flowing  blood ! 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  thou  done? 
Crucified  the  eternal  Son ! 

Yes,  our  sins  have  done  the  deed. 
Driven  the  nails  that  fixed  him  there, 

Crowned  with  thorns  his  sacred  head, 
Pierced  him  with  a  soldier's  spear; 

Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice ; 

For  a  sinful  world  he  dies. 

Shall  we  let  him  die  in  vain? 

Still  to  death  pursue  our  €k>d? 
Open  tear  his  wounds  again? 

Trample  on  his  precious  blood? 
No ;  with  all  our  sins  we  part ; 
Saviour,  ^ke  my  broken  heart. 

J(Jm  Kmger,  1840.    Tr.  Charles  WesUvt  1745. 


1 186     ^^"^^  rs.*f.r  ^'^*     "^8, 61. 

When  the  nations  toss  and  roar, 
Like  the  billows  on  the  shore. 
When  their  chains  the  people  break. 
Leaders  tremble,  monarchs  quake ; 
Midst  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
Christ,  our  hope  is  all  in  thee ! 

When  the  nations  are  at  peace, 
And  the  sounds  of  conflict  cease ; 
When  each  port  is  choked  with  wares, 
And  each  field  its  harvest  bears ; 
'Mid  the  world's  prosperity, 
Christ,  our  hope  is  all  in  thee  I 

While  the  ages,  one  by  one, 
Roll  beneath  the  rolling  sun : — 
While  the  powers  of  death  and  life, 
Wage  on  earth  a  weary  strife ; — 
Till  the  coming  dawn  we  see, 
Christ,  our  hope  is  all  in  thee. 

Unknown. 

1187    ^''"^ASi^^saf'*™"     ^8, 6L 

Look  not  on  the  wine-cup  bright, 
Flashing  in  its  purple  light, 
Lift  not  thou  the  goblet  high, 
With  the  sons  of  revelry ; 
Ruin  yet  that  draught  shall  bring, 
Deadly  as  the  adder's  sting. 

Who  hath  sorrow,  who  hath  woe? 
Who  despair's  dark  night  shall  know? 
Who,  like  those  on  ocean  tossed. 
Mourn  the  calm  forever  lost? 
Who,  midst  want  unpitied  pine? 
They  that  tarry  at  the  wine. 

Darkly  on  their  downward  way, 
Sets  their  sun  while  yet  'tis  day, 
Wasted  years,  a  gloomy  train. 
Time  that  warned,  but  warned  in  vain, 
Thus  denounce  their  fearful  doom — 
*' Haste  to  an  untimely  tomb!" 

Thou  who  once  in  Israel's  day, 
Mad'st  the  fiery  plague  to  stay, 
Thou,  who  on  the  raging  sea, 
Calm'dst  thy  wave,  0  Galilee ! 
Now  as  tJien  deliverance  bring. 
Those  in  wild  waves  perishing! 

Unknown,  c!r.  1840. 
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Xi.  bC. 


Lowell  ICmob,  UB40. 


1  Lord,  speak  to  me,  that    ImayBpeakIn    liv   -   ing     ech-oes    of      thy  tone: 


H  JUJ-^J4JJ^B 


As  thou  hast  sought  80  let  me  seek    Thy   err  -  ing    chil-dren,    lost    and    lone. 


^#-fFi^1iri-a 


Duke  Street. 


page  20. 


m 


HambuTflr. 


page  6. 


Sessions. 


page  2& 


L.  M. 


1  1  QO  None  of  na  lireth  to  himaelf. 

XjLOO  Bom-ziv.  7. 

2  Oh,  lead  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 
The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feet ; 

Oh,  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 
Thy  himgering  ones  with  manna  sweet. 

3  Oh,  strengthen  me,  that  while  I  stand 
Firm  on  the  Rock,  and  strong  in  Thee, 

I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand, 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

4  Oh,  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 
The  precious  things  Thou  dost  impart ; 

And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

5  Oh,  give  Thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 
That  I  may  speak  with  soothing  power 

A  word  in  season,  as  from  Thee, 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 


6  Oh,  fill  me  with  thy  fullness,  Lord, 
Until  my  very  heart  o'erflow 

In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word, 
Thy  love  to  tell,  thy  praise  to  show. 

7  Oh,  use  me,  Lord;  use  even  me. 
Just  as  thou  wilt,  and  when,  and  where ; 

Until  thy  blessed  face  I  see, 
Thy  rest,  thy  joy,  thy  glory  share. 

Fnmoes  Ridley  H«vergal,^1872. 
fB  hymn  77,  "  Soon  may  the  last. 


t  t  QO       Not  in  temples  made  with  Imnds.         t      vr 
ll09  AotsTii.48.  ^'  ^• 

Not  in  a  temple  made  with  hands, 
Dwells  the  Almighty  God  of  grace ; 

On  high  his  sanctuary  stands,  — 
There  augel  hosts  behold  his  face. 

No  more  on  Sinai's  burning  brow, 
No  more  upon  Moriah^s  height 

We  seek  that  flaming  symbol  now. 
Of  Him  who  dwells  unseen  in  light. 

Tho'  throned  above  the  highest  heaven. 
No  tongue  His  hidden  glory  tells. 

Yet  with  the  contrite  and  forgiven, 
In  lowliest  hearts  Jehovah  dwells. 

They  who  in  truth  and  spirit  pray 
The  Father  seeks  to  worship  him ; 

Oh,  may  we  thus  adore  to-day. 
Blameless,  accepted,  free  from  sin. 

Small  is  the  offering  that  we  bring. 
But  willing  hearts  we  give  to  thee. 

Oh,  while  thy  worthy  praise  we  sing, 
May  we  thy  living  temples  be. 

And  when  no  more  as  strangers  here 
We  meet  to  glorify  thy  grace. 

Oh,  may  we  in  thy  courts  appear. 
To  worship  Thee  and  see^hy  face. 

H.,  18U. 
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Wim  Yw^  ^  ®]^iimig]^tml  all  ip^rathn^*  ii  40-1143 


That  thCT  all  may  be  one. 


L*  Af« 


1  1  A£\  max  tney  a 

*  A^tV  John  xyii.'21. 

O  love  divine,  whose  deep  abyss 
Nor  man's  nor  angel's  heart  hath  known, 

What  wondrous  thought  of  thine  is  this, 
That  mortals  should  with  thee  be  one? 

O  love  divine,  whose  mighty  flood 
Rolls  on  throughout  eternal  time ! 

Shall  we  be  made  the  sons  of  God, 
In  name  and  nature  both  divine? 

Yea,  one  in  thee,  and  with  thee  one, 
Parta«kers  of  thy  life  and  love, 

We  who  thy  saving  grace  have  known, 
Shall  thine  eternal  goodness  prove. 

0  Lord  of  love,  we  seek  thy  side. 

To  thee  our  hearts  and  souls  we  give ; 
Ever  in  thee  may  we  abide. 
And  by  thy  life  forever  live. 

Then  we,  with  all  the  saints,  shall  know 
The  love  that  none  can  comprehend ; 

Its  heights  above,  its  depths  below, 
Its  breadth,  its  length  that  ne'er  shall  end. 

Drinking  from  that  unfailing  fount, 
Our  souls  shall  grace  on  grace  receive, 

Upward  on  eaglets  wings  shall  mount. 
And  in  undying  glory  live. 

H..  1863. 

1)^1    Look  npon  the  face  of  thine  anointed.      r     vr 
JLX^Cl  •^  Psalm  Izzziv.  9.  ^*  ^'• 

Before  thy  face,  with  lifted  hands, 
My  helplessness,  O  God,  I  plead ; 

Look  on  the  form  of  Him  who  stands 
With  thee,  for  me  to  intercede. 

The  marks  of  sin  are  on  his  brow, 
Yea,  in  his  hands,  and  feet,  and  side. 

Here  were  the  fountains  whence  did  flow 
For  all  my  guilt,  the  cleansing  tide. 

My  sins  helped  weave  the  thorny  crown, 
The  nails  were  driven  for  my  guilt ; 

On  me  his  eyes  were  looking  down 
When  freely  thus  his  blood  was  spilt. 

With  broken  heart  and  bowing  head. 
Fallen  upon  my  bended  knee, 

1  hear  the  words  ** forgive  him,"  said. 
And  now  I  know  he  meaneth  me.    • 

Hia  name  hath  led  me  to  thy  throne ; 

His  work  for  me  this  boldness  gives ; 
I  nothing  am,  I  gladly  own, 

I  live  redeemed  because  he  lives. 

James  Albert  Libby,  1876. 


L.  M. 


1  1  AjQt  Thy  yearaghall  have  no  end. 

God  of  the  swiftly  rolling  years, 
Who  with  thine  all-commanding  voice 

Makest  thro'out  these  radiant  spheres. 
The  days'  out-goings  to  rejoice. 

Source  of  all  life  and  light  divine; 

By  all  the  heavenly  hosts  adored; 
Thou  rul'st  the  changeful  flight  of  time. 

Our  Saviour,  Comforter,  and  Lord. 

Before  thy  great  and  gracious  throne. 
Lowly  we  bow  the  auppliant  knee ; 

Humbly  thy  power  and  glory  own, 
And  yield  ourselves  entire  to  thee : 

And  saved  by  thee,  with  all  the  host 
WTio,  high  in  heaven  thy  praises  sing, 

We,  through  thy  power,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
Exult  to  praise  our  God  and  King. 

Guide  thou  thy  flock,  O  Shepherd  King, 
Save  thou  thine  own  to  time's  last  hour ; 

If  good  or  ill  the  year  shall  bring, 
Uphold  us  by  thy  mighty  power. 

Come  and  possess  each  wavering  heart 
Thro'  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 

And  when  our  years  shall  all  depart, 
Bring  us  to  thine  eternal  fold. 

H.,  ab.  1870. 


The  Lord  is  my  rock. 
Psalm  ZTlU.  2. 


L.  M. 


1148 

O  God,  our  everlasting  Rock, 
Our  shelter  from  earth's  warring  storms, 

To  thee  we  fly  from  every  shock. 
For  shelter  in  thy  mighty  arms. 

Hope  of  the  weary  and  the  lost, 
To  thee  our  yearning  hearts  incline, 

When  by  earth's  stormy  billows  tossed, 
We  sail  along  the  tides  of  time. 

In  every  hour  with  peril  fraught, 
Grant  us,  great  God,  to  know  thee  near ; 

In  every  fight  with  Satan  fought, 
Do  thou  in  our  behalf  appear. 

And  when  we  count  our  conflicts  o'er. 
When  from  earth's  warring  strife  set  free, 

Oh  may  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 
And  rest  in  Paradise  with  thee. 

H.,1858. 
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V^$  V[0rh  tS  iiii$  ykwh  ^tdtort% 


Willows. 


L.  M. 


H.,li8BS. 


f^i  i  ^-il^J-^=^r+rW-^-r=l-j  J  i  I, 


1  Why,  on    the  bend-ing    wil-lows  hung,    Is-rael,  still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  string, 
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%4=i=i--^M 


Still  mute  remains  thy  '  sul-  len  tongue,  And  Zi-on's  song  de-clines    to    sing? 


gy^— F=^^ 


Welton. 


^S 


page  4. 


Hamborff. 


page  a 


^ 


Sooklnshaiii. 


pag«  8. 


1  t  ^^We  hanged  our  harps  upon  the  willows,    t     -kt 
*A**  Fsalmcxzzyii.8.  -»-•  ^' 

2  Awake  1  thy  sweetest  raptures  raise ; 
Let  harp  and  voice  unite  their  strains ; 

Thy  promised  King  his  sceptre  sways ; 
Jesus,  thine  own  Messiah,  reigns ! 

3  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require ; 
No  strangers  mock  thy  captive  chain ; 

But  friends  provoke  the  silent  lyre, 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 

4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hills  to  wrong, 
If  other  lands  thy  triumph  share ; 

A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  song; 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam ; 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood : 

In  every  clime  behold  a  home, 
In  every  temple  see  thy  God. 

James  Joyce,  1809. 

i  1  yig    How  beautifal  upon  the  mountains.       ▼     -kr 
1140  Isarili.7.  -L.   M. 

How  beautiful  their  feet  appear 
Who  on  the  mountain's  summit  cry, 

**Zion,  behold  your  King  is  near, 
He  comes  to  bring  salvation  nigh." 

Thy  watchmen  shall  lift  up  the  voice. 
In  strains  triumphant  they  shall  sing; 

Together  they  shall  then  rejoice, 
When  God  again  shall  Zion  bring. 


390 


1  f  AO  The  flower  fadeth.  t     itr 

The  morning  flow'rs  display  their  sweets, 
And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold. 

As  careless  of  the  noontide  heats. 
As  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

Nipt  by  the  winds'  untimely  blast. 
Parched  by  the  sun's  directer  ray, 

The  momentary  glories  waste. 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

So  blooms  the  human  face  divine. 
When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows ; 

Fairer  than  spring  the  colors  shine. 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 

Or,  worn  by  slowly  rolling  years. 
Or  broke  by  sickness  in  a  day, 

The  fading  glory  disappears. 
The  short-lived  beauties  die  away. 

Yet  these,  new  rising  from  the  tomb. 
With  lustre  brighter  far  shall  shine. 

Revive  with  ever-during  bloom, 
Safe  from  diseases  and  decline. 

Let  sickness  blast,  let  death  devour. 
If  heaven  must  recompense  our  pains ; 

Perish  the  grass  and  fade  the  flower, 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  remains. 

Samuel  Wesley,  Jr.,  irS5. 


!Q0t  as  Waa^  Wi^tA  T^nm  nn  ^fotm^  1147-1150 


1  1  i|fy  Perfect  through  sufferinss.  t     i.r 

X14/  Hebrews  ii.  10.  ^  ^» 

I  asked  the  Lord  that  I  might  grow 
In  faith,  and  love,  and  every  grace ; 
Might  more  of  his  salvation  know, 
And  seek  more  earnestly  his  face. 

'Twas  He  who  taught  me  thus  to  pray, 
And  He,  I  trust,  has  answered  prayer; 
But  it  has  been  in  such  a  way 
As  ahnost  drove  me  to  despair. 

I  hoped  that  in  some  favored  hour. 
At  once  He'd  answer  my  request ; 
And  by  his  love's  constraining  power. 
Subdue  my  sins,  and  give  me  rest. 

Instead  of  this.  He  made  me  feel 
The  hidden  evils  of  my  heart; 
And  let  the  angry  powers  of  hell 
Assault  my  soul  in  every  part. 

Yea  more,  with  his  own  hand  He  seemed 
Intent  to  aggravate  my  woe ; 
Crossed  all  the  fair  designs  I  schemed, 
Blasted  my  gourds,  and  laid  me  low. 

*  *  Lord,  why  is  this?"  I,  trembling,  cried ; 
'*Wilt  thou  pursue  thy  worm  to  death?" 
' '  'Tis  in  this  way, "  the  Lord  replied, 
'*I  answer  prayer  for  grace  and  faith. 

'*  These  inward  trials  I  employ,  ^^ 
From  self  and  pride  to  set  thee  free ; 
And  break  thy  schemes  of  earttUy  joy, 
That  thou  may'st  seek  thy  all  in  me." 

John  Newton,  1779. 
1  1  ^Q  Aflir  off  upon  the  sea.  t     ax 


Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep, 
I  lay  me  down  in  peace  to  sleep ; 
Secure  I  rest  upon  the  wave. 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  hast  power  to  save. 

I  know  thou  wilt  not  slight  my  call, 
For  thou  dost  mark  the  sparrow's  fall ; 
And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep, 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 

And  such  the  trust  that  still  were  mine. 
The'  stormy  winds  swept  o'er  the  brine. 
Or  thoagh  the  tempest's  fiery  breath 
Roused  me  from,  sleep  to  wreck  and  death. 

In  ocean  caves  still  safe  with  thee, 
The  germs  of  immortality ; 
And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my  sleep. 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep. 

Mrs.  WUlard.  1830. 


The  }07^^  minSaaa, 


1140        "'^^SiStS'"^         I*.  M. 

Trembling  before  thine  awful  throne, 
O  Lord !  in  dust  my  sins  I  own ; 
Justice  and  mercy  for  my  life 
Contend !  Oh,  smile  and  heal  the  strife. 

The  Saviour  smiles !  upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll ; 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found, 
Seraphic  transport  wings  the  sound. 

Earth  has  a  joy  unknown  in  heaven, — 
The  new-bom  peace  of  sin  forgiven ! 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight, 
Ye  angels,  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

Ye  saw  of  old,  on  chaos  rise 
The  beauteous  pillars  of  the  skies ; 
Ye  know  where  morn  exulting  springs. 
And  evening  folds  her  drooping  wings. 

Bright  heralds  of  the  Eternal  Will, 
Abroad  his  errands  ye  fulfill ; 
Or  throned  in  floods  of  beamy  day, 
Symphonious  in  his  presence  play. 

Loud  is  the  song — the  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  with  the  choral  strain — 
And  dying  echoes  :floating  far, 
Draw  music  from  each  chiming  star. 

But  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine, 
And  all  your  knowledge  shall  be  mine ; 
Ye  on  your  harps  must  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear. 

Auetutos  Lucaa  HUIhouse,  1822. 
tlRA  Afatherof  theiktherieis.  t     nr 


What  tho'  with  griefs  our  path  be  strewn. 
And  mournful  scenes  our  eyes  employ  ? 

What  tho'  in  tears  the  seed  is  sown? 
The  harvest  shall  be  brought  with  joy. 

In  grief  we  weep,  but  still  our  tears 
Are  light  by  beams  of  love  divine, 

And  brilliant  o'er  these  mournful  years 
Shall  hope's  fair  bow  with  glory  shine. 

Why  should  we  mourn,  when  from  the  sky 
Voices  proclaim  the  dead  are  blest? 

Why  should  we  weep  to  see  them  lie 
Serene  in  pulseless,  painless  rest? 

We  will  not  murmur  nor  complain, 
Tho'  o'er  our  loved  we  lay  the  sod ; 

But  upward  turn  our  eyes  to  Him, 
The  orphan's  sire,  the  widow's  God. 
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1161-1164 


llarrms*  ^  |fmmrakl$  in  jCL 


Paradise. 


L.  M. 


H.,18S4. 


1  There  is      a    landmine  eye  hath  seen,    In    visions      of     enraptured  thought, 


So  bright  that  all  which  spreads  between,  Is  with  it's     ra  -  diant    glo  -  iy  fraught. 


^^^E^^^ 


Booklngrhani. 


page  8.         Welton. 


page  4. 


Uzbridge. 


page  14. 
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1161 


Hav; 


inffthe  glory  of  Ood. 
Kev.  xxi.  11. 


L.  M. 


2  A  land  upon  whose  blissful  shore 
Til  ere  rests  no  shadow,  falls  no  stain ; 
There  those  who  meet  shall  part  no  more, 
And  those  long  parted  meet  again. 

8  Its  skies  are  not  like  earthly  skies, 
With  varying  hues  of  shade  and  light ; 

It  hath  no  need  of  suns  to  rise, 
To  dissipate  the  gloom  of  night. 

4  There  sweeps  no  desolating  wind 
Across  that  calm,  serene  abode ; 

The  wanderer  there  a  home  may  find, 
Within  the  Paradise  of  God. 

Gurdon  Robins,  Jr.,  eir.  1843. 


Ogive  thanks  unto  the  Lord. 
Pialm  cxxxvL  L 


L.   M. 


1162 

Praise  ye  the  Lord  I   let  heart  and  voice 
Unite  his  glories  to  proclaim ; 

Ye  sons  of  grace,  in  him  rejoice. 
And  tell  the  wonders  of  his  name. 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good, 
His  mercy  ever  doth  endure ; 

His  promises  unchanged  have  stood. 
Forever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


Praise  ye  the  Lord,  his  acts  declare, 
His  mercies  to  the  nations  tell ; 

He  makes  the  suffering  saints  bis  care, 
Our  Father  doeth  all  things  well. 

U.,  1882. 


1  1  EQ    And  JesnA  was  called  to  the  marriage,    y     -y. 
XIOO  John  U.  2.  ^  ^' 

Thou  who  at  Cana's  marriage  feast 
Didst  first  thy  wondrous  glory  show, 

Come,  and  be  with  us  as  a  guest. 
And  make  our  cup  of  joy  o'erflow. 

Lift  thou  our  thoughts  to  things  above, 
EartWs  water  turn  to  heavenly  wine ; 

Make  us  to  share  thy  grace  and  love, 
PreciOTS,  eternal,  and  divine. 

Come,  Lord,  and  bless  this  sacred  tie ; 

Make  strong  and  pure  the  bond  of  love ; 
And  while  we  live  and  till  we  die 

May  we  forever  faithful  prove. 

Keep  us,  and  lead  us  by  thy  hand ; 

Uphold  us  by  thy  mighty  arm, 
Till  in  thy  courts  we  joyful  stand. 

Called  to  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb. 

H.,  18SS. 


The  wind  bloweth  where  Itllsteth. 
John  111.  a 


L.  M. 


1164 

As  the  soft  wind,  unseen,  unfelt, 
O'er  the  wide  earth  is  gently  spread ; 

As  the  warm  breath  the  snow  doth  melt, 
And  wakes  all  nature  from  the  dead ; 

So  breathe  on  me,  O  Love  divine. 

And  cause  my  soul  from  death  to  spring ; 
So,  Holy  Spirit,  through  me  shine. 
And  cause  my  sorrowing  heart  to  sing 

H.,1883. 
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1156-1158 


1 166     ^P"''S?v?i5i*i!'*''^''*-       L.  M. 

There  is  a  pure  and  peaceful  wave, 
That  rolls  around  the  throne  of  love ; 

Whose  waters  gladden  as  they  lave 
The  bright  and  heavenly  shores  above. 

While  streams  which  on  that  tide  depend 
Steal  from  those  heav'nly  shores  away, 

And  on  this  desert  world  descend, 
Over  our  barren  land  to  stray. 

The  pilgrim,  faint,  and  ijear  to  sink 
Beneath  his  load  of  earthly  woe, 

Refreshed  beside  the  verdant  brink, 
Rejoices  in  the  gentle  flow. 

There,  O  my  soul,  do  thou  repose. 
And  hover  o'er  the  hallowed  spring ; 

To  drink  the  crystal  wave, — and  there 
To  lave  thy  wounded,  wearied  wing. 

It  may  be,  that  the  waft  of  love. 

Some  leaves  on  thatpure  tide  have  driven ; 

Which,  passing  from  the  shores  above. 
Have  floated  down  to  us  from  heav'n. 

So  shall  thy  wants  and  woes  be  healed 
By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  bring ; 

So  thy  parched  lips  shall  be  unsealed, 
Thy  Saviour's  worthy  name  to  sing. 

Wm.  BaU,  ab.  1825. 


Knit  together  in  love. 
Col.  ii.  8. 


L.  M. 
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Giver  of  peace  and  unity. 

Send  down  thy  mild,  pacific  Dove ; 
We  all  shall  then  in  one  agree, 

And  breathe  the  spirit  of  thy  love. 

Thou  only  canst  our  wills  control, 
Our  wild  unruly  passions  bind ; 

Tame  the  old  Adam  in  our  soul, 
And  make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind. 

Speak  but  the  reconciling  word. 
The  winds  shall  cease,  the  waves  subside, 

We  all  shall  praise  our  common  Lord, 
Our  Jesus,  and  him  crucified. 

Regard  thine  own  eternal  prayer, 
And  send  a  peaceful  answer  down ; 

To  us  thy  Father's  name  declare ; 
Unite  and  perfect  us  in  one. 

So  shall  the  world  believe  and  know, 
That  God  hath  sent  thee  from  above, 

When  thou  art  seen  in  us  below. 
And  every  soul  displays  thy  love. 

Wedey.  ab.  1742. 


1  1  RT  ^liy  ▼ill  ^  done  in  eartb.  t     xr 

not  ^      Matt. vL  10.  ^«  ■»>• 

O  Thou  who  for  our  fallen  race, 
Didst  lay  thy  crown  of  glory  by ; 

And  quit  thy  heavenly  dwelling  place, 
To  clothe  thee  in  mortality ; 

By  whom  our  vesture  of  decay. 
Its  frailty  and  its  pains  were  worn ; 

Who,  sinless,  of  our  sinful  clay 
The  burden  and  the  griefs  hast  borne ; 

Who,  stainless,  bore  our  guilty  doom ; 

Upon  the  cross  to  save  us  bled ; 
And  who,  triumphant  from  the  tomb, 

Captivity  hast  captive  led, — 

Oh,  teach  thy  ransomed  ones  to  know 
Thy  love,  who  died  to  set  them  free ; 

And  bid  their  torpid  spirits  glow 
With  love  which  centres  all  in  thee. 

And  come,  triumphant  Victim,  come, 
In  brightness  of  thy  holy  love, 

And  make  this  earth,  our  purchased  home, 
The  image  of  thy  courts  above. 

Dimly,  O  Lord,  our  feeble  eyes 
The  dawning  rays  of  glory  see ; 

But  brightly  shall  the  morning  rise. 
Which  bids  creation  bend  to  thee. 

Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness,  and  shed 
Thy  beams  of  searching  light  abroad  ; 

That  earth  may  know,  her  darkness  fled, 
Her  King  in  thee,  incarnate  God ! 

And  oh,  while  yet  thy  mercy  speaks, 
So  may  the  words  of  love  prevail. 

That  when  the  morn  of  jud^en  t  breaks, 
Many  may  thine  appearing  hail ! 

Flora  Hastings,  I8M 


Tliy  billows  are  eone  over  me. 
Psalm  xUL  7. 


I804-18!». 


L.  >r. 
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Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 
The  deeper  sorrows  of  our  Lord; 
Behold,  the  rising  billows  roll. 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  soul. 

Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  power  and  love 
Have  made  the  curse  a  blessing  prove ; 
Those  dreadful  sufferings  of  thy  Son 
Atoned  for  sins  that  we  had  done. 

Oh,  for  his  sake  our  guilt  forgive, 
And  let  the  mourning  sinner  live : 
The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name. 
Nor  shall  our  hope  be  turned  to  shame. 

Isaac  WatU,  ab.  1719. 
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0«orge  James  Webb,  1830l 
I  How  long,    O  Lord,    our  Sav-iour,    Wilt  thou  remain     a  -    way? 


& 


Our     hearts  are    grow  -  ing    wea  -  ry        Of  thy    so    long    de  -    lay ; 
The      sun-shine     of      thy    glo  -  ry      Shall  on    thy    peo  -  pie    dawn? 


ii|i  III  II  ii  I  III  III  I  I  ii~iii 

^        Oh,  when  shall  come    the  mo  -  ment  When  bright-er       far    than    mom 


^=Tti?^ 


^t    4  J 


^ 


D.S. 


1  1 KQI^*  unto  men  thai  wait  for  their  ^'d'Yg^QS. 

2  How  long,  O  gracious  Master, 
Wilt  thou  thy  household  leave? 

So  long  hast  thou  now  tarried, 

Few  thy  return  believe. 
Immersed  in  sloth  and  folly, 

Thy  servants,  Lord,  we  see ; 
And  few  of  us  stand  ready 

With  joy  to  welcome  thee. 

3  How  long,  O  heavenly  Bridegroom  I 
How  long  wilt  thou  delay? 

And  yet  how  few  are  grieving 
That  thou  dost  absent  stay  1 

The  very  Bride  her  portion 
And  calling  hath  forgot, 

And  seeks  for  ease  and  glory 
Where  thou,  her  Lord,  art  not. 


4  Oh,  wake  thy  slumb'ring  virgins  I 

Send  forth  the  solemn  cry, 
Let  all  thy  saints  repeat  it, 

**  The  Bridegroom  draweth  nigh !" 
May  all  our  lamps  be  burning, 

Our  loins  well  girded  be, 
£ach  longing  heart  preparing 

With  joy  thy  face  to  see. 

James  Oeoiige  Deck,  1837. 
Akanthos.   p.  ]S49* 


BoHoms  to  the  Son  of  Oavid. 
Matt  xxi.  9. 
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When  his  salvation  bringing, 

To  Zion  Jesus  came. 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name ; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him, 

But  as  he  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 

And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  to  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 

On  Zion^s  heavenly  hill, 
We'll  flock  around  his  banner. 

We'll  bow  before  his  throne, 
And  cry  aloud,  ^^  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Bon." 


7s  &  68. 


For  should  we  fail  procluming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise. 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

^Would  their  hoeannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 

John  King,  1<»X 
39^  M iMionary  Hymn.    p.  840. 


Wip  (gimrat;  ixf  i^n  ^a^  of  @0&. 
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iiei        ^*^?h!^vr/r-      78&68. 

Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss : 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  he  shall  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

Stand  up  I  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  his  glorious  day ; 
*' Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger. 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

Stand  upl  stand  up  for  Jesus  I 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own ; 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor. 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

Stand  up  I  stand  up  for  Jesus  I 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song ; 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally ! 

Qeoi^e  Duffleld.  ub.  18S8. 
1 162  ^""^Tp^I  ?S.^^«"«-  78  &  68. 

The  clouds  at  length  are  breaking; 

The  dawn  will  soon  appear; 
And  signs  there's  no  mistaking, 

Proclaim  Messiah  near. 
Awake,  awake  from  sleeping. 

Attend  the  solemn  cry. 
Ye. saints,  refrain  from  weeping, 

Your  Great  Deliverer's  nigh. 

The  morning  light  is  beaming ; 

The  day-star  shines  on  high ; 
Christ's  heralds  are  proclaiming 

His  coming  in  the  sky ; 


And  earth's  eventful  story 
A  few  short  months  will  tell; 

The  righteous  rise  to  glory. 
The  wicked  sijjk  to  hell. 

Ye  mortals  take  the  warning. 

Ten  thousand  calls  invite ; 
Should  you  neglect  the  morning, 

Then  comes  the  doleful  night. 
Now  mercy's  hand  extended. 

The  vilest  wretch  would  save ; 
But,  oh !  if  this  be  ended. 

You're  lost  beyond  the  grave. 

Great  Author  of  compassion. 

Redeemer,  Saviour,  friend. 
Oh !  send  to  every  nation 

The  knowledge  of  its  end ; 
Fly !  fly  on  wings  of  morning. 

Ye  who  the  truth  can  tell, 
And  sound  the  awful  warning, 

To  rescue  souls  from  hell. 

John  Cox,  ab.  cir.  1840P 
1168      I^t'»o*yoj5^^e«tsbet«,ubled.     7g  &  Qg. 

Let  not  your  hearts  be  troubled. 

Since  ye  in  God  believe ; 
My  faithful  word  of  promise 

With  confidence  receive: 
Within  my  Father's  palace, 

Are  many  mansions  fair; — 
A  place  for  my  disciples 

I'm  going  to  prepare. 

Let  not  your  hearts  be  troubled, 

Nor  shrink  in  grief  and  pain; 
So  surely  as  I  leave  you, 

I  will  return  again 
And  to  myself  receive  you. 

That  ye  may  ever  be 
With  me  in  joy  and  glory. 

And  immortality. 

H.,1861. 

1 1 64  ^""cS.r2.^ ^**"*        7s  &  6s. 

Now  may  the  grace  of  Jesus, 

Our  Saviour,  Life,  and  Lord, 
The  love  of  God  the  Father, 

In  each  heart  shed  abroad ; 
The  Spirit's  blest  communion, 

Be  with  us  and  abide ; 
Till  Christ  shall  come  from  heaven. 

To  claim  his  ransomed  Bride. 

Unknown,  clr.  1850. 
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Morning  Glow. 


78&0». 


H.,1885. 
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^^  i  II  i  I  j  ~i~rjinii7ii 

is      dawning,    The    gate    of      glo  -  ry    stands  1 

he  Cono'ror.Throne'dbv    his      an  -  eel  bands:! 
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f  Tlie    day      of     life 

\  Wide    o  -  pen    for     the  Conq'ror,  Throng'd  by    his      an  -  gel 


ilj   J   i   jU-J 


The    east- em    skies  are     ra  -  diant    With    morning's      crixn-son     light. 
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As    Christ  comes  forth    tri  -    um-phant,  The    Lord    of      life    and    light. 


^ 


^^ 


rfTT^nf 


He  is  not  here;  for  he  is  risen. 
Matt,  xzviii.  6. 


7s  &  68. 
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The  day  of  life  is  dawning, 

The  gate  of  glory  stands 
Wide  open  for  the  Conqueror, 

Thronged  by  his  angel  bands ; 
The  eastern  skies  are  radiant 

With  morning's  crimson  light, 
As  Christ  comes  forth  triumphant, 

The  Lord  of  life  and  light. 

His  pain  our  peace  bath  i)urchased, 

His  death  our  endless  life ; 
He  won  for  us  the  victory, 

He  conquered  in  the  strife : 
And  he  shall  bring  his  ransomed 

With  him  to  rise  and  shine, 
When  he  makes  up  his  jewels, 

In  light  and  joy  divine. 

Why,  then,  O  heart,  be  troubled? 

Why,  mourner,  be  cast  down? 
To  thee  a  cross  is  given, 

But  for  thee  waits  a  crown. 
Thy  joy  is  born  of  sorrow, 

Thy  rest  comes  after  strife ; 
And  he  that  overcometh 

Shall  gain  eternal  life. 

A.  O.  R.,  Daily  Hymns,  1867.    Arr.  H.,  1885, 
Copyright,  U.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 
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The  days  and  years  are  passing. 

The  time  is  drawing  near 
When  in  the  clouds  of  heaven 

The  Saviour  shall  appear ; 
When  earth  shall  know  her  Maker, 

And,  freed  from  Satan's  thrall, 
Again  with  heaven  united, 

Shall  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Roll  on,  then,  years  of  sorrow, 

Roll  in,  thou  day  of  peace. 
We  hail  that  glad  to-morrow 

When  sins  and  pains  shall  cease ; 
When  love,  serenely  burning, 

Shall  ever  purely  glow ; 
And  Christ  to  earth  returning. 

Shall  rule  all  things  below. 

How  longs  my  weary  spirit 

To  hail  that  happy  day. 
When  sorrow,  tears,  and  sighing, 

Forever  flee  away ; 
When  ransomed  hosts,  returning, 

With  songs  to  Zion  come. 
And  cease  from  all  their  mourning, 

And  rest  with  Christ  at  home. 

H.,  ab.  1872. 
3  90    Missionary  BTynm.    p.  249. 


^^ 
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IIAIV    Behold,  the  Bridegroom  Cometh !    h„  .    /i_ 
XXUf  Mattzzy.6.  /S&OS. 

Rejoice,  all  ye  believers, 

And  let  your  lights  appear ; 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

And  darker  night  is  near : 
The  Bridegroom  is  arising, 

And  soon  He  draweth  nigh : 
Up,  up,  and  watch  and  wrestle ; 

At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 

See  that  your  lamps  are  burning; 

Replenish  them  with  oil, 
And  wait  for  your  salvation, — 

The  end  of  earthly  toil. 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near ; 
Go  meet  him,  as  he  cometh, 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 

Ye  wise  and  holy  virgins, 

Now  raise  your  voices  higher. 
Till,  in  the  songs  of  glory, 

They  meet  the  angel  choir. 
The  marriage  feast  is  waiting, 

The  dooi*s  wide  open  stand; 
Be  ready,  then,  to  meet  him ; 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand. 
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SECOND  PART. 


Ye  saints,  who  here  in  patience 

Your  cross  and  sufferings  bore, 
Shall  live  and  reign  forever. 

When  sorrow  is  no  more. 
Around  the  throne  of  glory. 

The  Lamb  ye  shall  behold; 
In  triumph  cast  before  him 

Your  diadems  of  gold  I 

There,  there  are  palms  of  victory ; 

There  radiant  garments  are ; 
There  stands  the  peaceful  harvest 

Beyond  the  reach  of  war; 
There  after  stormy  winter 

The  flowers  of  earth  arise. 
And  from  the  grave's  long  slumber, 

Shall  meet  again  our  eyes. 

Our  Hope  and  Expectation, 

O  Jesus  I  now  appear ; 
Arise,  thou  Sun,  so  longed  for, 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere  1 

Webb.    p.  S304. 


With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

That  brings  us  unto  thee ! 

Laurentius  I«urenti«  b.  iflSO.    TY.  Jcme  Bortkwiek,  1853 . 


God  be  merciful  unto  us. 
FsolmlxviLl. 


7s&6s. 
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O  God  I  to  us  show  mercy. 

And  bless  us  in  thy  grace ; 
Cause  thou  to  shine  upon  us 

The  brightness  of  thy  face : 
That  so  throughout  all  nations 

Thy  way  may  be  well  known, 
And  unto  every  people 

Thy  saving  health  be  shown. 

O  God  I  let  people  praise  thee. 

Let  all  the  people  praise ; 
Oh,  let  the  nations  joyful 

Their  songs  of  gladness  raise : 
For  thou  shalt  judge  the  people 

In  truth  and  righteousness ; 
And  on  the  earth  all  nations 

Shall  thy  just  rule  confess. 

O  God !  let  people  praise  thee ; 

Thy  praises  let  them  sing; 
And  then  in  rich  abundance 

The  earth  her  fruit  shall  bring: 
The  Lord  our  God  shall  bless  us, 

God  shall  his  blessing  send ; 
And  people  all  shall  fear  him 

To  earth's  remotest  end. 

Unknown. 


My  Ui|4it  and  my  aalvatlon. 


7s  &  6s. 
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God  is  my  strong  salvation ; 

What  foe  have  I  to  fear? 
In  darkness  and  temptation. 

My  Light,  my  Help  is  near: 
Though  hosts  encamp  around  me, 

Firm  in  the  fight  I  stand ; 
What  terror  can  confound  me. 

With  God  at  my  right  hand  I 

Place  on  the  Lord  reliance; 

My  soul,  with  courage  wait ; 
His  truth  be  thine  affiance, 

When  faint  and  desolate : 
His  might  thine  heart  shall  strengthen, 

His  love  thy  joy  increase ; 
Mercy  thy  day  shall  lengthen ; 
I      The  Lord  will  give  thee  peace  I 

I  James  Montgomery,  182S2. 
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Advent. 


6B&48. 


Hark !  'tis   the  tramp  of  God,  Sounds  thro'  the  realms  abroad,  Time    is     no  more ! 


Horrors  invest  the  skies, Graves  burst,Md  myriads  rise.Naturein  agonies  Yields  spher  store> 
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Hark  I  'tis  the  tramp  of  God, 
Sounds  through  the  realms  abroad, 

Time  is  no  more ! 
Horrors  invest  the  skies, 
Graves  burst,  and  myriads  rise, 
Nature  in  agonies 

Yields  up  her  store. 

Quick  reels  the  bursting  earth, 
Rocked  by  a  storm  of  wrath, 

Hurled  from  her  sphere ; 
Heart-rending  thunders  roll, 
Demons  tormented  howl ; 
Great  God,  support  my  soul. 

Yielding  to  fear. 

O  my  Redeemer,  come, 

And  through  this  fearful  gloom 

Brighten  thy  way; 
How  would  our  souls  arise. 
Soar  through  the  flaming  skies. 
Join  the  solemnities 

Of  the  Great  Day. 

See !  see  I  the  incarnate  God 
Swiftly  emits  abroad 

Glories  benign! 
Lo,  lo,  he  comes, — ^he'shere! 
Angels  and  saints  appear ; 
Fled  is  my  every  fear, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
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SBGONB   PABT.  6S<fc4s. 


Copyriffht,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 


High  on  a  flaming  throne, 
Rides  the  eternal  Son, 

Sovereign  august. 
Worlds  from  his  presence  fly, 
Shrink  at  his  majesty ; 
Stars  dashed  along  the  sky. 

Awfully  burst. 

Thousands  of  thousands  wait 
Round  the  great  judgment  seat. 

Glorified  there; 
Prostrate  the  elders  fall, 
Winged  is  my  raptured  soul. 
Nigh  to  the  Judge  of  all, 

Lo,  I  draw  near ! 

O  my  approving  God, 
Washed  in  thy  precious  blood, 

Bold  I  advance ; 
Fearless  I'll  range  along, 
Join  the  triumphant  throng, 
Shout  an  ecstatic  song 

Through  the  expanse. 

Ceaseless  my  soul  shall  cry 
Through  all  eternity, 

Praise  ye  the  Lamb  I 
'Twas  by  his  sovereign  grace 
That  we  beheld  his  fiice ; 
All  ye  angelic  race. 

Praise  him,  Amen. 

Richard  Kempenlfelt,  ab.  1777. 
39g    America,    p.  400. 
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Italian  Hymn. 


68&48. 


F.  GiiurdiDi,  1760. 


Cone,  tka  almighty  Kingjelp  ns  thy  name  to  siBg,Help  lu  to  pniso;  Father  all-glorioin, 

O'er  all  netorioDs,Gome,  aid  reign  orer  naJLimit  of  dayi! 


1  1  lyO     Sine  aloud  unto  God  ourttrength.  (Ka  Mr  ±q 
ll/O  "  Pgalm  Ixxxi.  i.       .  OS  & -tS. 

Come,  thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ; 
Father  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days  I 

Come,  thou  incarnate  Word  I 
Gird  on  ttiy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  prayer  attend : 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless, 
And  give  thy  word  success ; 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 

On  us  descend. 

Come,  holy  Comforter  I 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour: 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power. 

To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence,  evermore! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 

Chaa.  WcBley,  1757. 
Surely,  I  come  quiekly. 


1 174         ^"" Vr'Sii.lS*"^-        6s  &  4s. 
Thus  saith  the  church's  Head, 
The  Judge  of  quick  and  dead ; 

Quickly  I  come ! 
Let  my  redeemed  pray, 
*'0  Lord,  make  no  delay;" 
Thus  all  my  saints  shall  say^ 
^^Lord,  quickly  come.' 


Let  them  with  one  accord. 
Shout  their  returning  Lord ; 

Welcome  him  near : 
Soon  shall  he  come  again, 
Soon  shall  we  with  him  reign, 
Soon  shall  his  foes  be  slain. 

Soon  he'll  appear. 

Earthquakes  and  storms  attend. 
Rocks,  hills,  and  mountains  rend ; 

Who  shall  abide? 
Heavens  melt  and  thunders  roar. 
Seas  swell  and  rend  the  shore ; 
Hope  sinks  to  rise  no  more ; 

Rocks  cannot  hide. 

See  how  the  lightnings  blaze ; 
Jesus  his  wrath  displays ; 

Vengeance  appears: 
Lift  up  your  heads  on  high, 
You  suffering  company. 
Now  your  redemption's  nigh ; 

Banish  your  fears. 

Jesus  who  died  for  sins, 
Now  in  his  glory  reigns. 

Claiming  his  own: 
*» Father,  I  will,"  saith  he, 
'*  These  thou  hast  given  me. 
Should  all  my  glory  see ; 

Sharing  my  throne." 

Let  the  redeemed  throng 

Make  sovereign  grace  their  song ; 

While  they  adore 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Who  died  and  rose  again. 
Who  comes,  on  earth  to  reign 

For  evermore. 

J.  Barnard. 

399    Olivet,   p.  409. 


1175-1176 
America. 


6S&48.  John  Bull?    Henry  Carey,  KI83-1743. 


My  country,  'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er  -ty,    Of  thee  I  sing :  Land  where  my 


fathers  died,  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride,From  every  moimtain  side,  Let  freedom  ring. 
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My  country !  'tis  of  thee, 
Bweet  land  of  liberty — 

Of  thee  I  sing: 
Land  where  my  fathers  died ; 
Land  of  the  pilgrims*  pride ; 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring. 

My  native  country !  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble  free — 

Thy  name  I  love : 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills, 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 

Like  that  above. 

Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song: 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake. 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 

Our  fathers'  God !  to  thee — 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright. 
With  freedom's  holy  light 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King ! 

Samuel  Fnmcia  Smith,  1882. 
01iv«t.    p.  40)8.  400 


Awake^Hey^and  harp.  gg  ^  4g^ 

Let  us  awake  our  joys; 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice ; 

Each  creature,  sing: 
Angels,  begin  the  song; 
Mortals,  the  strain  prolong 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 

**  Jesus  is  King!" 

Proclaim  abroad  his  name ; 
Tell  of  his  matchless  fame ; 

What  wonders  done ; 
Above,  beneath,  around, 
Let  all  the  earth  resound. 
Till  heaven's  high  arch  rebound, 

** Victory  is  won!" 

He  vanquished  sin  and  hell, 
And  our  last  foe  will  quell : 

Mourners,  rejoice; 
His  dying  love  adore ; 
Praise  him,  now  raised  in  power ; 
Praise  him  forever  more 

With  joyful  voice. 

All  hail  the  glorious  day, 

When,  through  the  heavenly  way, 

Lo,  he  shall  come,. 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail  I 
His  promise  shall  not  fail ; 
Saints,  see  your  King  prevail ; 

Great  Saviour,  come! 

*  Wmiam  Kingsbury,  1806. 

Italian  Hymn.    p.  399. 
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•f  •%  Pyiy       He  shall  bless  thee  in  the  land.      Ac  A-  Ac 
11/7  Deut,  xxviii.  a.  08  &  4•J^. 

God  bless  our  native  land ! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand 

Through  storm  and  night ; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave, 
Do  thou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  might. 

For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God  above  the  skies ; 

On  him  we  wait : 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State ! 

C.  T.  Brooks,  b.  1813.    John  Sullivan  Dwijjht,  1844. 

I  1 P7Q    The  Lord  . .  forsaketh  not  his  saints. fig  ».  Am 

I I  / O  Psalm  xxxvii.  28.  "^  *  ^^' 

Now  I  have  found  a  Friend 
Whose  love  shall  never  end ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  human  friendships  cease. 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Though  I  grow  poor  and  old. 
He  will  my  faith  uphold ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply ; 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh, 
Naught  can  my  hope  destroy ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

When  earth  shall  pass  away, 
In  the  great  judgment  day, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Oh,  what  a  glorious  thing 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harps  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Father  I  thy  name  I  bless ; 
Thine  was  the  sovereign  grace ; 

Praise  shall  be  thine. 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 
Sealing  the  Father's  grace, 
Thou  mad'st  my  soul  embrace 

Jesus  as  mine. 

Henry  Joy  McC.  Hope,  1852. 


Let  there  be  light 
Gen.  i.  3. 


6S  &  48. 
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Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight ; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray. 
And  where  the  gospel  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 
**Let  there  be  light." 


Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  thy  redeeming  wing. 

Healing  and  sight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind ; 
Oh  now,  to  all  mankind, 

^'Let  there  be  light." 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  thy  flight ; 
Move  o'er  the  water's  face 
By  thine  almighty  grace ; 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place. 
Let  there  be  light." 

John  Marriott,  ab.  1813. 


(( 


Thou  art  worthy. 
Rev.  V.  9. 


6s&4s. 
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Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad 

Spread  Jesus'  fame : 
Tell  what  his  love  hath  done ; 
Trust  in  his  name  alone ; 
Shout  to  his  lofty  throne, 

' '  Worthy  the  Lamb ! " 

Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears ; 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears ; 

Swell  the  glad  theme ; 
To  Christ  our  gracious  King 
Strike  each  melodious  string,    * 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

'  *  Worthy  the   Lamb. " 

Hark !  how  the  choirs  above. 
Filled  with  the  Saviour's  love. 

Dwell  on  his  name ! 
There,  too,  may  we  be  found, 
With  light  and  glory  crowned, 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 


**Worthy  the  Lamb.'' 


401 


James  Boden,  1801 


1181-1183 
Olivet. 


Lowell  Mmou,  1880. 


1  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary,    Saviour  divine ;  Now  hear  me 


while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  guilt  away,    Oh,  let  me  from  this  day  Be  wholly  Thine. 


1  1  Q1     The  lore  of  Christ  conttraineth  us.  a^  ^  A  a 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  Guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

Bay  Palmer,  ab.  1830. 


1182        ^-"i&.f  «'•''• 

Glory  to  God  on  high. 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky ; 

Praise  ye  his  name ! 
Aogels  his  name  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore. 
And  saints  cry  evermore. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  1 

All  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name ! 
We  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  our  peace  with  God, 
Spread  his  dear  fame  abroad, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 


6s  &  4s. 


To  Him  our  hearts  we  raise, 
None  else  shall  hbve  our  praise ; 

Praise  ye  his  name  I 
Him,  our  exalted  Lord, 
By  us  below  adored, 
We  praise  with  one  accord, 

Worthy  the  Lamb! 


1188 


SECOND  PABT.  6b&4s, 


402 


Join  all  the  human  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless ; 

Praise  ye  his  name  I 
In  him  we  will  rejoice. 
Making  a  cheerful  noise. 
And  say  with  heart  and  voice, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 

Though  we  must  change  our  place. 
Our  souls  shall  never  cease 

Praising  his  name. 
To  him  we'll  tribute  bring. 
Laud  him  our  gracious  King, 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 

Then  let  the  hosts  above, 
In  realms  of  endless  love, 

Praise  His  dear  name; 
To  him  ascribed  be 
Honor  and  majesty ; 
Through  all  eternity; 

Worthy  the  Lamb  1 

Jamei  Allen,  1781. 


Hq  y$nt$  %  §m  %rAtx  "fm. 
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Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad, 
Bear  ye  the  word  of  God 

Through  the  wide  world ; 
Tell  what  our  Lord  has  done, 
Tell  how  the  day  is  won, 
And  from  his  lofty  throne 

Satan  is  hurled. 

Speed  on  the  wings  of  love ! 
Jesus,  who  reigns  above, 

Bids  us  to  fly ; 
They  who  His  message  bear 
Should  neither  doubt  nor  fear, 
He  will  their  Friend  appear ; 

He  will  be  nigh. 

Ye  who,  forsaking  all 

At  your  loved  Master's  call. 

Comforts  resign ; 
Soon  will  your  work  be  done, 
Soon  will  the  prize  be  won, 
Brighter  than  yonder  sun 

Then  shall  ye  shine. 

Thomu  Kelly,  ab.  1815. 


He  flnt  loved  us. 
1  John  iv.  19. 


6s  &  4s. 
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Thou  blessed  Son  of  God, 
Hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
Oh,  how  great  is  thy  love. 
All  other  loves  above. 
Love  that  I  daily  prove, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  I 

When  unto  thee  I  flee. 
Thou  wilt  my  refuge  be, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  I 
What  need  I  now  to  fear? 
What  earthly  grief  or  care, 
Since  thou  art  ever  near? 

Jesus,  my  Lord  I 

Soon  thou  wilt  come  again  I 
1  shall  be  happy  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Then  thine  own  face  I'll  see, 
Then  1  shall  like  thee  be. 
Then  evermore  with  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 

Jamea  Q«onte  Deck«  ab.  1837. 
Amerioa.    p.  400. 


1186 


Peace  I  leave  with  yoo. 
John  ziv.  27. 


6s&4s. 


Peace,  peace,  I  leave  with  you, 
My  peace  I  give  to  you. 

Trust  to  my  care ! 
Thus  the  Redeemer  said. 
And  bowed  his  sacred  head, 
Lone  in  the  garden  shade, 

Wrestling  in  prayer. 

Peace,  peace,  I  leave  with  you, 
My  peace  I  give  to  you, 

Perfect  and  pure ; 
Not  as  the  world  doth  give, 
Words  that  the  soul  deceive ; 
Ye  who  in  me  believe 

Shall  rest  secure. 

Peace,  peace,  I  leave  with  you. 
My  peace  I  give  to  you, 

Though  foes  invade ; 
All  power  is  given  to  me, 
I  will  your  refuge  be, 
Now  and  eternally. 

Be  not  dismayed  I 

Thomaa  Hastings,  1784-1872. 

1187     o®*' the  gj'^-Jhjjripe  fr«if  •  68  A  48. 

The  God  of  harvest  praise ; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice ; 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing; 
Forests  and  mountains  ring; 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring ; 

The  streams  rejoice. 

The  few  seeds  scattered  wide. 
His  name  hath  multiplied ; 

Here  thou  may^st  find 
Christ^s  miracle  renewed; 
With  self-producing  food. 
He  feeds  a  multituoe ; 

He  feeds  mankind. 

The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise 

With  sweet  accord; 
From  field  to  gamer  throng, 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along, 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 

James  Montgoniery,  ab.  1810. 
403  Italian  Hymn.    p.  309. 
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Shining  Shore. 


8s  &  7s.    Iambic. 


George  F.  Bioot,  1856 

y    2 'Fine.  \ 


/My  days  axe    glid-ing    swiftly  by,  And  I,    a    pilgrim  stranger, Would  ) 

\         not     de- tain  them  as  they  fly,Tho8e  hours  of  toil  and danger.) 


just    be-fore,  the  shining  shore  We  may  almost  dis 


cov-er. 


S4=|»   I"  llp:irp~Tl 


Chorus. 


B.C. 


For    oh !  we  stand  on     Jordan's  strand,  And  soon  we'll  all  pass    o  -  ver,  And 


^^^^^  f  lg  " 


m 


1  1QQ  Thott  art  to  pass  over  Jordan.     Q^  ^  h^ 

My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, 

Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger ; 

CHORUS. 

For  oh !  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 
And  soon  we'll  all  pass  over, 

And  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear, 
Our  distant  home  discerning; 

Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 
Let  every  lamp  be  burning; 

Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark. 
We  need  not  cease  our  singing ; 

Tliat  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest. 
Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 
Each  chord  on  earth  to  sever, 

Our  King  says  Come,  and  there's  our  home. 
Forever,  oh,  forever! 

David  mUon^\9QS. 


1189  ^l2'xS?flf«-        8s 

Awake,  awake,  ye  sons  of  joy. 
Break  forth  in  music  swelling ; 

Let  your  glad  voices  find  employ, 
The  Saviour's  praises  telling : 


Awake,  awake,  uplift  the  song, 
That  tells  the  Saviour's  glory ; 

Let  myriad  tongues  the  strain  prolong, 
And  chant  redemption's  story. 

Weeping  may  for  a  night  endure, 

Joy  Cometh  in  the  morning ; 
The  night  is  short,  the  morn  is  sure, 

Behold,  the  day  is  dawning  I 
Too  long  in  darkness  and  in  fears, 

Complaining  and  repining. 
Your  souls  have  spent  the  night  of  tears, 

But  now  the  skies  are  shining! 

Lo,  beauteous  feet  the  mountains  climb. 

And  shout  the  joyous  warning. 
While  breaks  along  the  hills  of  time 

The  splendor  of  the  morning. 
The  watchman  saith,  The  morning  comes ! 

The  night  of  sorrow  flieth ; 
Life's  light  is  flashing  in  the  tombs, 

Lo,  death,  the  monster,  dieth. 


Awake,  awake,  no  longer  weep, 
No  longer  sigh  in  sadness ; 

Let  your  exulting  spirits  leap 
^  f^g        In  songs  of  thankful  gladness : 

Ye  who  in  dust  have  dwelt  so  long, 
Awake,  ye  blest  immortals ; 

Return  to  Zion,  and  with  song. 
Pass  through  her  pearly  portals. 

U.,188a 

404      Wilderness,    p.  410. 
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Until  the  day  dawn. 
2  Peter  1.19. 


8s  A  7s. 
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The  night  is  wearing  fast  away, 

The  day  of  glory's  dawning, 
When  Christ  shall  all  his  grace  display ; 

The  fair  Millennial  morning. 
Gloomy  and  dark  the  night  has  been. 

And  long  the  way  and  dreary ; 
And  sad  the  weeping  saints  are  seen. 

And  faint,  and  worn,  and  weary. 

Ye  mourning  pilgrims,  cease  your  tears, 

And  hush  each  sigh  of  sorrow ; 
The  light  of  that  bright  morn  appears. 

The  long  sabbatic  morrow. 
Lift  up  your  heads — behold  from  far, 

A  flood  of  splendor  streaming ! 
It  is  the  bright  and  Morning  Star, 

In  living  lustre  beaming. 

And  see  that  star-like  host  around 

Of  angel  bands  attending; 
Hark !  hark !  the  trumpet's  glad'ning  sound, 

'Mid  shouts  triumphant  blending. 
He  comes !  the  Bridegroom  promised  long, 

Go  forth  with  joy  to  meet  him ; 
And  raise  the  new  and  nuptial  song, 

In  cheerful  strains  to  greet  him. 

Adorn  thyself,  the  feast  prepare, 

While  bridal  strains  are  swelling ; 
He  comes,  with  thee  all  joys  to  share. 

And  make  this  earth  his  dwelling. 
Lift  up  your  heads — ^behold  from  far 

A  flood  of  splendor  streaming  1 
It  is  the  bright  and  Morning  Star, 

In  living  lustre  beaming! 

Hoare,  cir.  1840? 


For  yet  a  little  while. 
Heb.  z.  37. 


8s  &  7s. 
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And  is  it  so?    A  little  while, 

And  then  the  life  undying; 
The  light  of  God's  unclouded  smile. 

The  singing  for  the  sighing ! 
A  little  while  I     Oh,  glorious  word ! 

Sweet  solace  to  our  sorrow. 
And  then  forever  *'with  the  Lord," 

The  everlasting  morrow. 

Then  be  it  ours  to  journey  on 
In  paths  that  He  decrees  us. 

Where  his  own  feet  before  have  gone, — 
Our  Strength,  our  Hope,  our  Jesus ; 

O  sinner  Come.    p.  409* 


In  lowly  fellowship  with  Him 
The  cross  appointed  bearing ; 

For  oh,  a  crown  no  ffrief  can  dim 
One  day  we  shall  be  wearing. 

A  little  while!  and  He  shall  come— 

Light  of  our  eyes,  our  longing — 
His  own  voice  bid  us  welcome  home ; 

And  we,  his  people,  thronging. 
Shall  rest  our  hearts  in  his  embrace. 

Dear  Refuge— ours  forever! — 
Look  upward  to  his  blessed  face, 

And  fear  its  hiding  never  I 

Oil,  'twill  be  passing  sweet  to  gaze 

On  Him  in  all  his  glory, 
And,  lost  in  love  and  glad  amaze, 

To  shout  redemption's  story; 
Till  angels  bend  to  catch  the  strain 

Onr  human  lips  are  swelling. 
And  ** Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain," 

Resounds  thro'  heaven's  high  dwelling. 

Unknown,  cif.  I860. 
1  1  QO        Turn,  O  backsliding  children.     Ra  A;  7s 

Poor  weary  wanderer,  far  from  peace. 

When  wilt  thou  cease  thy  straying? 
Oh  come,  and  from  thy  wand'rings  cease, 

Thy  Saviour's  voice  obeying, 
He  will  be  nigh,  your  steadfast  friend. 

From  youth  till  hairs  are  hoary ; 
Will  guide  you  safely  to  the  end, 

And  bring  you  home  to  glory. 

Ah  I  there  are  crowns  for  you  and  me, 
And  shall  we  fail  to  wear  them? 

And  there  are  palms  of  victory, 

,     Oh  shall  we  never  bear  them? 

Ah,  there  are  songs  that  we  may  hear. 
Shall  we  not  join  the  singing? 

And  harps  of  endless  joy  are  there, 
Oh  shall  not  ours  be  ringing? 

Why  shrink  before  a  frowning  world. 

Why  fear  their  vain  deriding. 
When  they  to  ruin's  depths  are  hurled, 

Our  peace  shall  be  abiding. 
Ah,  then,  for  us  shall  joy  remain, 

And  life  and  love  undying. 
For  God  shall  banish  woe  and  pain, 

And  tears,  and  grief,  and  sighing. 

H..  1873. 


^Q^    Farewell  Hymn.    p.  419, 


1193-1194 
Canaan. 


H^  Wlga^ttl  $tttt^t%* 


88  A  7s.    lambio.  John  NewUnd  Maffit,  1810.    Air.  H.,  1882. 


(   Oh,  praise  the  Lord  with  one  consent,  For  his    mer-  cy  en-dur-eth  for  -  ev  -  er !  1 
\     He  hath  to    us    a     Saviour  sent, For  his    mer-cy  en-dur-eth  for- ev  -  er!  j 


g>3  r  I  r  r-4^ 


His    ho 


-  ly    Son  for  man    he  gave,  For  his   mer-cy    endur  -  eth  for-ev  -  er ! 


He  came    the      lost  to    seek  and  save,  For  his  mer  -  cy  en-dureth for-ev      er. 


1  1  OQ  His  mercy  endureth  fbrever.       Qa  «.  '7a 

Oh,  praise  the  Lord  with  one  consent, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
He  hath  to  us  a  Saviour  sent, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
His  holy  Son  for  man  he  gave, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
He  came  the  lost  to  seek  and  save, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 

Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
On  Calvary's  cross  he  shed  his  blood, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
Father,  forgive,  the  Sufferer  cried, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
Then  bow'd  his  bleeding  head  and  died, 

For  hia  mercy  endureth  forever  1 

Our  sins  he  bore  on  Calvary's  tree, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
He  died  for  all  he  died  for  me. 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
He  sank  beneath  death's  chilling  wave, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
He  rose  omnipotent  to  save, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
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For  us  in  heaven  the  Saviour  pleads, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
For  those  who  pierced  him  intercedes, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
In  him  the  comfortless  are  blest, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever! 
He  gives  the  heavy-laden  rest, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever! 

He  came  to  bear  our  cross  and  pain, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  1 
But  he  shall  come  in  might  again, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 
Theslumb'ring  dead  shall  hear  his  voice, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
Then  shall  his  ransomed  saints  rejoice, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 

And  with  him  his  redeemed  shall  be. 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever ! 
In  life  and  joy  eternally, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever! 
The  Lord  shall  reign  triumphant  then, 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever! 
Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come.  Amen! 

For  his  mercy  endureth  forever  I 

406  "••"*• 
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"f  1  QCE       The  Lord  himself  shall  descend.    Qq  au 'Tci 
XXifO  1  Thess.  iv.  16.  OS  &  /S. 

Our  Saviour  shall  descend  again, 
Earth's  buried  millions  raising; 

With  him  shall  come  a  glorious  train, 
Adoring  him  and  praising. 

Chobus. 
Raise  high  the  song  that  loud  and  long 

Before  him  ceaseth  never, 
Till,  casting  down  each  golden  crown, 

All  worship  him  forever. 

What  though  these  bodies  lie  in  dust 
Before  that  glad  appearing? 

Yet  shall  they  stand  among  the  just, 
Our  Saviour's  image  wearing. 

What  tho*  earth's  gathering  tempests  lower, 

And  ages  pass  in  sadness? 
Their  darkest  hour  shall  swell  the  pow'r 

And  glory  of  that  gladness. 

Then  safe  at  last,  the  blessed  throng. 

Set  free  from  tribulation. 
Forever  praise  in  holy  song 

The  God  of  their  salvation. 

Thomas  Laurie,  cir- 1800? 
1  I QQ        A  city  which  hath  foundations.    Qa  gr  '7a 

We  seek  a  dwelling  bright  and  fair, 
A  home  that  hath  foundations ; 

Soon  shall  the  saved  assemble  there, 
Redeemed  from  all  the  nations. 

Oh,  blest  are  they,  in  raiment  white. 
Who  through  the  Lamb  find  pardon ; 

For  they  shall  pass  the  gates  of  light, 
And  enter  God's  fair  garden. 

A  pilgrim  in  my  tent  I  roam. 

With  no  abiding  dwelling ; 
I  look  to  yon  celestial  home. 

Where  endless  song  is  swelling. 

Oh,  blest  are  they  who  win  the  strife, 
And  pass  those  pearly  portals, 

They  shall  partake  the  tree  of  life, 
With  all  the  blest  immortals. 

There  none  shall  weep'and  none  shall  sigh 
By  life's  sweet,  flowing  river; 

There  none  shall  mourn  and  none  shall  die. 
In  all  that  bright  forever. 

Lost  wanderer  in  a  world  of  sin, 

Oh  listen  to  thy  Saviour; 
Haste  to  that  city,  enter  in, 

And  rest  in  peace  forever. 


Shining  Shore,    p.  404. 


H.,  1880. 


1197       ^'  M^VxVi.^iS:^«-     8s  *  Is. 

There  is  a  land  of  life  and  song. 

Beyond  time's  rolling  river, 
Where  years  of  gladness  flow  along, 

Forever,  and  forever. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  land  of  life,  beyond  earth's  strife, 

Fair  dwelling  of  immortals ; 
We  long  to  rest  with  all  the  blest. 

Within  thy  pearly  portals. 

There  He  who  once  for  man  was  slain, 
Depised,  and  scorned,  and  gory, 

Shall  over  all  triumphant  reign, 
In  everlasting  glory. 

There  harps  shall  sound,  and  voices  ring  ; 

There  white-robed  myriads,  singing, 
In  shining  throngs  shall  praise  their  King, 

Who  came,  salvation  bringing. 

How  sweetly  chime  the  holy  bells. 
With  golden  trumpets  blending; 

While  rapt'rous  song  triumphant  swells, 
In  glory  never  ending. 

H.,  1880. 

1  1  QQ      Because  I  live  ye  shall  live  also,     o  ^  .   ^7^ 
XIVO  Johnxiv.l9.  OS  &  7S. 

My  soul  doth  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
Who  doth  from  death  deliver; 

I  rest  upon  his  living  word^ 
Which  shall  abide  forever. 

"Because  I  live,  ye  too  shall  live," 
Said  Christ,  the  great  Life-giver ; 

For  God  thro'  him  to  us  doth  give 
The  life  that  lasts  forever. 

Before  the  throne  our  Saviour  stands. 
For  us  he  there  is  pleading ; 

And  none  can  pluck  us  from  His  hands, 
Those  hands  once  pierc'd  and  bleeding. 

I  lay  me  down  in  peace  to  sleep 
Since  Christ,  my  Saviour  liveth ; 

The  heav'nly  Shepherd  knows  his  sheep, 
And  life  eternal  giveth. 

Oh,  words  of  life,  of  joy,  and  peace. 
Strong  consolation  brmging ; 

Believing  these  our  joys  increase 
Like  living  fountains  springing. 

O  weary,  thirsting  soul,  draw  near. 

The  Lord  will  thee  deliver; 
Come  to  life's  crystal  fountain  clear, 

And  drink  and  live  forever. 

H.,  1884. 


40^      Farewell  Hymn.    p.  413. 
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Jb&  "y^ti  Wipt$  H  %iaaiu 


O  Sinner  Come. 


8s  A  78.    Iambic. 


Arr.  H.,  I860. 


P 


{O      sin  -  ner,  come    with-  out      de  -  lay,   And  seek   a  home    in    glo  -  ry  ;  1 
The  Lord    is      call  -  ing    you      to  -  day,     He  pleads  for  you    in    glo  -  ry.  j 
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Chorus,  * 


There's  room  e  -  iiough  in      Par  -  a  -  disc,     For   all 


a     home  in 


*Oiiiit  blurts  except  iu  singing  Hymn  1199. 


O  sinner,  come  without  delay, 

And  seek  a  home  in  glory ; 
The  Lord  is  calling  you  to-day, 

He  pleads  for  you  in  glory.      Ohoru8. 

Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call, 

To  seek  a  home  in  glory ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all, 

To  have  a  home  in  glory. 

Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  come, 

And  have  a  home  in  glory ; 
In  yon  blest  house  there  still  is  room 

For  you  a  home  in  glory. 

Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind. 

Who  seek  a  home  in  glory ; 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind, 

To  have  a  home  in  glory. 

Awake,  awake !  the  Judge  is  near ; 

Prepare,  prepare  for  glory  1 
If  sleeping  when  he  shall  appear, 

You  cannot  sliare  his  glory. 


CHoaus. 

Oh,  glory !  Oh,  glory ! 

There's  power  in  Jesus'  dying  love 
To  bring  you  home  to  glory. 

Arr.  H.,  1885. 

1  on  A  ^Bt  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  patiently.  Q^s  s,  ^a 
kaVU  PaalmxxxvU.7.  ^    OS  &  /S. 

Rest  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  for  him, 
Is  God's  own  balm  for  sorrow ; 

Rest  in  the  Lord — leave,  saith  our  God, 
The  burden  of  the  morrow. 

Rest  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  for  him, 
Is  God's  own  cure  for  fretting; 

Rest  in  the  Lord,  and  find  his  word 
His  peace  in  thee  begetting. 

Rest  in  the  Lord,  though  faint  and  weak. 
By  foes  and  fears  surrounded ; 

Faith  in  his  name  can  ne'er  bring  shame, 
Nor  shall  it  be  confounded. 

Rest  in  the  Lord ;  all  that  shall  come 

Is  for  thy  good  intended ; 
Till  thou  shalt  gain  thy  heavenly  home, 

By  his  own  love  befriended. 

W.  Poole  BaJfem,  cir.  1870? 


Copyright,  H.  L.  HaatwRi,  1883. 
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^  Of\  1      To  wait  for  his  Son  fh>m  heaven,    gg  A;  7s 

We  wait  for  Thoe,  All-glorious  One, 

We  look  for  thy  appearing ; 
We  bear  thy  name,  and  on  the  throne 

We  see  thy  presence  cheering. 
Faith  even  now  uplifts  its  brow, 

And  sees  the  Lord  descending ; 
He  comes  to  take  his  people  home, 

And  give  them  bliss  unending. 

We  wait  for  Thee  through  days  forlorn, 

In  patient  self-denial ; 
We  know  that  thou  our  guilt  hast  borne 

Upon  thy  cross  of  trial. 
And  well  may  we  submit  to  thee, 

And  bear  thy  cross  and  love  it, 
And  patiently  endure  its  pain, 

Until  thy  hand  remove  it. 

We  wait  for  Thee ;  already  thou 

Hast  all  our  hearths  submission; 
And  though  the  spirit  sees  thee  now. 

We  long  for  open  vision : 
Then  ours  shall  be  sweet  rest  with  thee, 

And  pure  unending  pleasure, 
And  we  shall  taste  celestial  grace, 

And  life  in  endless  measure. 

We  wait  for  Thee  with  certain  hope ; 

The  time  will  soon  be  over ; 
With  child-like  longing  we  look  up 

Thy  glory  to  discover : 
With  bliss  to  share  thy  triumph  there, 

When  home  with  joy  and  singing, 
From  scenes  of  conflict  and  of  care, 

The  Lord  his  saints  is  bringing. 

Fredric  Conrade,  1662-1726.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


1  OflO  "^^  know  not  what  shall  be.        Qa  jt^  ^a 

LA\3A  James  iv.  14.  ^S  &  /8. 

I  know  not  what  the  day  may  bring 

Of  sorrow  or  of  sweetness ; 
I  only  know  that  God  must  give 

Its  measure  of  completeness : 
I  reach  for  wisdom  in  the  dark, 

And  God  fills  up  the  measure ; 
Sometimes  with  tears,  sometimes  with  care», 

Sometimes  with  peace  and  pleasure. 


I  know  not  what  is  best  for  me. 

Of  all  His  mercy  bringeth ; 
I  know  his  praises  every  day 

My  willing  spirit  singeth. 

I  know  not  what  my  life  may  yield, 

Of  fruit  that  will  not  perish ; 
I  know  God  gives  both  seed  and  soil, 

And  all  the* growth  must  cherish. 
How  great  His  work !  How  small  my  part ! 

I  wonder  at  my  weakness ; 
And  His  great  patience  fills  my  heart 

With  gratitude  and  meekness. 

I  know  not  what  His  home  can  give 

To  blessed  souls  who  gain  it ; 
I  know  God's  goodness  it  must  show, 

For  earth  cannot  contain  it. 
And  if  eternity  but  rings 

With  love,  the  same  sweet  story 
That  earth  is  telling  every  day — 

*' Thine,  Lord,  shall  be  the  glory.'* 

Unknown,  cir.  1870? 


la  any  merry,  let  him  sing.  Q,a  m.  ^a 

James  T.  Id.  0»*  *°' 


From  hours  of  grief  and  saddened  face 
True  wealth  of  heart  I  borrow, 

And  heavenly  wisdom  oftenest  comes 
Clad  in  the  guise  of  sorrow : 
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Who  hath  a  right  like  us  to  sing — 

Us  whom  his  mercy  raises? 
Merry  our  hearts,  for  Christ  is  King; 

Cheerful  are  all  our  faces. 
Who  of  his  love  doth  once  partake, 

He  evermore  rejoices ; 
Melody  in  all  our  hearts  we  make, 

Melody  with  our  voices. 

He  that  a  sprinkled  conscience  hath, 

He  that  in  God  is  merry. 
Let  him  sing  psalms,  the  Spirit  saith. 

Joyful  and  never  weary ; 
Offer  the  sacrifice  of  praise, 

Hearty  and  never  ceasing; 
Spiritual  songs  and  anthems  raise, 

Honor,  and  thanks,  and  blessing. 

Then  let  us  in  his  praises  join, 

Triumph  in  his  salvation, 
Glory  ascribe  to  love  divine, 

Worship  and  adoration. 
Glory  already  is  begun — 

Opened  in  each  believer; 
Only  believe,  and  still  sing  on, 

Glory  is  ours  forever. 


Wilderness,    p.  410. 


We»ley. 


i204-i205       Wipm  JLri  ftabs  Wit^K  JB^^  Ti^  |lar$» 


wilderness. 


8b  ft  7b.    Iambic. 


S.  ThonuM,  oir.  1840.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


5=i:l        J  Eg-'~3      ^— ILjd:^ 


The  church  is      in     the    wil  -  der-ness,    And   mighty    foes  surround  her ; 

'  J- 


But  safe    she    is,      for    thou,  O  Lord,  Hast  thrown  thy  love    around    her. 
For,    in      her    dan-ger    and  her  need,  Thou,  Lord,  wilt  not     for- get    her. 

J    J   J-  -    J  I 


1204       '^  Chrbt  aIm> krred  the  church,  gg  j^  ^a 

The  church  is  in  the  wilderness, 
And  mighty  foes  surround  her; 

But  safe  she  is,  for  thou,  O  Lord, 
Hast  thrown  thy  love  around  her. 

Thy  tender  mercies  guard  her  still, 
Her  foes  in  vain  beset  her ; 

For,  in  her  danger  and  her  need. 
Thou,  Lord,  wilt  not  forget  her. 

With  watchful  and  expectant  eyes 
Her  coming  Lord  shall  find  her. 

And  in  the  plighted  vows  of  love 
In  living  bonds  shall  bind  her. 

She  hears  his  chariot  wheels  descend, 
Each  moment  brings  him  nearer; 

And  to  her  heart  than  earthly  things 
Ten  thousand  times  he^s  dearer. 

To  save  her  from  her  mighty  foes 
The  Lord  from  heaven  descendeth ; 

Hers  is  a  true,  a  righteous  cause, 
And  he  the  right  defendeth. 

He  comes,  the  Lord  of  every  grace, 
The  Lord  of  life  and  glory ; 

And  she,  in  glorious  robes  arrayed, 
Shall  tell  redemption's  story. 

Unknown,  cir.  1875  ? 
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Wilt  thou  be  made  whole? 
John  r.  6. 


^8  A  7S. 


Copyright,  U.  L.  HMtinsi,  U8I. 
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Beside  Bethesda's  open  gate, 

A  helpless  throng  is  lying; — 
The  sick,  the  blind,  the  desolate, 

The  suffering  and  the  dying. 
There  through  long  years  a  sinner  lay. 

In  helplessness  and  sadness ; 
Till  Christ  the  Saviour  passed  that  way 

With  life,  and  health,  and  gladness. 

Said  Jesus,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 

His  answer  told  his  longing ; 
Then  came  the  word  that  thrilPd  his  soul 

And  stirred  the  people,  thronging. 
*' Arise,  and  bear  thy  bed  away!" 

The  spell  of  sin  was  broken. 
The  bonds  of  pain  were  burst  that  day. 

The  gates  of  life  were  open. 

O  Lord,  who  camest  from  on  high, 

The  Father's  love  revealing; 
Still  multitudes  of  sinners  lie. 

Waiting  for  life  and  healing. 
Once  more  in  mercy  pass  this  way. 

Oh,  grant  some  saving  token ; 
Speak  thou  the  gracious  word  to-day, — 

So  shall  death's  bands  be  broken. 

H.,1881. 
0     Farewell  Hymn.       p.  412. 
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The  Lord  is  risen  indeed. 
Luke  zxiy.  S4. 


8s  &  7s. 


Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead? 

Death's  iron  gates  are  open ; 
Captivity  is  captive  led ; 

The  chains  of  hell  are  broken : 
He  lives,  he  lives,  who  for  us  died, 

Released  from  death's  dark  prison ; 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Crucified, 

The  Lord  indeed  is  risen. 

The  hour  is  coining,  when  the  dead 

Shall  hear  his  trumpet  ringing ; 
And  wake  to  greet  their  living  Head, 

From  death's  cold  shades  upspringing  : 
The  Resurrection  and  the  Life, 

His  glory  now  revealinff. 
Shall  pluck  death's  sting  and  end  his  strife, 

His  dungeon  dark  unsealing. 

Hands  clasped  in  death  are  open  now. 

For  welcome  or  for  greeting ! 
And  many  a  care-worn,  furrowed  brow 

The  light  of  heaven  is  meeting ! 
And  victor's  wreaths,  and  conqueror's  palms 

Adorn  those  glad  immortals, 
Who,  chanting  their  triumphant  psalms, 

Pass  through  yon  pearly  portals. 

H.,1881. 

1207      ^^'''SS^/^'Hi:"^^      8s  &  7s. 

I've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

He  loved  me  ere  I  knew  him ; 
He  drew  me  with  the  cords  of  love, 

And  thus  he  bound  me  to  him. 
And  round  my  heart  still  closely  twine 

Those  ties  which  naught  can  sever. 
For  I  am  his  and  he  is  mine 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 

I've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

He  bled,  he  died  to  save  me ; 
And  not  alone  the  gift  of  life. 

But  his  own  self  he  gave  me : 
Naught  that  I  have  mine  own  I'll  call, 

I'll  hold  it  for  the  Giver : 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all. 

Are  his,  and  his  for  ever. 

I've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

All  power  to  him  is  given 
To  guard  me  on  my  onward  course, 

And  bring  me  safe  to  heaven, 
Shining  Shore,    p.  404. 


Th'  eternal  glories  gleam  afar, 
To  nerve  my  faint  endeavor ; 

So  now  to  watch,  to  work,  to  war  I — 
And  then  to  rest  for  ever. 

I've  found  a  Friend ;  oh,  such  a  Friend  I 

So  kind,  and  true,  and  tender ; 
So  wise  a  Counsellor  and  Guide, 

So  mighty  a  Defender  I 
From  him  who  loves  me  now  so  well 

What  power  my  soul  shall  sever? 
Shall  life  or  death,  shall  earth  or  hell  ? 

No ;  I  am  his  for  ever  I 

Small,  cir.  1875. 


J.  G. 
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1208        ^'^'^twHr''^-       88  & 

There  is  no  pain  that  I  can  bear. 
But  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  borne  it ; 

No  robe  of  scorn  that  I  can  wear. 
But  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  worn  it. 

There's  no  temptation  I  endure. 
But  thou,  my  King,  endured  it ; 

There's  not  a  wound  that  seeks  a  cure 
But  my  Redeemer  cured  it. 

For  me  thy  sacred  temples  bled, 
For  me  thou  wert  upbraided, 

And  as  a  lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
Unpitied  and  unaided. 

And  can  I  doubt  thy  tender  love? 

Thy  rich  compassion — doubt  it? 
My  spirit  hath  no  hope  above. 

No  stay  on  earth  without  it. 

Unknown,  elr.  1865. 
1  OAO       Behold,  the  Lamb  of  God.  8s  &  7s 

Behold,  my  soul,  the  Lamb  of  God, 

In  pain  and  anguish  dying; 
Hark,  how  he  groans  beneath  his  load.  — 

My  sins  are  on  him  lying. 

O  Lamb  of  God,  can  I  forget 
Thy  deep  and  dreadful  anguish  ? 

Freed  by  thy  death  from  sin's  dread  debt . 
Oh,  shall  my  love  e'er  languish? 

Jesus,  for  thee  I  all  forsake, 

Since  thou  hast  shown  such  favor; 

Let  grace  each  earthly  fetter  break. 
And  me  from  sin  deliver. 

So  shall  I  walk  in  paths  of  peace, 
By  grace  divine  appointed ; 

And  know  the  love  that  shall  not  cease 
Of  Christ,  the  Lord's  Anointed. 


4]^X      O  Sinner  Comeip    p.  408* 


1210-1211 


VOIpit  Jli^Hil  jht]t9nd>  1[t? 


Farewell  Hymn. 


8«  A  78.    lamblo. 


H.,  1876. 


1.  Fare-irell,    the  part- ing    hour  has  come,  The    sad  word  must  be    spo-ken; 

2.  Fare*  well,    we  walk  the    wil  -  der-ness,  The    des  -  ert  dark  and  drear  -  y : 


But   still    our  hearts  are  linked  with  bonds  That  nev  -  er    can     be   bro-ken. 
But  Christ   is  near     to    give     us  rest  When  faint,  and  worn,  and  wea-ry; 


iT  J  IN  N-r-^ 


Redeemed    in  Christ,  in    Him  made  one.  Not  death  nor  hell    can    sey  -  er ; 
And  tho'  cold  Jor- dan's   sul  -  len  flood  Rolls  on     its    rest-  less    cur- rent, 


^M~^^  ^  ^   n^ 


^i^ 


^^B 


E 


p:  i'  J:  ^'N    ^m 


The  bonds  of  love  that    He   hath  bound,Have  made  us    one    for  -  ey  -   er. 
Yet    Is  -  rael's  host  shall  cross  dry-shod,  Where  sweeps  the  mighty   tor  -  rent. 


1210        ^^"'"^2'  cS^iiL'ii:"^'"-     88  &  7s. 
8  The  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  come, 

To  Zion^s  heights  returning; 
Shall  rest  in  their  long-looked-f  or  home, 

Beyond  all  tears  and  mourning : 
Oh,  sweet  shall  swell  the  matchless  song, 

When  through  the  new  creation 
Shall  rise  from  the  immortal  throng 

The  anthem  of  salvation. 

4  Then  He  who  went  with  singing  forth 

To  suffer  in  the  garden, 
Shall  see  the  travail  of  his  soul. 

The  heirs  of  blood-bought  pardon : 
And  'mid  his  church  shall  lead  the  psalm, 

And  raise  the  song  of  glory, 
The  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb, 

That  tells  Redemption's  story. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Uastings,  1H77.  4 


1211  SECOND   PART.  8s  &  Ts. 

5  Te  souls  that  sigh  in  sore  distress, 
Unsaved,  ungathered,  weeping, 

Throughout  this  hofvling  wilderness 
The  Shepherd  goeth  seeking: 

He  comes  the  wand'ring  ones  to  find — 
For  them  his  heart  is  yearning ; 

Tender,  and  pitiful,  and  kind, 
He  waits  for  your  returning. 

6  The  hour  has  come  to  say  farewell ; 
The  sad  word  must  be  spoken ; 

But  round  our  hearts  there  is  a  spell 

That  never  can  be  broken. 
We  part  with  tears,  we  part  with  pain, 

We  part,  but  not  forever ; 
We  part,  but  we  shall  meet  again, 

And  part  no  more  forever. 

2      O  Sinner  Come.    p.  408* 


ISipi  Siid^^r  BhnJl  %Hti  J^nitt. 


1212-1215 


1312    ^' '^*""&S;l?!^  ^  ^^^'-  8s  &  7s. 

At  evening  time  may  there  be  light, 
While  life's  brief  day  is  closing ; 

Then  shall  I  fear  no  gathering  night, 
In  Jesus'  love  reposing. 

At  evening  time  may  there  be  light. 

The  light  of  life  eternal ; 
The  radiance  of  those  mansions  bright, 

In  climes  forever  vernal. 

At  evening  time  there  shall  be  light, 
Earth's  day  of  storm  is  dying; 

Sorrow  and  sadness  take  their  Sight, 
There  shall  be  no  more  sighing. 

At  evening  time  there  shall  be  light. 
The  twilight  skies  adorning ; 

But  oh,  how  fair  the  radiance  bright 
Of  the  swift-speeding  morning ! 


1884. 


1218        ^3£  xT'  *^'*^-        8s  &  78. 

The  Saviour  wept  beside  the  tomb 

Where  one  he  loved  lay  sleeping ; 
He  felt  the  deep  despairing  gloom 

In  which  a  world  was  weeping : 
**Lazarus  come  forth ! "  the  Saviour  cried 

And  through  death's  silent  prison 
Hope's  trumpet  sounded  far  and  wide, 

For  life  o'er  death  had  risen  I 


*'  Come  forth ! "  the  Prince  of  Terrors  heard 

Thrill  through  his  dark  dominion 
The  voice  that  drooped  his  conquered  head 

And  furled  his  dusky  pinion : 
The  life  of  God  leaped  through  each  vein 

Its  wondrous  impulse  giving. 
The  slumberer  burst  death's  iron  chain. 

And  he  who  died  was  living. 

Oh,  not  alone  from  out  that  grave 

Came  Lazarus,  swathed  and  fettered ; 
The  bands  that  held  a  race  enchained 

At  that  command  were  shattered : 
Oh,  not  alone  that  single  life 

Came  up  from  death's  entombing ; 
The  cloud  that  shadowed  all  the  world 

Was  lifted  at  his  coming. 

It  was  eternal  hope  that  stood 

Above  eternal  sorrow ; 
It  was  the  dark  to-day  of  earth 

In  heaven's  own  bright  to-morrow ; 

Shlnlns  Shore,    p.  404. 


It  was  the  voice  of  Gk)d,  that  spoke , 

Above  a  new  creation, 
**Let  there  be  light !"  and  theI^e  was  light 

Of  boundless  revelation. 

Back  from  the  graves  of  dark  despair. 

The  stone  is  rolled  forever; 
The  arch  that  bridges  life  to  life 

Death  has  no  power  to  sever. 
And  he  who  lingers  by  our  side 

When  clouds  and  darkness  gather 
Stands  with  us  at  the  tomb  of  nope. 

And  lifts  us  to  the  Father. 

Mrs.  H.  A.  Bingham,  ab.  cir.  1865.    Vene  1,  H.,  1880. 
101A      The  wind  and  the  sea  obey  Him.    ggA-Ta 

Jesus,  to  thee  I  would  look  up 

Tossed  in  a  storm  of  passion ; 
Thou  art  the  anchor  of-  my  hope. 

Thou  art  my  strong  salvation : 
Pity  and  save  a  soul  distressed, 

Till  I  the  port  recover; 
O,  that  I  in  thy  wounds  might  rest, 

Till  all  the  storm  is  over. 


Great  is  the  storm  that  works  within, 

Jesus's  grace  is  greater; 
Thou  art  above  the  power  of  sin, 

Thou  art  my  great  Creator : 
Speak,  and  at  thy  supreme  command 

Trouble  and  sin  shall  leave  me ; 
Stir  up  thy  strength,  stretch  out  thy  hand, 

Say,  **  It  is  I,"  and  save  me. 

Give  me  this  hour,  thy  help  to  find, 

Show  me  thy  great  salvation ; 
So  will  I  sing  to  all  mankind, 

In  loving  admiration, 
O  what  a  Man,  a  God,  is  this! 

Kature  is  still  before  him ; 
Lo,  at  his  word  the  winds  and  seas, 

Suddenly  calmed,  adore  him. 

Wealey. 
1215  ^""^ ^Se?!ul7'^ ""*  8S  A  78. 

To  him  who  died  upon  the  tree 

Eternally  be  given 
Honor  and  praise  and  majesty 

From  all  in  earth  and  heaven : 
And  may  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Lord, 

The  love  of  God  the  Father, 
The  Holy  Spirit,  shed  abroad. 

Abide  with  us  forever  I 

H.,  1886. 
413    Wildemess.    p.  410. 


1216-1217        '®kt^  JBPi  HhBc  %mi  mti  h  Wpi^ 


Under  Thy  Wings. 

40" 


e»&iB, 


R.,  1879. 


r      r      -        -  --     I       I  -       I 

What  though    a      darkened    way,    My    feet   have    trod,      Yet      I      shall 


if/i'  j.  j  J I  j  j  J  L.  I J  ^^ 


reach    the    day,    Walk-ing   with    God.     Troub-les    my    soul    dis-tress, 


^JJLJl 


Here  in    this  wil  -  derness ;  Swift  to      my  home    I  press,   Walking  with  God. 


1  01  A  And  Enoch  walked  with  Ood.    g  g  &  4s. 

S  What  though  by  Marah's  spring 

Lies  my  sad  road, 
StiU  will  I  hope  and  sing, 

Walking  with  God; 
He  can  the  waters  heal, 
He  doth  his  ^race  reveal, 
He  speaks,  his  love  I  feel, 

Walking  with  God. 

8  Thro'  death's  dark  vale  of  shade, 

Thy  staff  and  rod 
Comfort  my  soul  dismayed. 

Walking  with  God ; 
When  the  dark  way  is  passed, 
He  leads  me  home  at  last, 
Thither  my  soul  doth  haste, 

Walking  with  God. 

4  Numbered  with  saints  in  light, 

Ransomed  with  blood, 
Walking  with  Christ  in  white, 

Walking  with  God ; 
There  with  them  may  I  dwell, 
There  their  glad  anthems  swell. 
There  all  heaven's  rapture  tell, 

Walking  with  God. 


H.,1S81. 


1  0 1  T      Under  the  shadow  of  thy  wingt.    (la  a  A.a 
L^Li  pMdmxvii.8.  OB »  *B. 

Under  thy  wings,  my  God, 

Close  by  thy  side. 
Safe  from  the  "  windy  storm," 

Joyful  I  hide. 
Oft  thou  hast  called  me. 
Now  while  the  cloud  I  see. 
Swiftly  I  run  to  thee, 

Close  to  thy  side. 

Under  thy  wings,  my  God, 

Loved  ones  abide, 
Whom  thou  hast'called  to  walk 

Close  to  thy  side. 
Brood  softly  over  me, 
Glory  I  may  not  see. 
Keep  every  sin  from  me, 

While  by  thy  side. 

Under  thy  wings,  my  God, 

Safely  to  hide. 
Gather  thy  *4ittle  ones" 

Close  to  thy  side; 
Side  wounded  sore  for  me, 
Bleeding  and  bruised  I  see, — 
Cover,  oh  cover  me. 

Close  by  thy  side. 


CopyrtKht,  H.  L.  Hactings,  1886. 


^|4    Bethany,    p.  41Y* 


John  Kirk,  dr.  1877. 
Claxion.     p.  418. 
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1218       ^^"*^^*2  C  AT"  ^'°***'        68  &  48. 

Help  me,  my  Lord,  to  grow 

More  like  to  thee ; 
Thy  wondrous  love  to  know ; 

Thy  face  to  see. 
Lord,  fill  my  soul  with  light, 
Dispel  the  gloom  of  night, 
And  make  me  through  thy  might 

More  like  to  thee. 

Though  rough  the  road  may  be, 

Jagged  and  steep ; 
Lord,  though  I  may  not  run. 

Upward  I'll  creep ; 
When  nightly  shadows  fall, 
When  doubts  and  fears  appall. 
Then  may  I  rise  from  all. 

More  like  to  thee. 

Or  if  my  footsteps  sink 

In  doubt's  dark  wave, 
.     May  I,  like  Peter,  cry, 

"Lord  Jesus,  save!" 
So  by  my  faith  to  prove 
Thine  all- redeeming  love ; 
Oh,  make  me,  Heavenly  Dove, 

More  like  to  thee. 

And  when  from  Pisgah's  height 

Canaan  I  view. 
When  faith  shall  change  to  sight. 

Old  things  to  new, — 
Then  in  a  nobler  song. 
Through  all  the  ages  long, 
I'll  stand  amid  the  throng, 

Made  like  to  thee. 

Arthur  Stevens  Phelps,  1885. 
J  0 1 Q  Wash  me  thoroughly  from  mine  iniquity.^  8&  4s 

Wash  me,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Wash  me  from  sin ; 
By  thy  atoning  blood 

Oh,  make  me  clean; 
Purge  me  from  every  stain. 
Let  me  thine  image  gain. 
In  love  and  mercy  reign 

O'er  all  within. 

Wash  me,  0  Lamb  of  God, 

Wash  me  from  sin ; 
I  long  to  be  like  thee, 

All  pure  within ; 


Kow  let  the  crimson  tide 
Shed  from  thy  wounded  side 
Be  to  my  heart  applied. 
And  make  me  clean. 

Wash  me,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Wash  me  from  sin ; 
I  will  not,  can  not  rest 

Till  pure  within ; 
All  human  skill  is  vain. 
But  Thou  canst  cleanse  each  stain, 
Till  not  a  spot  remain,— 

Made  wholly  clean. 

Wash  me,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Wash  me  from  sin ; 
By  faith  thy  cleansing  blood 

Now  makes  me  clean. 
So  near  Thou  art  to  me, 
Sa  sweet  my  rest  in  thee, 
O,  blessed  purity. 

Saved,  saved  from  sin. 

Wash  me,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Wash  me  from  sin ; 
Thou,  while  I  trust  in  thee, 

Wilt  keep  me  clean ; 
Each  day  to  Thee  I  bring 
Heart,  life,  yea,  everything; 
Saved,  while  to  thee  I  cling, 

Saved  from  all  sin. 

H.  B,  Beegle,  cir.  1682. 


Lo  I  am  with  you  alway. 

Matt.  xxYiu.  ao. 


6s  &  4s. 
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What  though  the  way  be  rough? 

Jesus  is  nigh ; 
Dangers  surround  my  path? 

Jesus  is  nigh. 
Fiercely  the  tempests  lower, 
Strong  is  the  tempter's  power; 
Yet  in  the  darkest  hour 

Jesus  is  nigh. 

When  by  deep  sorrow  crushed — 

Jesus  is  nigh ; 
Down  to  the  very  dust, 

Jesus  is  nigh. 
Friend  of  the  friendless  one, 
Help  of  the  helpless  one, 
Rest  of  the  weary  one, 

Jesus  is  nigh. 


416 


Unknown  ab.  cir.  188S. 


1221-1222 


9imti  %^  IM* 


Nearer*  O  Qod,  to  Thee. 


Adeline  TUftny.  1^74. 


Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee.  Hear  thou  our  prayer ;  E'en  the*  a  heav-y     cross  Fainting  we 


bear;  Still  all  our  prayer  shall  be,  Near-er,      O    God,  to    fhee.      Near  -  er    to  thee. 


1221     ^*  »»«»» i&S^ii'lS:^  ""^^"^  68  &  4s. 

Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 

Hear  thoa  our  prayer ; 
E'en  though  a  heavy  cross 

Fainting  we  bear, 
Still  all  our  prayer  shall  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee. 

If  where  they  led  the  Lord 

We  too  are  borne. 
Planting  our  steps  in  his, 

Weary  and  worn, 
There  even  let  ub  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 

If  thou  the  cup  of  pain 

Givest  to  dnnk, 
Let  not  the  trembling  lip 

From  the  draught  shrink ; 
So  by  our  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 

Though  the  great  battle  rage 

Hotly  around, 
Still  where  our  Captain  fights 

Let  us  be  found ; 
Through  toil  and  strife  to  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 


When,  our  course  finished,  we 

Breathe  our  last  breath, 
Entering  the  shadowy 

Valley  of  death. 
There  even  shall  we  be 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee. 

And  when  thou.  Lord,  once  more. 

Glorious  shall  come. 
Oh,  for  a  dwelling  place 

In  thy  bright  home, 
Through  all  eternity 
Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee. 

William  Wolahmm  How,  b.  1823. 


68  &  4s. 


By  Permission. 


1  OOO  Thou  Shalt  ruide  roe. 

1 469X  Psalm  Ixziii.  84. 

God  leads  me — and  I  go ! 

He  takes  the  care ; 
I  need  not  wish  to  know 

Or  question  where ; 
The  goal  is  drawing  near, 
My  way  will  all  be  clear, 

When  I  am  there. 

God  leads  me — so  my  heart 

In  faith  shall  rest ; 
No  fear  my  soul  shall  part 

From  Jesus'  breast ; 
What  path  my  life  doth  go. 
Since  he  permitteth  so, 

That  must  be  .best. 

Unknown,  dr.  IJMH 
41Q      Under  Thy  Wingg.    p.  414. 
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Bethany. 


6e&48. 


Arr.  Lowell  ICasoii,  1856. 


f^-^-w^W^'^^^^- 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  Nearer  to  thee !    E'en  tho'  it  be  a  cross  That  ralseth  me ; 


Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,Nearer  to  thee ! 


g^-3^^ 


m^m 


=lfU^ 


f^T- 


Draw  nigh  to  God. 
James  iv.  8, 


6s  &  4s. 
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2  Tho'  like  a  wanderer, 
The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee  I 


4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  gnefs 

Bethel  PU  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  I 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 
Cleaving  the  sky, 

Caught  up  to  meet  my  King, 

Swiftly  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be — 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee  1 


Clarion,  p.  418. 


Sarah  Flower  AdaaUt  1840. 


1224 
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He  that  shall  come  will  come. 
Heb.  X.  87. 


faP'lg      "■ 


6s  &  4s. 
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How  bright  that  blessed  hope  1 

Jesus  will  come ! 
Let  us  our  heads  lift  up, 

Jesus  will  come  I 
Morning  so  bright  and  clear, 
Mansions  of  God  appear, 
Sin  shall  not  enter  there. 

Jesus  will  come ! 

Him  every  eye  shall  see, 

Jesus  will  come! 
Bright  will  the  glory  be, 

Jesus  will  come ! 
Soon  shall  the  trumpet  speak, 
Each  sleeping  saint  awake, 
And  the  glad  morning  break. 

Jesus  will  come! 

Raised  unto  glory  we, 

Jesus  will  come  I 
Joyous  our  song  shall  be, 

Jesus  will  come  I 
Gathered  around  to  him, 
All  learn  the  heavenly  hymn; 
Jesus,  our  joyful  theme, 

Jesus  will  come  I 

Full  of  this  blessed  hope, 

Jesus  will  come ! 
Let  us  the  cross  take  up, 

Jesus  will  come ! 
Happy,  reproach  to  bear, 
Shame,  for  his  sake,  to  share. 
Since  we  our  crown  shall  wear, 

Jesus  will  come  I 

Unknown,  cir.  187D. 


1225-1226 


ig[8lti{m8n,  VC^at  of  i\t  Iftglit? 


Clarion. 


6b&48. 


H««  1886. 


d  IS  g:  iT  ^ 


Htfk!  'tu    ike  watehiiuui'8617— Wake,bretiireB«  wike!    Je-su    hin-Mlf    ii  nigh,  Wake,  bretbeB,  wake ! 


ii    for 


sou  of  nirht,  Te  are  children    of 


the  liirht,  Toors  la  the  irlory  bright,  Wake,  bretlu'en.wake! 


1226       ^^''^''  &°h"  t'^¥,f»««p*-t.    68  &  48. 

Hark!  'tis  the  watchman^s  cry — 

Wake,  brethren,  wake  I 
Jesus  himself  is  nigh, 

Wake,  brethren,  wake  I 
Sleep  is  for  sons  of  night, 
Ye  are  children  of  the  light, 
Yours  is  the  glory  bright, 

Wake,  brethren,  wake! 

Call  to  each  wakening  band. 

Watch,  brethren,  watch! 
Clear  is  our  Lord's  command, 

Watch,  brethren,  watch! 
Be  ye  as  men  that  wait. 
Always  at  their  Master's  gate. 
E'en  though  he  tarry  late. 

Watch,  brethren,  watch! 

Heed  we  the  Steward's  call. 

Work,  brethren,  work! 
There's  room  enough  for  all, 

Work,  brethren,  work! 
This  vineyard  of  the  Lord 
Constant  labor  doth  afford : 
Yours  is  a  sure  reward, 

Work,  brethren,  work! 

Hear  we  the  Shepherd's  voice, 

Pray,  brethren,  pray! 
Would  ye  his  heart  rejoice? 

Pray,  brethren,  pray! 
Sin  calls  for  ceaseless  care. 
Weakness  needs  the  strong  One  near ; 
Long  as  ye  tarry  here. 

Pray,  brethren,  pray! 

418 


Sound  now  the  final  chord. 

Praise,  brethren,  praise! 
Thrice  holy  is  the  Lord, 

Praise,  brethren,  praise! 
What  more  befits  the  tongues 
Soon  to  lead  the  angels'  songs? 
Whilst  heaven  the  note  prolongs, 

Praise,  brethren,  praise! 

Unknoirn,  dr.  1855. 


There  am  I  in  the  midst 
Matt,  xviil.  20. 
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Come  to  the  Saviour  now,     . 

Jesus  is  here. 
Lowly  before  him  bow, 

Jesus  is  here. 
Why  will  ye  still  delay? 
Why  will  ye  go  away? 
Jesus  invites  to-day, 

Jesus  is  here. 

Come,  ye  whose  hearts  are  sad, 

Jesus  is  here. 
He  makes  the  mourner  glad, 

Jesus  is  here. 
In  him  the  sad  are  blest. 
He  comforts  the  distressed, 
He  gives  the  weary  rest. 

Jesus  is  here. 

Come  to  the  Saviour  now, 

Jesus  is  here. 
Low  in  his  presence  bow, 

Jesus  is  here. 
Here  end  sin's  weary  road, 
Here  leave  sin's  heavy  load. 
Here  give  yourselves  to  God, 

Jesus  is  here. 


6s  &  4s. 
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Haste,  my  dull  soul,  arise ! 

Shake  off  thy  care ! 
Press  to  thy  native  skies, 

Mighty  in  prayer. 
Christ,  he  has  gone  before. 
Count  all  thy  sufferings  o'er ; 
He  all  thy  burdens  bore ; 

Jesus  is  there ! 

Soul,  for  the  marriage  feast, 

Robe  and  prepare ! 
Holy  must  be  such  guests : 

Jesus  is  there ! 
Saints,  wave  your  victory  palms, 
Chant  your  celestial  psalms : 
Bride  of  the  Lamb,  thy  charms 

Oh,  let  me  wear. 

Heaven^s  bliss  is  perfect,  pure — 

Jesus  is  there ! 
Heaven's  bliss  is  ever  sure — 

Thou  art  its  heir. 
This  makes  its  joys  complete — 
This  makes  its  hymns  so  sweet ; 
There  we  our  friends  will  greet — 

Jesus  is  there ! 

Gregory  Townsend  Bedell,  b.  1798. 

1228       '^^^^  Tjoh^n?!  ''^'^-      6s  &  4s. 

Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joy, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Break,  every  tender  tie, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Dark  is  the  wilderness. 
Earth  has  no  resting  place ; 
Jesus  alone  can  bless ; 

Jesus  is  mine ! 

Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Perishing  things  of  clay, 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  I 

Fade,  Fade,  each  jBarthly  Joy. 


Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 
Left  but  a  dismal  void ; 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 

Farewell,  mortality! 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Welcome,  eternity! 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest! 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest ! 
Welcome,  my  Saviour's  breast, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 

Catherine  J.  Bonar,  1843. 


The  love  of  Christ  constralneth  us.  gq  a.  4a 
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Saviour !  thy  dying  love 

Thou  gavest  me. 
Nor  should  I  aught  withhold, 

Dear  Lord,  from  thee. 
In  love  my  soul  would  bow, 
iVIy  heart  fulfill  its  vow, 
Some  off'ring  bring  thee  now, 

Something  for  thee. 

O'er  the  blest  mercy-seat, 

Pleading  for  me, 
My  feeble  faith  looks  up, 

Jesus,  to  thee. 
Help  me  the  cross  to  bear. 
Thy  wondrous  love  declare, 
Some  song  to  raise,  or  prayer, 

Something  for  thee. 

Give  me  a  faithful  heart — 

Likeness  to  thee. 
That  each  departing  day 

Henceforth  may  see 
Some  work  of  love  begun. 
Some  deed  of  kindness  done, 
Some  sinful  wand'rer  won, 

Something  for  thee. 

S.  Dryden  Phelps,  ab.  cir.  I860. 
&  48.  T.  E.  Perkins. 
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On  The  Cross. 
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1  OOQ         ni0  eran  of  our  Lord  Jeraa.      Og  ^  gg 

2  Behold  his  arms  extended  wide, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
Behold  his  bleeding  hands  and  side, , 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
The  sun  withholds  its  rays  of  light, 
The  heav'ns  are  clothed  in  shades  of  night 
While  Jesus  doth  with  devils  fight. 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

8  Come,  sinner,  see  him  lifted  up, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
He  drinks  for  you  the  bitter  cup, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
To  heaven  he  turns  his  languid  eyes, 
"*Tis  finished,"  now  the  Conqueror  cries. 
Then  bows  his  sacred  head  and  dies, 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

4  'Tis  done !  the  mighty  deed  is  done. 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
The  battlers  fought,  the  victory  won. 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 
The  rocks  do  rend,  the  mountains  quake, 
While  Jesus  doth  atonement  make. 
While  Jesus  suffers  for  your  sake. 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

6  Where'er  I  go,  I'll  tell  the  story 

Of  the  cross,  of  the  cross. 
In  nothing  else  my  soul  shall  glory, 

Save  the  cross,  save  the  cross. 


Yes,  this  my  constant  theme  shall  be. 
Through  time  and  in  eternity. 
That  Jesus  suffered  death  for  me, 
On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

6  Let  every  mourner  come  and  cling 

To  the  cross,  to  the  cross. 
Let  every  Christian  come  and  sing 

Round  the  cross,  round  the  cross. 
Here  let  the  preacher  take  his  stand, 
And  with  the  Bible  in  his  hand. 
Proclaim  the  triumphs  of  the  Lamb 

On  the  cross,  on  the  cross. 

R.  Jaket?  dr.  1S40? 
1281       Behold,  He  ^tt  with  dond..     88&6s. 

Behold,  the  Saviour  comes  with  clouds ; 

Lo,  he  comes !  Lo,  he  comes ! 
Around  him  throng  angelic  crowds ; 

Lo,  he  comes  I  Lo,  he  comes  I 
Now  every  eye  the  King  shall  see,  . 
Who  groaned  and  died  on  Calvary, 
While  sinners  wail  in  agony, 

When  he  comes,  when  he  comes. 

He  who  for  us  the  cross  did  bear — 

Lo,  he  comes  I  Lo,  he  comes! 
His  many  diadems  to  wear; 

Lo,  he  comes  I  Lo,  he  comes  I 
Oh,  while  his  foes  grow  pale  with  fear. 
May  I  rejoice  to  see  him  near. 
And  rise  to  meet  him  in  the  air, 
When  he  comes,  when  he  comes. 

H.,1886. 
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The  day  is  at  hand. 
Bom.  ziii.  13. 
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Soon  shall  we  see  the  glorious  morning, 

Saints  arise  I  saints  arise  I 
Sinners,  attend  the  notes  of  warning, 

Saints  arise  I  saints  arise  I 
The  resurrection  day  draws  near. 
The  King  of  saints  shall  soon  appear. 
And  high  His  royal  standard  rear, 

Saints  arise  I  saints  arise  1 

Hear  ye  the  trump  of  God  resounding, 

Saints  arise !  saints  arise ! 
Through  all  the  vault  of  death  rebounding, 

Saints  arise  1  saints  arise ! 
To  meet  the  Bridegroom,  haste,  prepare, 
Put  on  your  bridal  garments  fair, 
And  hail  your  Saviour  in  the  air. 

Saints  arise  I  saints  arise  I 

The  saints  who  sleep,  with  joy  awaken. 

All  arise !  all  arise  t 
Their  beds  of  death  are  quick  forsaken, 

All  arise !  all  arise  I 
Not  one  of  all  the  faithful  few 
Who  here  on  earth  the  Saviour  knew, 
But  starts  with  bliss  his  Lord  to  view, 

All  arise !  all  arise ! 

Pursue  them  on  their  pathway  glorious. 

All  arise !  all  arise ! 
Led  by  their  king,  o'er  death  victorious. 

All  arise!  all  arise! 
On  Zion's  hill  secure  they  stand. 
With  palms  of  victory  in  their  hands, 
To  that  long  sought  and  peaceful  land 

All  arise!  all  arise! 

Fast  by  the  throne  of  God  behold  them. 
Crowned  with  bliss  I  crowned  with  bliss ! 
See  in  his  arms  the  Saviour  fold  them, 

Crowned  with  bliss !  crowned  with  bliss ! 
With  wreaths  of  glory  round  their  head, 
No  tears  of  sorrow  now  are  shed, 
To  joy's  full  fountain  all  are  led, 

Crowned  with  bliss !  crowned  with  bliss ! 

Wm.  Bmter,  1888. 


Look  unto  me.  and  be  ye  Mved.      gg  ^  gg^ 


1888 

By  faith  I  see  my  Saviour  dying, 
On  the  tree,  on  the  tree ; 

To  every  nation  he  is  crying, 
"Look  to  me !  look  to  me  I " 

Tarn  To-day.   p.  4Sa. 


He  bids  the  guilty  now  draw  near. 
Repent,  believe,  dismiss  their  fear : 
Hark  I  hark !  what  precious  words  I  hear, 
*  *  Mercy's  free  I  mercy's  free !  " 

Did  Christ,  when  I  was  sin  pursuing. 

Pity  me,  pity  me? 
And  did  he  snatch  my  soul  from  ruin? 

Can  it  be,  can  it  be? 
Oh,  yes !  he  did  salvation  bring. 
He  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
And  now  my  happy  soul  can  sing 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

Jesus  the  Lord  of  Life  hath  spoken 

Peace  to  me,  peace  to  me ;  ^ 

Now  all  my  chams  of  sin  are  broken, 

I  am  free,  I  am  free. 
Soon  as  I  in  his  name  believed 
His  pardoning  ^race  my  soul  received. 
And  was  from  sin  and  death  retrieved. 
Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

1284  SECOND  PAST.  8s  &  68. 

Jesus  my  weary  soul  refreshes ; 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 
And  every  moment  Christ  is  precious 

Unto  me,  unto  me ; 
None  can  describe  the  bliss  I  prove 
While  through  this  wilderness  I  rove : 
All  may  enjoy  the  Saviour's  love, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

This  precious  truth,  ye  sinners,  hear  it, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free ; 
Ye  ministers  of  God  declare  it, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 
Visit  the  heathen's  dark  abode. 
Proclaim  to  all  the  love  of  God, 
And  spread  the  glorious  news  abroad, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 


Long  as  I  live  I'll  still  be  crying, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 
And  this  shall  be  my  theme  when  d3ring, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 
And  when  the  vale  of  death  I've  passed, 
When  wakened  by  the  trumpet's  blast, 
I'll  sing  while  endless  ages  last, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

A.  T.  W ,  Hunter's  Collection,  1851. 
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Turn  To-day. 


Sa&ea. 


Arr.  H.,  188& 
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O  sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die, 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 
While  Jesus  Christ  is  passing  by ; 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 
For  you  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood, 
Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  of  God, 
Oh,  plunge  in  mercy's  cleansing  flood, 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to  day. 

This  moment  heed  the  heavenly  call, 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 
Come  live  for  Him  who  died  for  all ; 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 
In  His  own  body  on  the  tree 
He  bore  our  sins  in  agony, 
Oh,  come  and  take  the  pardon  free. 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 

The  day  of  God  will  surely  come, 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day, 
When  men  shall  hear  their  final  doom ; 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 
Oh  how  can  you  in  judgment  stand, 
When  at  the  King's  supreme  command 
The  throngs  divide  on  either  hand? 

Turn  to-day,  turn  to-day. 


O  Saviour,  when  that  day  shall  come, 

Think  on  me,  think  on  me. 
Give  me  with  all  thy  saints  a  home, 

Pure  and  free,  pure  and  free. 
O  hear  my  prayer  thou  King  divine, 
Take  me  and  make  me  wholly  thine, 
Then  may  I  in  thy  likeness  shine, 
Safe  with  thee,  safe  with  thee. 

H.,  1885 

Copyright,  H.  L.  HaBtings,  18Sd. 


Thou  art  my  portion.  O  Lord. 
Fsalm  cxix.  57. 
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I  envy  not  the  rich  and  great, 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine : 
Content,  while  in  my  lowly  state, 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 
A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger  here, 
I  listen  to  his  words  of  cheer. 
And  sing  along  the  desert  drear, 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 

Let  others  boast  of  heaps  of  gold, 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine ; ' 

His  riches  never  can  be  told, 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 

Your  gold  will  waste  and  wear  away, 

Your  honors  perish  in  a  day ; 

My  portion  never  can  decay, — 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 

To-day,  as  yesterday  the  same, 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine ; 
How  precious  is  his  holy  name, 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 

He  is  my  Saviour  and  my  friend, 

He  will  protect,  sustain,  defend, 

He  will  be  with  us  to  the  end, 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 


Now  who  can  sing  my  song  and  say, 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine? 
My  life,  my  truth,  my  light,  my  way; 

Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine? 
Then  here's  my  heart,  and  here's  my  hand. 
To  form  a  happy  singing  band, 
And  shout  aloud  throughout  the  land, 
Christ  is  mine,  Christ  is  mine. 

Arr.  U.,  188& 
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My  heart  is  fixed,  eternal  God, 
Fixed  on  thee,  fixed  on  thee ; 

And  my  immortal  choice  is  made, 
Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 

He  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

Who  did  for  me  salvation  bring ; 

And  while  I've  breath  I  mean  to 
Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 

In  him  I  see  the  Godhead  shine; 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me ; 
He  is  the  Majesty  divine, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 
The  Father's  well-beloved  Son, 
Co-partner  of  his  royal  throne. 
Who  did  for  human  guilt  atone : 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 

In  pining  sickness  or  in  health, 
Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 
In  deepest  poverty  or  wealth, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 
And  in  that  all-important  day, 
When  I  the  summons  must  obey. 
And  pass  from  this  dark  world  away, 
Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 

At  home,  abroad,  by  night  or  day, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 
Where'er  I  preach  or  sing  or  pray, 

Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 
Him  first,  and  last,  him  all  day  long. 
My  hope,  my  solace,  and  my  song. 
His  praise  shall  dwell  upon  my  tongue. 
Christ  for  me,  Christ  for  me. 

Unknown^  cir.  ISAOi* 


The  God  of  love  and  peace. 
2  Cor,  xiii.  11. 
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Come  let  us  all  unite  to  sing 

God  is  love,  God  is  love ; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  their  praises  bring, 

God  \&  love,  God  is  love. 
Let  every  soul  from  sin  awake, 
Each  in  his  beart  sweet  music  make. 
And  sweetly  sing  for  Jesus'  sake, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 

Oh  tell  to  earth's  remotest  bound, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love; 
In  Christ  is  full  redemption  found, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 


His  blood  can  cleanse  our  sins  away, 
His  Spirit  turned  our  night  to  day, 
And  now  we  can  rejoice  to  say, 
God  is  love,  God  is  love. 

How  happy  is  our  portion  here,— 

God  is  love,  God  is  love ; 
His  promises  our  spirits  cheer, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 
He  is  our  sun  and  shield  by  day, 
Our  help,  our  hope, our  strength  and  stay, 
He  will  be  with  us  all  the  way. 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 

What  though^my  heart  and  flesh  should  fail, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love ; 
Through  Christ  I  shall  o'er  death  prevail, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 
Through  Jordan's  swell  I  will  not  fear. 
For  Jesus  will  be  with  me  there. 
My  head  above  the  waves  to  bear; 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 

In  Zion  we  shall  sing  again, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love ; 
Yes ;  this  shall  be  our  lofty  strain, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 
Whilst  endless  ages  roll  along. 
In  concert  with  the  heavenly  throng. 
This  shall  be  still  our  sweetest  song, 

God  is  love,  God  is  love. 

Howard  Kingsbury,  1865. 
1  OQQ      Sing  unto  the  Lord,  all  the  earth.    Qg  A;  go 

Let  all  the  earth  with  joyful  song 
Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

To  him  both  thanks  and  praise  belong, 
Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

He  hath  redeemed  us  by  his  blood. 

And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God. 

Oh,  sound  his  glorious  name  abroad^ 
Praise  the  Lord  1  Praise  the  Lord ! 


O  earth,  thy  Maker's  glory  sing ! 

Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord  I 
He  comes  to  reign,  thy  rightful  king, 

Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord ! 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  be  done 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun, 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  once  more  made  one, 

Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord. 

423      WUlTouOo?    p.  404. 
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Ill  You  Go? 


Sa&Oa. 
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Go  preach  the  Saviour',s  boundless  grace,  Go  point  out  Christ,  the  Hiding-place, 
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2  Go  forth  to  Af ric^s  teeming  land ; 
Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 

Midst  China^s  millions  take  your  stand; 

Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 
Tell  Indians  myriads,  **  Jesus  reigns," 
Let  countless  isles  resound  the  strains, 
From  rocks  and  vales,  or  hills  or  plains, 

Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 

3  Go  seek  the  scattered  tribes  which  roam. 
Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 

Oppressed,  despised,  without  a  home, 

Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 
Tell  the  poor  Jews  Messiah's  como, 
And  in  the  heart  they  pierced  there's  room 
For  all  who  flee  the  impending  doom ! 

Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 

4  Proclaim  ImmanuePs  power  to  save, 
Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 

From  sin,  and  Satan,  and  the  grave ; 

Who  will  go?  who  will  go? 
The  silver  trumpet  sweetly  blow, 
The  great  salvation  plainly  show 
To  black  and  white,  to  friend  and  foe. 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 


5  Lift  up  the  gospel  standard  high ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
Rise,  Zion's  watchman !  rise,  and  cry, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 


*  *  Behold  I  behold  your  Saviour  King !" 
His  praise  rehearse,  his  triumph  sing. 
Till  earth  with  hallelujahs  ring. 
Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

6  Dear  brethren,  let  us  haste  away, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
When  Jesus  calls,  nor  idle  stay ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
Come,  make  his  will  your  happy  choice. 
Go,  bid  the  wilderness  rejoice. 
Unite,  and  say  with  heart  and  voice, 

We  will  go,  we  will  go. 

A.  Huxley,  eUr.  1840? 
10^1  Him  that  Cometh  unto  me.        8s  A  6s 

Just  as  I  am,  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Now  I  come,  now  I  come ; 
To  wash  me  in  thy  cleansing  blood, 

Now  I  come,  now  I  come. 
While  mercy's  guiding  beacons  beam 
To  point  me  to  the  crimson  stream 
That  makes  the  foulest  sinner  clean. 

Now  I  come,  now  I  come. 


Just  as  I  am,  without  delay. 
Now  I  come,  now  I  come ; 
To  Christ  the  true  and  living  Way, 

Now  I  come,  now  I  come. 
For  pardon  purchased  on  the  tree. 
For  grace  and  mercy  rich  and  free, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  to  Thee, 
Now  I  come,  now  I  come. 

424      Oq  the  Cross,    p.  420. 


1|0^  ^uBtJi  ®m  Wi^ni  ^ir$t^t  @am$«        1242-1244 


1242  ^^^b^n*'^-  88  A  68. 

There  is  a  better  land,  they  say, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
A  land  of  pure,  unclouded  day. 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
There  dwells  the  King  in  cloudless  light, 
There  saints  shall  walk  with  him  in  white. 
There  comes  no  sorrow,  sin,  nor  night, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

There  shines  Jerusalem  above. 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
The  city  of  the  God  of  Love, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
And  when  that  city  shall  descend. 
And  God  himself  shall  dwell  with  men-, 
Say,  will  you  share  its  glory  then? 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

There  Christ  shall  reign,  the  King  supreme, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
While  all  the  angels  worship  him ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
There  saints  who  here  the  desert  trod. 
Redeemed  and  cleansed  in  Jesus*  blodd. 
Shall  walk  the  Paradise  of  God. 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

Come,  sinners,  seek  the  better  land, 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
Why  will  ye  longer  doubting  stand? 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
For  you  the  Saviour  left  the  sky. 
With  you  he  pleads,  '*  Why  will  ye  die? '' 
Can  you  resist  his  melting  cry? 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

H.,1888. 

1243  ^oS!^!t  88  &  68. 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  risen  Lord, 

March  along,  march  along ; 
Salvation's  Captain  gives  the  word, 

March  along,  march  along. 
Be  strong  in  God,  your  mighty  Friend, 
He  will  protect,  preserve,  aef end ; 
He  will  be  with  you  to  the  end ; 

March  along,  march  along! 

Press  on,  whatever  ills  betide, 

March  along,  march  along ; 
The  floods  before  you  shall  divide, 

March  along,  march  along. 


Your  Captain  by  your  side  doth  stand, 
Your  foes  shall  fall  on  every  hand. 
And  you  shall  gain  the  promised  land ; 
March  along,  march  along! 

Though  foes  may  gather  like  a  flood, 

March  along,  march  along ; 
Put  on  the  armor  of  your  God, 

March  along,  march  along. 
Dread  not  the  foe,  however  strong, 
Though  fierce  the  fight,  *twill  not  be  long ; 
Soon  ye  shall  sing  the  Conqueror's  song; 

March  along,  march  along! 

H.,  1886. 


1244 


Come  thou  with  oa. 
Numb.  X.  29. 


8s  &  6s. 


Tarn  To-day.    p.  422. 


We  are  going  to  sec  the  bleeding  Lamb ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
In  rapturous  strains  to  praise  his  name ; 

WiU  you  go?  will  you  go? 
Tlie  crown  of  life  we  there  shall  wear. 
The  Conqueror's  palins  our  hands  shall  bear, 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  we'll  share : 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

We  go  to  join  the  heavenly  choir. 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
To  raise  our  voice  and  tune  the  lyre ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
The  ransomed  myriads  there  shall  sing 
Hosannas  to  their  God  and  king. 
And  endless  melody  shall  ring: 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 

Ye  weary,  heavy-laden,  come : 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
In  paradise  there  still  is  room ; 

Will  you  go?  will  you  go? 
The  Lord  is  waiting  to  receive. 
The  troubled  conscience  to  relieve ; 

0  sinner,  on  him  now  believe : 
Come  believe,  come  believe! 

Oh,  could  I  hear  some  sinner  say, 

I  will  go,  I  will  go ! 
ril  start  this  moment;  clear  the  way! 

I  will  go,  I  will  go ! 
My  old  companions,  fare  you  well, 

1  will  not  go  with  you  to  hell ; 

I  mean  with  Jesus  Christ  to  dwell ; 
Let  me  go !  fare  you  well ! 

John  N.  MarSt  ab.  dr.  1840. 
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Lights  upon  the  distant  shore  Tell  me  of  my  home ;  Jordan's  billows  dark  may  roar, 
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pathway   beams,  Yon-der   shine  the  liv  -  ing  streams,  Yonder    is      my  home. 
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1245  ^"Vplte^r'^t  fr°-  ^8  &  5S. 

Lights  upon  the  distant  shore 

Tell  me  of  my  home ; 
Jordan's  billows  dark  may  roar, 

Jesus  bids  me  come; 
GHory  thro'  the  darkness  gleams, 
Light  upon  my  pathway  beams, 
Yonder  shine  the  living  streams, 

Yonder  is  my  home. 

Waiting  midst  the  shadows  chill, 

Long  the  moments  seem ; 
I  would  stand  on  Zion's  hill, 

Over  Jordan's  stream. 
There,  where  life's  pure  waters  glide, 
There  where  all  the  blest  abide. 
Close  to  Him  who  bled  and  died. 

Where. his  glories  beam. 

Come,  oh  come,  angelic  band, 

Come,  my  Saviour,  come! 
Bear  me  to  the  heavenly  land. 

My  eternal  home. 
Caught  away  in  clouds  of  light. 
Gathered  to  the  city  bright, 
There  to  walk  with  Christ  in  white, 

Come,  my  Saviour,  come.  I 

H.,188l.     ' 
Gopyrij^ht,  H.  L.  HagtingB,  1886.  426 
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1  OAfl        ^^  Bhall  find  rest  unto  your  souls,  ^a  jb  5vi 

Weary  head  and  weary  heart, 

Soul  by  cares  oppressed, 
Come  to  Jesus  as  thou  art, 

He  will  give  thee  rest ; 
Heavy-laden  with  thy  guilt. 
For  thy  sins  his  blood  was  spilt, 
Let  thy  hopes  on  him  be  built — 

Then  shalt  thou  be  blest. 

*'Take  my  yoke  and  learn  of  me," 

Is  his  kind  request. 
*' Light  shall  every  burden  be, 

I  will  give  thee  rest." 
Rest  from  sorrows  and  from  fears. 
Rest  from  anguish  and  from  tears. 
Rest  through  everlasting  years, 

On  thy  Saviour's  breast. 


Lord,  I  come ;  a  weary  soul 

For  thy  comfort  longs ; 
Pardon  me,  and  make  me  whole. 

Tune  my  heart  to  songs ; 
Then  my  tongue  shall  speak  thy  praise, 
Loud  my  lips  a  song  fehall  raise. 
To  the  Lamb  through  endless  days. 

Highest  praise  belongs. 

H.,18S5. 


'^%t  l3i|  o^  %  3Nii  1B[Ul  ionte. 


1247-1249 


The  Lord  is  not  slack. 
2  Pet.  iiL  9. 


78  &  5s. 


1247 

Though  the  ages  slowly  glide, 
And  the  years  seem  long ; — 

Though  the  scoffing  hosts  deride 
And  the  foe  is  strong; — 

Yet  the  day  of  God  shall  come ; 

Yet  the  world  must  meet  its  doom ; 

Yet  the  saints  shall  burst  the  tomb, 
Rising  with  a  song. 

He  who  promised  changeth  not ; 

Wrong  shall  not  prevail ; 
Not  one  word  shall  be  forgot ; 

Not  one  promise  fail. 
Though  in  mercy  he  delay, 
While  the  moments  pass  away. 
Yet  shall  come  the  awful  day 

When  the  proud  shall  quail. 

Soon  shall  time's  swift  passage  bring 

Thee,  the  Lord  of  all ; 
Then  thy  praises  we  will  sing, 

And  before  thee  fall. 
We  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Sing  thy  praise  with  joyful  heart, 
With  the  angels  bear  a  part. 

Crown  thee  Lord  of  all. 


The  morning  cometh. 
Isa.  xxi.  12. 


H..1886. 

7s&  5s. 
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Bright  shall  be  the  break  of  day, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come ; 

Darksome  night  shall  flee  away. 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

Sleeping  saints  shall  then  awake. 

And  their  narrow  beds  forsake ; 

Rocks  shall  rend,  and  earth  shall  quake, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

Into  life  we  shall  arise, 

When  the  Lord  doth  come ; 

We  shall  meet  him  in  the  skies, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

Hallelujahs  loud  and  long 

Shall  ascend  from  every  tongue ; 

*' Victory!"  shall  be  our  song, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

No  more  sin,  nor  pain,  nor  gloom, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come ; 

No  more  weeping  o'er  the  tomb, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 


Nothing  shall  our  bliss  alloy. 
Nothing  harass  or  annoy. 
Perfect  and  complete  our  joy, 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

Scattered  Israel  shall  return. 

When  the  Lord  doth  come ; 
Ransomed  Judah  cease  to  mourn. 

When  the  Lord  doth  com-e. 
With  the  late  and  early  rain. 
Bringing  forth  the  golden  grain, 
Canaan  shall  rejoice  again. 

When  the  Lord  doth  come. 

Peace  shall  spread  through  all  the  earth, 

When  the  Lord  doth  come ; 
Truth  and  righteousness  go  forth. 

When  the  Lord  doth  come. 
God  shall  then  with  men  be  found. 
Every  place  be  hallowed  ground, 
Life  and  beauty  shall  abound. 
When  the  Lord  doth  come. 


1249 


Unknown,  cir.  1876? 


Mercy  of  the  Lord  in  that  day.     'To  *,  e;  c 
2 Tim.  1.18.  iH  &  Ot>, 


Soul  of  mine,  there  comes  a  day 
When  the  world  shall  pass  away ; 
What  shall  be  thy  trust  and  stay 

In  the  Judgment  day? 
Think,  my  soul,  that  day  draws  near, 
Day  of  anguish  and  of  fear; 
Where,  my  soul,  wilt  thou  appear 

In  the  Judgment  Day? 

Soul  of  mine,  the  Judge  shall  come ; 
Hark,  his  voice  shall  rend  the  tomb ; 
Then  must  all  men  meet  their  doom 

In  the  Judgment  Day. 
O  my  soul,  thou  must  be  there ; 
Be  this  thought  thy  constant  care ; 
Then  shalt  thou  have  boldness  there. 

In  the  Judgment  Day. 

Bleeding  Christ,  to  thee  I  flee ; 
** Guilty"  is  my  only  plea; 
Save  me  now,  and  pity  me 

In  the  Judgment  Day. 
Thou  for  me  the  cross  didst  bear. 
Thou  for  me  the  thorns  didst  wear ; 
Suffering  Christ!  the  sinner  spare, 

In  the  Judi'ment  Day. 

°  H.,  1888. 
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Over  Therei 
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Geoi  B*  LeSf  1867.    Arr,  H.,  1879. 


1    I    can    see    beyond    the    riv-er.   Over  Jordan's  dashing  tide  ;There  TU  be  with 


Chorus. 


Christ  for-ev  -  er,  Close  to  his    sacred  side.  O-ver  there,  over  there,  Just  o  -  ver  there ! 
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2  Over  there  is  no  more  weeping, 
Over  there  all  pain  is  o'er; 

I  shall  rest  in  Jesus'  keeping, 
And  droop  and  die  no  more. 

Cho. — Over  there,  over  there,  just  over  there ! 

3  Over  there  is  no  more  sinning, 
Over  there  are  sunny  skies ; — 

Crowns  of  fadeless  beauty  winning, 
And  flowers  of  paradise.     Cko. 

4  Over  there  I'll  find  my  treasure, — 
Jewels  lost,  long,  long  ago ; 

Love  and  bliss  in  fullest  measure, 
There  my  sad  heart  shall  know.   Cho. 

5  Over  there  all  are  immortal ; 
Over  there  is  no  more  night ; 

And  the  City's  pearly  portal 
Is  now  almost  in  sight.     C?io, 

6  Will  you  go,  dear  sinner,  with  me, 
Where  the  Lamb  will  ever  reign, — 

Where  the  loved  of  earth  will  greet  thee, 
And  never  part  again?     Cm, 

Daniel  Thompson  Taylor,  1867. 


To  Him  be  glorj. 


1261  1  Pet  V 

Glory  to  Jesus  for  his  love. 
Plowing  to  every  nation. 

Bowels  of  sweet  compassion  move, 
Offering  free  salvation. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Haattnga,  1887. 


88  &  78. 


Here  may  the  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind, 
Every  needed  blessing  find ; 
Justice  and  mercy  here  combined, 
Offering  free  salvation. 

Sinners,  repair  to  Jesus'  arms; 

Why  will  you  slight  his  favor? 
Now  he  invites  you  to  his  charms, 

Willing  to  be  your  Saviour. 
Oh,  that  you  would  on  him  believe  1 
All  your  transgressions  he'll  forgive; 
Comfort  and  peace  shall  you  receive. 

Flowing  from  Christ  forever. 

Now  is  the  time,  no  more  delay, 
Fly  from  the  path  of  nature ; 

Fear  not  what  scoffing  sinners  say, 
Yield  to  your  great  Creator. 

So  shall  your  burdened  souls  obtain 

Freedom  from  all  your  guilt  and  pain ; 

So  shall  you  soon  in  glory  reign. 
Praising  your  great  Creator.   ' 


Then  shall  the  heavenly  arches  ring, 
*' Glory  to  God  our  Saviour  I" 

Angels  and  saints  shall  join  to  sing 
Praises  for  all  his  favof. 

Then  shall  the  theme  of  Jesus'  love. 

Sounding  through  all  the  courts  above. 

Every  tuneful  passion  move, 
Praising  the  Lord  forever. 

Unknown,  eir.  1810? 
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Treasure. 


8b  &  78  Peculiar. 


BidweU 7  1798.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 

Fms, 

m 


SI 


,  f    Je  -   SU8    to     ev  -  'ry    will  -  ing  mind    O  -  pens    a    heavenly        treasure ;  1 
\Here    may  the  sons  of    sor  -  tow  find    Bless-ings   be-yond  all         measure./ 


6^f  f  g  p  Fi^^ 


Je  -  SOS    a  -  lone  un  -  folds  to    view    Sourc-es      of     re  -  al       pleasure. 


See  what  employments  men  pur- sue,    Then  you  will  own    my  words  are  true. 


^^ 


1 262      ^°  ^lu>m  are  hid  all  Oie  trcMoret.  gg  ^  h^ 

2  Poor  are  the  joys  which  fools  esteem. 
Fading  and  transitory ; 

Mirth  is  as  fleeting  as  a  dream, 

Or  a  delusive  story. 
Luxury  leaves  a  sting  behind, 
Wounding  the  body  and  the  mind : 
Only  in  Jesus  can  we  find 

Pleasure  and  solid  glory. 

3  Learning,  that  boasting,glif  ring  thing,  j 

Scarce  can  be  called  a  blessing;  | 

Riches,  forever  on  the  wing, 

Pierce  us  with  woes  distressing. 
Fame  like  a  shadow  dies  away, 
Titles  and  dignities  decay, 
Naught  but  religion  can  display 

Joys  that  are  worth  possessing. 

4  Beauty  with  all  its  gaudy  shows, 
Is  but  a  painted  bubble ; 

Short  is  the  triumph  it  bestows. 

Full  of  deceit  and  trouble. 
Sensual  pleasures  swell  desire. 
Just  as  the  fuel  feeds  the  fire ; 
Only  religion  can  inspire 

Joys  that  the  years  redouble. 

5  Happy  the  man  who  has  a  Friend, 
Namely  the  God  of  nature, 

Well  may  he  feel  and  recommend 
Friendship  with  our  Creator. 


Then  as  our  hearts  in  Jesus  join, 
So  let  our  social  powers  combine. 
Ruled  by  a  passion  most  divine, 
Fellowship  with  our  Maker. 

^Bidwell.  179S. 

1268         ^'gS.'3?J""^       88  A  78. 

Jesus,  the  sinner's  friend  thou  art, 

Author  of  our  salvation. 
Healer  of  every  broken  heart, 

Giver  of  consolation ; 
In  our  distress  we  sought  thy  throne. 
Great  is  the  mercy  thou  hast  shown ; 
Gladly  we  show  what  thou  hast  done,  — 

Tell  it  to  every  nation. 

Help  us,  O  Lord,  to  bear  thy  cross, 
This  from  earth's  bondage  frees  us ; 

Help  us  to  count  all  things  as  loss, 
Strong  in  the  grace  of  Jesus ; 

Give  us  thy  strength,  O  God  of  power, 

On  us  thy  richest  blessings  shower; 

Help  us  in  every  trying  hour ; 
From  all  our  bonds  release  us. 

Come,  every  soul  by  sin  oppressed, 

Fly  to  the  arms  of  Jesus ; 
He,  he  alone  can  give  you  rest. 

He  from  our  burdens  frees  us; 
Turn,  sinner,  turn,  to  Jesus  flee. 
He  shed  his  blood  to  ransom  thee. 
Take  from  his  hands  the  pardon  free, 

Take  it,  and  follow  Jesus. 
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Th08.  UastingB,  1784-1872.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


1  Ye  who  know  your  sins  for  -  giv^-  en,    And  are     hap  -  py    in    the      Lord, 
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Have  you  read  that  gracious    promise  Which    the     prophet    doth     re  -  cord  ? 


Sane-  ti  -  fy     and  make  you    ho  -  ly,       I      will  dwell  and  reign  with  -  in. 
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will     sprinkle    you  with    wa  -  ter,    I    will  cleanse  you  from   all    sin, 
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I  Will  dwell  fn  them. 
2  Cor.  vi.  16. 


88  &  Vs. 


2  Tho'  you  have  much  peace  and  comfort, 

Greater  blessings  you  may  find, 
Freedom  from  unholy  tempers, 

Freedom  from  the  carnal  mind: 
To  procure  your  perfect  freedom, 

Jesus  suffered,  groaned,  and  died ; 
Qn  the  cross  the  healing  fountain 

Gushed  from  his  wounded  side. 

3  If  you  have  received  the  Spirit, 
Search  and  you, shall  surely  find 

All  the  Christian  marks  and  graces 
Planted,  growing  in  your  mind. 

Perfect  faith  and  perfect  patience,  * 
Perfect  lowliness,  and  then. 

Perfect  hope  and  perfect  meekness. 
Perfect  love  for  God  and  men. 

4  "Wake  up  I  brother ;  wake  up  I  sister ; 
Seek,  oh,  seek  this  holy  state ! 

None  but  holy  ones  can  enter 
Through  the  pure,  celestial  gate. 

Can  you  bear  the  thought  of  losing 
All  the  joys  that  are  above? 

No,  my  brother;  no,  my  sister; 
God  will  perfect  you  in  love. 

Unknoum,  ab.  cir.  1840? 
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Ye  see  the  day  approaching. 
Heb.  X.  25. 


88  &  Vs. 


430 


Lord,  we  see  the  day  approaching 

When  thou  wilt  again  appear; 
Sinners  still,  thy  garments  touching, 

Stay  thee  in  thy  coming  here. 
Hid  in  heaven  is  all  our  treasure. 

Patience  now  becomes  thy  saints ; 
Lord,  we  wait  thy  gracious  pleasure. 

Faith  should  silence  all  complaints. 

Coming  judgments  round  us  darken, 

Human  hearts  may  fail  or  fear ; 
But  to  thee  alone  we  hearken, 

**Your  redemption  draweth  near." 
Make  each  waiting  child  obedient. 

Stay  our  anxious  hearts  on  this : 
If  thy  going  were  **  expedient," 

Surely  thy  return  is  bliss. 

Our  own  Lord  is  coming  hither, 

Light  in  darkness,  joy  in  grief; 
Hope  deferred  would  quickly  wither 

Hearts  that  had  not  this  relief. 
All  we  need  is  deep  affection ; 

Singleness  of  eye  and  heart; 
Strength  to  own  thee  in  rejection ; 

Grace  suflScient,  Lord,  impart. 

Mary  Bowly  Feten,  ab.  l»47. 
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1  ORA  Bebold  what  manner  of  loTe.      0^,1   7a 

l^OD  1  John.  iii.  1.  OS  J  /  S. 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 
Fix  in  us  thv  humble  dwelling ; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation ; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

Breathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ! 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 
Take  away  our  power  of  sinning ; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave : 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing. 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

Finish  then  thy  new  creation ; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  at  last  we  take  our  place. 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee. 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


WeOey,  1757. 
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Righteous  God,  whose  vengeful  vials 

All  our  fears  and  thoughts  exceed. 
Big  with  woes  and  fiery  trials, 

Hanging,  bursting  o'er  our  head : 
While  thou  visitest  the  nations. 

Thy  selected  people  spai^. 
Arm  our  cautioned  souls  with  patience, 

Fill  our  humbled  hearts  with  prayer. 


If  thy  dreadful  controversy 
With  all  flesh  is  now  begun, 

In  thy  wrath  remember  mercy, 
Mercy  first  and  last  be  shown ; 


Plead  thy  cause  with  sword  and  fire. 
Shake  us  till  the  curse  remove. 

Till  thou  com'st,  the  world's  desire. 
Conquering  all  with  sovereign  love. 

By  the  signals  of  thy  coming. 

Soon  we  know  thou  wilt  appear. 
Evil  with  thy  breath  consuming, 

Setting  up  thy  kingdom  here : 
Thy  last  heavenly  revelation 

These  tremendous  plagues  forerun. 
Judgment  ushers  in  salvation, 

Seats  thee  on  thy  glorious  throne. 

Earth  unhinged,  as  from  her  basis, 

Owns  her  great  Restorer  nigh ; 
Plunged  in  complicate  distresses, 

Poor,  distracted  sinners  cry : 
Men,  their  instant  doom  deploring, 

Faint  beneath  their  fearful  load ; 
Ocean  working,  rising,  roaring. 

Claps  his  hands  to  meet  his  God. 

Every  fresh,  alarming  token, 

More  confirms  thy  faithful  word ; 
Nature  — for  its  Lord  hath  spoken, — 

Must  be  suddenly  restored : 
From  this  national  confusion. 

From  tliis  ruined  earth  and  skies. 
See  the  times  of  restitution. 

See  the  new  creation  rise ! 

Vanish  then  this  world  of  shadows. 

Pass  the  former  things  away ; 
Lord,  appear,  appear  to  glad  us 

With  the  dawn  of  endless  day : 
Oh,  conclude  this  mortal  story, 

Throw  this  fleeting  world  aside, 
Come,  eternal  King  of  glory. 

Now  descend,  and  take  thv  bride. 

Wesley,  17«. 


1  OiSfl     "^^6  Lord  bloss  thee  and  keep  thee,  o^  .   ^g 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  tliy  blessing, 

Bid  us  now  depart  in  peace ; 
Still  on  heavenly  manna  feeding, 

Let  our  faith  and  love  increase; 
Fill  each  breast  with  consolation ; 

Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise ; 
When  we  reach  our  blissful  station. 

We  will  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

Robert  Hawker,  1787. 
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Parting  Hand. 


L.  M. 


^  F^Ui  W  Izsj: 


Jeremifth  Ingalls,  1808. 
Fins. 


{1  My  Christian  friends  in  bonds  of  love,  Whose  hearts  in  sweetest     un  -  ion  move, ) 
Your  friendship's  like    a      sa-cred  band,  Yet    we  must  take  the  part  -  ing  hand.  / 


And  must  we    from  each  oth  -  er  part,  While  kin-dred  ties  twine  round  each  heart  ? 


iUJ-^.iii-IH  'ibSfcdzjbja 


va/ 


Your  acts  are    kind,  your  un  -  ion  dear.  Your  words  de  -  lightful      to    my    ear ; 


Th«7  thoald  gee  hie  tkce  no  more. 
AcU  XX.  88. 


L.  M. 
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2  How  sweet  the  hours  have  passed  away 
When  we  have  met  to  sing  and  pray! 
How  hard  it  is  to  leave  the  place 
Where  Jesus  showed  his  smiling  face ! 
Oh,  could  I  stay  with  friends  so  kind, 
How  it  would  cheer  my  struggling  mind, 
But  duty  makes  me  understand 

That  we  must  take  the  parting  hand. 

3  How  oft  I've  seen  your  flowing  tears, 
And  heai'd  you  tell  your  hopes  and  fears ; 
Your  souls  with  love  have  seemed  to  flame, 
Which  gives  the  hope  we'll  meet  again ; 
But  since  it  is  God's  holy  will, 

We  must  be  parted  for  a  while. 
In  calm  submission,  all  as  one, 
We'll  say,  our  Father's  will  be  done. 

4  Dear  blooming  youth  in  Christian  ties, 
Who  seek  for  mansions  in  the  skies ; 
Press  on,  you'll  gain  the  peaceful  shore, 
Where  parting  hands  are  clasped  no  more. 
Poor  mourning  souls,  in  sad  surprise 
Jesus  remembers  all  your  cries ; 

Oh,  trust  his  grace,  and  seek  that  land 
Where  none  shall  take  the  parting  hand. 

5  Ye  careless  souls,  I  bid  farewell ! 
Say,  will  you  come  with  saints  to  dwell? 
Or  will  you  from  that  blood -bought  band 
Forever  take  the  parting  hand? 


Beloved  friends,  both  old  and  young, 
Oh,  may  you  all  in  Christ  be  strong; 
And  if  on  earth  we  meet  no  more, 
Oh,  may  we  meet  on  Canaan's  shore. 

6  Remember  me  in  friendship  dear, 
Though  now  my  voice  no  more  you  hear ; 
At  mercy's  throne  let  incense  rise, 
That  we  may  meet  in  paradise. 
O  glorious  day !  O  blessed  hope ! 
My  soul  flies  onward  at  the  thought, — 
When  in  that  holy,  happy  land. 
We'll  no  more  take  the  parting  hand. 

John  Slain,  1818.    Air.  U.,188& 


Much  people . 
"oh 


took  branches. 
John  xii.  12. 18. 


L.  M. 
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The  people  still  go  forth  to  meet. 
And  Jesus  with  hosannas  greet ; 
The  Author  of  our  joy  we  bless. 
The  King  of  peace  and  righteousness. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  on  earth  to  reign, 
He  brings  us  back  our  power  again, 
The  sovereignty  which  Adam  lost, 
With  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

In  us.  who  Christ  our  God  adore, 
He  doth  his*kingdom  here  restore; 
And  in  our  faithful  hearts  we  prove 
The  reigning  pow'r  of  Jesus'  love. 
We  soon  shall  meet  him  in  the  sky. 
And,  ceaseless,  hallelujah  cry  I 
Palms  in  our  hands  as  conquerors  bear, 
And  glory  on  our  foreheads  w,ear. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1761 
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Once  more  we  press  the  hand  and  part, 

For  we  must  say  farewell  again ; 
Yet  still  we  mingle  heart  with  heart, 

Linked  by  a  never-broken  chain. 
Still  one  in  life,  and  one  in  death, 

One  in  our  hope  laid  up  above ; 
One  in  our  joy,  our  trust,  our  faith, 

One  in  each  other's  steadfast  love. 

Yet  we  must  part,  and  parting,  weep ; 

What  else  has  earth  for  us  in  store 
But  farewell  pangs  so  sharp  and  deep. 

And  farewell  words  so  sad  and  sore? 
But  we  shall  meet  again  in  peace, 

To  sing  the  song  of  festal  joy, 
Where  none  shall  bid  our  gladness  cease. 

And  naught  our  fellowship  destroy. 

There  none  shall  beckon  us  away, 

Nor  bid  our  festival  be  done ; 
Our  meeting-time  the  eternal  day. 

Our  meeting- place  the  eternal  throne ! 
There,  hand  in  hand,  firm  linked  at  last, 

And  heart  to  heart  enfolded  all. 
We'll  smile  upon  the  troubled  past. 

And  wonder  why  we  wept  at  all. 

Then  we  will  press  the  hand,  and  part, 

Tho'  loving  and  tho'  fondly  loved ; 
For  we,  in  spirit  and  in  heart, 

Are  undivided,  unremoved. 
And  when  the  last  glad  trumpet's  sound 

Proclaims  our  tears  and  partings  o'er. 
Oh,  may  we  all  the  throne  surround, 

And  dwell  with  Christ  for  evermore. 

HoraHua  Bonar,  1857.    Arr.  H.,  1865. 


While  the  evil  days  come  not. 
Eccl.  xU.  1. 


L.  M. 
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Ye  youth  whose  hearts  with  pleasure  glow, 

Whose  hopes  on  earthly  things  depend, 
Who  follow  pleasure,  pomp,  and  show, 

Come,  hear  the  counsels  of  a  friend : 
I  too  have  bowed  at  pleasure's  shrine, 

Have  turned  my  back  on  God  and  heav'n ; 
But  peace  and  rest  were  never  mine 

Until  I  knew  my  sins  forgiven. 

I  heard  my  Saviour's  gentle  voice, 
I  listened  to  His  gracious  call ; 

He  bade  my  weary  heart  rejoice. 
And  rescued  me  from  Satan's  thrall : 

Daane  St.    p.  24k2. 


And  now,  redeemed  thro'  Jesus'  blood, 
With  yearning  heart  the  lost  I  view; 

O  weary  sinners,  far  from  God, 
I  bring  His  word  of  grace  to  you. 

The  flush  of  youth  may  soon  be  past, 

The  day  of  gladness  end  in  tears ; 
Oh,  what  shall  be  your  hope  at  last? 

What  light  shall  gild  your  closing  years  ? 
Soon  may  the  grave  become  your  bed. 

And  death  may  wrap  you  in  its  gloom, 
In  dust  shall  lie  the  proudest  head, 

Till  roused  to  meet  the  final  doom. 

Called  by  their  Maker's  high  command, 

The  dead  both  small  and  great  shall  hear : 
W lien  they  before  the  throne  shall  stand, 

Then,  sinner,  where  wilt  thou  appear? 
The  mocker's  mirth  shall  change  to  tears, 

The  song  be  turned  to  sorrow's  sigh, 
As  heaven  the  fearful  doom  declares — 

The  soul  that  sinneth  it  shall  die. 

How  canst  thou  stand  in  that  great  day? 

How  meet  the  Judge  with  glory  crowned? 
When  heav'n  and  earth  are  passed  away, 

O  sinner,  where  wilt  thou  be  found? 
To-day  attend  the  call  of  God ; 

Oh,  seek  his  mercy  while  you  may ; 
Then  shalt  thou,  washed  in  Jesus'  blood. 

Have  boldness  in  the  judgment  day. 

U.,  1881. 


How  besntiftil  upon  the  mounteinB. 
Isa.  Ui.  7. 
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Go,  leaders  of  the  heavenly  host, 

Go,  heralds  of  the  King  divine : 
Lights  of  a  world  in  darkness  lost. 

Go  forth,  and  thro'  earth's  shadows  shine. 
Speed  on  your  way  like  sunbeams  fleet, 

By  the  eternal  Spirit  led ; 
And  beautiful  shall  be  your  feet. 

Like  morning's  glow  on  mountains  spread. 


Shine  forth  on  time's  dark  wintry  night, 

With  promise  of  morn's  golden  ray ; 
When  He  shall  come,  man's  Life  and  Light, 

To  bring  the  everlasting  day. 
Go  in  the  ardor  of  your  youth, 

Go  in  the  flush  of  manhood's  prime ; 
Carry  the  lamp  of  heavenly  truth. 

And  fill  the  world  with  light  divine. 

H.,  1885. 
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1  The  Ood    of  Abraham  praise,  Who  reigns  enthroned  a- bove;  Ancient  of    cv-er- 
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last-ing  days,  And  God     oi'^love;    Je  -  ho-vah,  great  I    AM  I  By  earth  and 


heav'n  confessed ;  I    bow  and  bless  the  sa  -  cred  name,  For  -  ev    -     er     blessed. 
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1264  He  it  thy  prriiw,  and  he  to  thy  God.  gg^gS, 

2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
At  whose  supreme  command 

From  earth  I  nse,  and  seek  the  joys 

At'his  right  hand: 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power, 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 

My  Shield  and  Tower. 

3  The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 

Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days, 

In  all  his  ways: 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend, 
He  calls  himself  my  God  I 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end, 

Through  Jesus'  blood. 

4  He  by  himself  hath  sworn — 
I  on  his  oath  depend — 

I  shall,  on  eagles'  wings  upborne, 

To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 

I  shall  his  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 

Forevermore. 

Copyright,  H.  1^  Hastings,  1886. 
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6  Though  nature's  strength  decay, 

And  earth  and  hell  withstand, 
To  Canaan^s  bounds  I  urge  my  way, 

At  his  command : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass. 

With  Jesus  in  my  view ; 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

6  The  goodly  land  I  see. 
With  peace  and  plenty  blessed ; 

A  land  of  sacred  liberty 

And  endless  rest; 
There  milk  and  honey  flow, 
And  oil  and  wine  abound ; 
And  trees  of  life  forever  grow, 
With  mercy  crowned. 

7  There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  Righteousness; 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 

The  Prince  of  Peace : 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 

His  kingdom  still  maintains ; 
And  glorious,  with  his  saints  in  light. 
Forever  reigns. 
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8  He  keeps  his  awn  secure, 
He  guards  them  by  his  side, 

Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 

His  spotless  bride ; 
With  streams  of  sacred  bliss, 
With  groves  of  living  joys, 
With  all  the  fruits  of  paradise, 

He  still  supplies. 

1266  TmBD  PART.      6s,  88  &  4s. 

9  Before  the  great  Three-One 
They  all  exulting  stand. 

And  tell  the  wonders  he  hath  done 

Through  all  their  land. 
The  listening  spheres  attend. 

And  swell  the  growing  fame. 
And  sing  in  songs  which  never  end 

The  wondrous  Name. 

10  The  God  who  reigns  on  high, 
The  great  archangels  sing ; 

And  **Holy,  holy,  holy,"  cry, 

**  Almighty  King  I 
Who  was  and  is  the  same, 
And  evermore  shall  be ; 
Jehovah,  Father,  great  I  AM, 
We  worship  thee !" 

11  Before  the  Saviour's  face 
The  ransomed  nations  bow ; 

O'erwhelmcd  at  his  almighty  grace, 

Forever  new : 
He  shows  his  prints  of  love, — 

They  kindle  to  a  flame  I 
And  sound  thro'  all  the  worlds  above. 

The  slaughtered  Lamb. 

12  The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high ; 

*'Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost!" 

They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God,  and  mine  I 

I  join  the  heavenly  lays, 
All  might  and  majesty  are  thine. 

And  endless  praise. 

Thomas  Olivers,  1725-1799. 
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1 0A^  ^  Mount  Zion.  a     -m 

Who  in  the  Lord  confide. 

And  feel  his  sprinkled  blood. 
In  storms  and  hurricanes  abide 

Firm  as  the  mount  of  God. 
Steadfast,  and  fixed,  and  sure. 

His  Zion  can  not  move ; 
His  faithful  people  stand  secure. 

In  Jesus'  guardian  love. 

As  round  Jerusalem 

The  hilly  bulwarks  rise, 
So  God  protects  and  covers  them 

From  all  their  enemies. 
On  every  side  he  stands, 

And  for  his  Israel  cares ; 
And  safe  in  his  almighty  hands 

Their  souls  forever  bears. 

But  let  them  still  abide 

In  thee,  all-gracious  Lord, 
Till  every  soul  is  sanctified. 

And  perfectly  restored. 
The  men  of  heart  sincere. 

Continue  to  defend ; 
And  do  them  good,  and  save  them  here. 

And  love  them  to  tlie  end. 

ChArlcB  Weslej.  ab.4741. 

1  Oil Q  Kintr  of  kintrs,  RTid  Lord  of  lords.  ^    ^^ 
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Praise  ye  the  King  of  kings  I 

The  Lord  of  lords  adore ! 
Tune  every  harp,  and  wake  its  strings 

Like  mighty  thunder's  roar. 
Tell  ye  His  praise  abroad, 

The  victories  He  has  won; 
Sing  of  the  glory  of  our  God, 

Who  migl2y  deeds  hath  done. 

Thou  who  the  thorns  didst  wear. 

Now  deck  thyself  with  gems; 
O  King  of  kings,  in  might  appear 

With  many  diadems. 
Come,  reign  in  majesty ; 

Thy  will  on  earth  be  done ; 
And  in  that  day  remember  me. 

And  claim  me  for  thine  own. 

n.,  1885. 
Ijaban.  p.  166.  Evening  Hymn.  373. 
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WOltam  E.  Chute,  I860. 
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Proclaim  the  lofty  praise 

Of  Him  who  once  was  slain, 
But  now  is  risen,  through  endless  days, 

To  live  and  reign ; 
He  lives  and  reigns  on  high, 

Who  bought  us  with  his  blood, 
Enthroned  above  the  farthest  sky, 
Our  Saviour,  God. 

The  Son  of  God  adore ; 

Ye*ransomed,  spread  his  fame ; 
With  joy  and  gladness,  evermore 

Laud  his  great  name ; 
Let  every  tongue  confess 

That  Jesus  Christ  is  Lord, 
And  every  creature  join  to  bless 
Th'  incarnate  Word. 

All  honor,  power,  and  praise, 

To  Jesus'  name  belong ; 
With  hosts  seraphic,  glad,  we  raise 

The  sacred  song:  — 
**  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  they  cry, 
*  ^  That  on  the  cross  was  slain, 
But  now,  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  lives  to  reign." 

He  lives  to  bless  and  save 

The  souls  redeemed  by  grace. 
And  rescue  from  the  dreary  grave 

His  chosen  race ; 
And  soon  we  hope,  above, 
A  louder  strain  to  sing. 
With  all  our  powers  to  praise  and  love 
Our  Saviour,  King. 

Sanih  Boardman  Judaon,  180^1845. 

By  Permission. 


fiff  rrr  f  f  riff  ff  m 


1270       "^•"£SSSr»' "*»**•  68, 8s  A  4s. 
When  shall  I  see  the  day 

That  ends  my  tears  and  woes? 
When  shall  I  final  victory  gain 

O'er  all  my  foes? 
When  will  the  trumpet  sound 
That  calls  the  exiles  home? 
The  promised  great  Sabbatic  year. 
When  will  it  come? 

The  crown  of  glory  bright, 

By  faith,  laid  up  I  see. 
In  yonder  realms  of  cloudless  light, 

Prepared  for  me. 
Oh,  may  I  faithful  prove. 

And  keep  the  prize  in  view. 
And  steadfast  thro'  the  storms  of  life, 
My  way  pursue. 

Jesus,  be  thou  my  Guide, 

My  pilgrim  steps  attend, 
Oh,  keep  me  ever  near  thy  side, 

My  Saviour,  Friend. 
Be  thou  my  Shield  and  Sun, 
My  Saviour  and  my  Guard, 
And  when  my  work  on  earth  is  done, 
My  great  Reward, 

Oh,  how  I  long  to  see 

That  happy,  happy  day. 
When  sorrow,  sighing,  sin,  and  pain. 

Shall  flee  away. 
When  all  the  heavenly  tribes 

Shall  find  their  long-sought  home ; 
The  promised  jubilee  of  heaven, 
When  will  it  come? 

Uithunim,elbr.W40,   Arr.U..18». 
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I  have  let  thee  a  watchman. 
Bzek.  xxziii.  7. 


S.  31. 


1271 

Hark,  how  the  watchmen  cry, 

Attend  the  trumpet's  sound ! 
Stand  to  your  arms,  the  foe  is  nigh, 

The  powers  of  hell  surround : 
Who  bow  to  Christ's  command, 

Your  arms  and  hearts  prepare ; 
The  day  of  battle  is  at  hand ! 

Go  forth  to  glorious  war! 

See,  in  the  mountain's  top, 

The  standard  of  your  God ! 
In  Jesus'  name  I  lift  it  up, 

All  stained  with  hallowed  blood. 
His  standard-bearer,  I 

To  all  the  nations  call : 
Let  all  to  Jesus'  cross  draw  nigh  I 

He  bore  the  cross  for  all. 

Ye  who  his  call  obey. 

Behold  the  banner  spread 
To  cover  in  the  evil  day 

His  faithful  soldier's  head : 
Be  strong  in  Jesus'  might, 

The  panoply  divine 
Put  on, — ^beneath  this  standard  fight, 

And  conquer  in  this  sign. 

Go  up  with  Christ  your  Head ; 

Your  Captain's  footsteps  see ; 
Follow  your  Captain,  and  be  led 

To  certain  victory. 
All  power  to  him  is  given ; 

He  ever  reigns  the  same ; 
Salvation,  happiness,  and  heaven 

Are  all  in  Jesus  name. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 


The  Captain  of  their  salvation. 
Ueb.  11. 10. 


S.  M. 


1272 

Our  Captain  leads  us  on ; 

He  beckons  from  the  skies, 
And  reaches  out  a  starry  crown, 

And  bids  us  take  the  prize : 
"Be  faithful  unto  death; 

Partake  my  victory ; 
And  thou  shalt  wear  this  glorious  wreath, 

And  thou  shalt  reign  with  me." 

Angels  your  march  oppose, 
Who  still  in  strength  excel, 

Our  secret,  sworn,  eternal  foes, 
Cou^tles8,  invisible: 


With  rage  that  never  ends. 

Their  hellish  arts  they  try. 
Legions  of  dire,  malicious  fiends. 

And  spirits  enthroned  on  high. 

But  shall  believers  fear? 

But  shall  believers  fly? 
Or  see  the  bloody  cross  appear. 

And  all  their  powers  defy? 
By  all  hell's  host  withstood, 

We  all  hell's  host  o'erthrow ; 
And  conquering  them,  through  Jesus*  blood, 

We  still  to  conquer  go. 

From  strength  to  strength  go  on, 

Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray : 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down. 

And  win  the  well-fought  day : 
Still,  let  the  Spirit  cry 

In  all  his  soldiers,   '  *  Come ;" 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descend  from  high, 

And  take  the  conquerors  home. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1749. 

19751         Now  are  we  the  sons  of  Ood.  «    ^r 

X«#0  lJohiiia.2.  o*  •«^« 

Behold  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  has  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race,  ^ 

To  call  them  sons  of  God. 
Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 

We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure. 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and^in. 

As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 
We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father !  cry, 

And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

laaae  Watts,  ab.  1709. 


Behold,  he  cometh  with  cloada. 
Bey.  i.  7. 


S.  M. 


1274 

Behold  He  comes  with  clouds, 

Whom  every  eye  shall  see ; 
Around  him  throng  angelic  crowds, 

With  shouts  of  victory ! 
In  majesty  untold 

He  comes  in  glory  down 
And  they  who  pierced  him  shall  behold 

Him  crowned  with  many  a  crown. 

U..  1882. 
p.  160. 


437      Dunbar,    p.  17)9, 


tiabap. 


1276-1 276  ll<%Jiftr  %  JHiig  T^  ^^^  ®titing>* 


The  Old,  Old  Story.  / 


William  GustavuB  Fischer  »I.8G9. 


I  lore  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry  Of   oaseea  thingB  sbore ;  Of   Je  •  bus  and  his  glo-ry,    Of   Je-snB  and  his  lore; 


i^j^ 


I  loTe  to  tell  the   Bto-ry*  htaim  I  knov  'tis  true ;  It   sat-is-fies  my  losgings,  is  nothing  else  eaa  do. 


^"^^fff^W^ 


Chorus. 


p^SE^^p^ 


I  loTO  to  tell  the  sto-ry,  'Twill be  mythemeinglo-ry,    To  tell  the  old,  old  sto-ry    Of  Je-susandhia  loTe, 


^^irnif 


1275  ^^^"-'^•Jf/ilS^cx^r?.'""'™''"Ts&6s. 

I  love  to  tell  tlie  story 

^f  unseea  things  above ; 
Of  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love ; 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

Because  I  know  'tis  true ; 
It  satisfies  my  longings, 

As  nothing  else  would  do. 

Chobus. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 
'Twill  be  my  theme  in  glory. 
To  tell  the  old,  old  storv 
Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

More  wonderful  it  seems 
Than  all  the  golden  fancies 

Of  all  our  golden  dreams. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

It  did  so  much  for  me ! 
And  that  is  just  the  reason 

I  tell  it  now  to  thee. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story; 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 


BvPertnisBion. 


438 


I  love  to  tell  the  story, 
•For  some  have  never  heard 

The  message  of  salvation, 
From  God's  own  holy  word. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story ;  ^ 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  new,  new  song, 
'Twill  be  the  old,  old  story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long. 

Kate  Hankej,  ab.  1865. 
1  0*711  Let  all  the  angeU  of  Ood  worship  him.  ^  g    g  g 

Let  all  the  angels  worship, 

Let  all  the  saints  adore 
The  Father's  sole  begotten, 

Who  lives  to  die  no  more ; 
No  tongue  his  glory  telleth, 

No  eye  his  power  can  see ; 
In  him  the  godhead  dwelleth, 

In  fullest  majesty. 

Chorus. 
While  all  heaven's  hosts  adore  Thee, 
Thou  Brightness  of  God's  glory ; 
We  too  would  bow  before  Thee, 
Our  Saviour,  God,  and  King. 

U.,  1886. 

BUssionary  H^rmn.    p.  249. 
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Who  have  fled  for  refuge. 
Heb.  vi.  18. 


7s&6s. 


1277 

By  many  sorrows  burdened, 

Weighed  down  by  sin  and  guilty 
My  soul  hath  fled  to  Jesus^ 

Whose  blood  for  me  was  spilt ; 
And  in  his  boundless  mercy 

My  heart  hath  found  repose 
From  all  my  inward  sorrow, 

From  all  my  outward  foes. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  refuge  of  the  weary, 
In  sin's  dark  desert  dreary ! 
Come,  all  ye  heavy  laden. 
And  in  his  love  find  rest. 

When  Satan  would  affright  me, 

And  sins  disturb  my  soul ; 
When  tempests  lower  above  me, 

And  waters  o'er  me  roll ; 
When  all  around  is  vocal 

With  terror  and  alarm, 
I  flee  to  Christ  for  refuge. 

And  trust  his  mighty  arm. 

My  house,  though  small  and  lowly, 

Is  built  upon  a  rock ; 
It  fears  no  torrent's. fury. 

It  dreads  no  tempest's  shock ; 
Though  helpless  and  unworthy, 

Yet  confident  I  cling, 
And  trust  in  God  to  hide  me 

Beneath  his  sheltering  wing. 

Strong  in  my  mighty  refuge, 

My  soul  secure  doth  sit; 
I  hear  my  Saviour's  counsels 

While  lingering  at  his  feet ; 
And  looking  up  confiding, 

I  meet  the  loving  eye 
Of  Him  who  bore  my  sorrows. 

And  for  my  sins  did  die. 

In  Him  all  grace  and  mercy. 

All  power  and  love  unite ; 
He  is  my  strength  and  wisdom, 

My  righteousness  and  light. 
In  him  my  soul  hath  pardon, 

And  rest,  and  joy,  and  peace ; 
His  smile,  like  summer  sunshine, 

Bids  doubt  and  anguish  cease. 


I  find  Him  near  in  trouble, 

I  come  to  him  in  prayer ; 
I  tell  him  all  my  sorrows, 

I  cast  on  him  my  care ; 
My  soul  looks  out  with  longing, 

And  waits  to  see  him  come. 
And  gather  all  his  pilgrims 

To  rest  with  him  at  home. 


Behold,  thy  King  cometh. 
Zech.  ix.  d. 


H.,  1867. 


7s  &  6s. 
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Behold,  behold  He  cometh. 

The  everlasting  King  1 
O  earth,  rejoice  to  meet  him, 

O  floods,  his  praises  sing ! 
He  comes  to  bring  his  glory. 

And  make  our  sorrows  cease ; 
O  earth,  take  up  the  story, 

And  hail  the  Prince  of  peace ! 

Chorus. 

All  hail,  thou  King  of  glory, 
We  wave  our  palms  before  thee, 
With  angel  throngs  adore  thee, 
And  crown  thee  Lord  of  all. 

Behold,  behold  He  cometh, 

To  wipe  away  our  tears ;  * 

Long  have  we  waited  for  him, 

Lo,  he  our  God  appears  I 
The  King  in  all  his  beauty 

Soon  shall  our  eyes  behold. 
And  dwell  in  his  fair  city, 

And  walk  the  streets  of  gold. 

Behold,  behold,  He  cometh. 

With  many  a  flaming  crown ; 
All  kingdoms  fall  before  him, 

Before  him  kings  bow  down : 
Angels  and  men  adoring. 

Low  at  his  footstool  fall. 
With  singing  go  before  him, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

Behold,  behold,  He  cometh  I 

At  midnight  sounds  the  cry ; 
Ye  virgins,  rise  to  meet  him. 

The  bridegroom  draweth  nigh : 
Oh,  let  your  lamps  be  burning. 

Oh,  watch,  and  wait,  and  sing. 
Till  Christ,  from  heaven  returning, 

The  crown  of  life  shall  bring. 

H.,  1880. 

439  Webb.   p.  394. 
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a  way-worn    trave 
His  back  was  burdened    heav 


er,    In    tat-tered    garments      clad« 
y,    His  strength  was  alrmost     gone, 

-r-    r — :^ — -r    ]^~ 


6 1. 1  g  f  I 


I II  ^_^  ^  g    g    *    *   r^ 


A     •    struggling   up       a  mountain;     It        seemed  that    he     was  sad. 
But_he    shout -ed     as      he  journeyed,  *«De     -      liv-er-ance   will  come!" 


Chorus. 


Then  palms  of   vie  -  to-ry,Crowns  of  glo-  ry,  Palms  of  ric  -  to  -  ry  we  shall  bear. 
Yes,  palms  of  vie  -  to-ry,Crown8  of  glo-  ry,  Palms  of  vie  -  to  -  ry  we  shall  bear. 


19*70  And  palms  in  their  hands.        h-^    «.  Aa 

2*  The  summer  sun  was  beaming, 

The  sweat  was  on  his  brow ; 
'  His  raiment  was  all  dusty, 

And  his  step  was  very  slow. 
Still  he  kept  pressing  forward, 

For  he  was  wending  home, 
And  he  shouted  as  he  journeyed, 

*' Deliverance  will  come!" 

3  The  songsters  in  the  arbors 
That  grew  beside  the  way 

Attracted  his  attention, 

Inviting  his  delay. 
His  watchword  being  **  Onward  I" 

He  stopped  his  ears  and  ran, 
Still  shouting  as  he  journeyed, 

** Deliverance  will  come!" 

4  I  saw  him  in  the  evening. 
When  the  sun  was  bending  low, 

He  overtopped  the  mountain, 
And  reached  the  vale  below. 

His  Elder  Brother  met  him— 
His  journey  it  was  done — 

And  he  shouted,  as  it  ended, 
'  *  Deliverance  will  come !" 


By  IferinisstoQ. 
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5  His  eyes  were  dim  and  heavy, 
His  body  weak  and  wan, 

Therefore  his  Brother  gave  him 

A  couch  to  lie  upon ; 
And  closed  the  blinds  around  him, 

And  locked  him  up  alone. 
That  nothing  might  disturb  him. 

Till  deliverance  should  come. 

6  Hope  made  for  him  a  pillow, 
And  faith  a  garment  rare, 

To  wrap  him  in  his  slumbers, 
Till  Christ  his  home  prepare. 

But  when  the  dawn  of  morning 
Broke  in  his  little  room, 

He  rose,  and  cried  ^  *  Hosanna ! 
Deliverance  has  come!" 

7  Then  I  heard  the  song  of  triumph 
He  sung  upon  that  shore. 

Saying,  '^  Jesus  has  redeemed  me, 

To  suffer  never  more ;  '* 
And  casting  his  eyes  backward 

On  the  race  that  he  had  run, 
He  shouted  loud,  *  *  Hosanna ! 

Deliverance  has  come!" 

J.  S.  Jfatthiat,  cir.  189).    Charles  T.  Catlin,  cir.  IB45? 
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1  OQH       On  his  head  were  many 

Behold  a  mighty  Conqueror 

In  majesty  descend ; 
Heaven's  armies  robed  in  glory 

Upon  his  march  attend. 
He  wears  a  blood-stained  vesture, 

He  bears  an  unknown  name, 
And  all  heaven's  mighty  myriads 

His  praises  wide  proclaim. 

Chorus. 
O  King  eternal,  King  immortal, 
King  of  glory,  come  and  reign ! 

Who  is  this  King  of  glory? 

He  is  the  Lamb  once  slain ; 
Now  Judah's  mighty  Lion, 

He  comes  to  rule  and  reign. 
Once  mocked,  and  scorned,  and  smitten, 

He  wore  a  crown  of  thorn ; 
Now  diadems  of  beauty 

His  radiant  brow  adorn. 

Can  this  be  he  who  suffered, 

And  for  our  sins  did  die? 
Who  cried  in  anguish,  '*  Eloi, 

Lama  Sabachthani  "  ? 
Is  this  the  head  that,  bowing. 

Hung  lifeless  on  the  tree. 
Now  crowned  with  all  the  splendors 

Of  immortality? 

But  who  are  these  around  Him, 

Who  in  his  glory  share? 
Ah,  these  are  they  who  suffered 

And  who  his  cross  did  bear: 
Caught  up  with  clouds  to  meet  him, 

To  joy  they  enter  in, 
And  dwell  with  him  forever, 

Beyond  all  pain  and  sin. 

No  fearful  or  faint-hearted 

Who  shun  his  cross  of  pain, 
Shall  in  that  bright  assembly 

With  Christ  in  glory  reign ; 
But  they  wlio  suffer  with  him 

Shall  all  his  honors  share, 
And  in  the  heavenly  kingdom, 

A  crown  of  glory  wear. 

Come,  ye  who  have  despised  him, 

And  all  his  power  defied. 
His  mercy  waits  to  save  you, 

He  for  your  sins  has  died ; 
Wftsionary  Hymn.    p.  9^9» 


Make  haste  to  seek  his  pardon. 

The  day  is  drawing  near 
When  Christ,  so  long  rejected, 

In  glory  shall  appear.  h..  isas. 

1281        A  city  whteh  hath  foundations,    ^g  jfc  gg. 

Thou  city  of  foundations. 

Fair  dwelling  of  our  King, 
We  call  thy  walls  salvation, 

Thy  gates  of  praise  we  sing : 
As  pilgrims  and  as  strangers 

We  tread  earth's  weary  road. 
And  seek  through  toils  and  dangers 

The  palace  of  our  God. 

Chorus. 
Great  Shepherd,  lead  us,  guide  and  feed  us, 
Bring  us  to  thy  heavenly  fold. 

O  home  of  joy  and  blessing. 

In  exile  here  we  wait ; 
Our  pilgrim  state  confessing, 

We  seek  thy  open  gate, 
Where  all  the  saved  immortals 

Shall  share  thy  peace  and  rest. 
Within  thy  hallowed  portals. 

Redeemed,  and  crowned,  and  blest. 

O  home  of  cloudless  splendor, 

Within  thy  pearly  gate 
The  good,  the  true,  the  tender, 

In  joy  shall  congregate ; 
And  our  poor  hearts  are  yearning 

And  longing  there  to  come : 
Our  tearful  eyes  are  turning 

To  that  eternal  home. 

Ah,  shall  we  see  that  glory, 

And  with  the  holy  dwell? 
Shall  we  with  them  the  story 

Of  full  redemption  tell? 
No  worth  have  we,  or  merit ; 

Only  our  Saviour's  blood 
Can  fit  us  to  inherit 

The  City  of  our  God. 

Upon  thy  love,  O  Saviour, 

Our  weary  souls  we  cast. 
And  pray  thee  in  thy  favor 

Forgive  our  errors  past : 
And  may  thy  sweet  compassion 

Encompass  all  our  way 
To  full,  complete  salvation, 

In  endless,  cloudless  day. 


441    Webb.    p.  394, 
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1  Oh,  for  the  robes  of  whiteness!  Oh,  for  the  tearless  eyes !   Oh,  for  the  glorious 


brightness      Of    the      un-cloud  -  ed  skies  I  Oh,     for    the    no  more    weeping, 


i'i^i  ^  J  'U  iijij.  ^  '  JiJ 


TE^ 


-— ^ 


m 


With  -  in    that  land    of   love,      The    end- less    joy      of    keep  -  ing      The 


Refrain. 


P^ 


bri  -  dal   feast     a  -  bove !  Robes  of  whiteness    we  shall  wear,Palms  of  tri-umph 


^ 


p^ 


«^fi- 
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we   shall  bear,   End-less     glo  -  ries  wait    us  there.  When  we  ar- rive     at  home. 


t^Y  I 


Ff^g    T'   g'lf  f  fllfi-r 


1282       "^^lai^vt^l"'"-      Vs  A  6s. 

2  Oh,  for  the  bliss  of  flying 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet  I 
Oh,  for  the  rest  of  lying 

Forever  at  liis  feet  I 
Oh,  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face, 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place 

Copyright,  H.  L.  Hagtings,  188i. 


3  Jesus,  thou  King  of  glory, 

I  soon  shall  dwell  with  thee, 
I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 

Of  thy  great  love  to  me. 
Meanwliile  my  thoughts  shall  enter 

E'en  now  before  thy  throne. 
That  all  my  love  may  centre 

In  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

Charitie  Lee*  Smith  Bcmcrq/tf  WA 
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1283-1285 


1288  ^''SSSt'i^T'^'  '78  &  6s. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ; 

Work  through  the  morning  hours, 
Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  nowers ; 
Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter ; 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming; 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor ; 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

When  man  works  no  more. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ; 

Under  the  sunset  skies, 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadcth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

Aauie  L.  Walker,  1860. 

Chorus. 
Work !  the  day  is  passing  by ; 
Work !  for  souls  around  you  die ; 
Work  beneath  the  Master's  eye 
And  work  while  day  shall  last. 

H.,  1886. 

1  9QA.  The  day  is  at  hand.  '7«  *,  rU' 

X  40CHfc  Rom.  xiii.  12.  /  S  &  0  S. 

Work,  for  the  day  is  coming, — 

Day  in  the  Word  foretold, 
When,  'mid  the  scenes  triumphant. 

Longed  for  by  saints  of  old, 
He  who  on  earth  a  stranger 

Traversed  its  paths  of  pain, 
Jesus,  the  Prince,  the  Saviour, 

Comes  evermore  to  reign. 

Work,  for  the  day  is  coming ; 

Darkness  will  soon  be  gone ; 
Then  o'er  the  night  of  weeping 

Day  without  end  shall  dawn. 
What  now  we  sow  in  sadness, 

Then  we  shall  reap  in  joy; 
Hope  will  be  changed  to  gladness, 

praise  be  our  best  employ. 


Work,  then,  the  day  is  coming ! 

No  time  for  sighing  now  I 
Harps  for  the  hands  once  drooping, 

Wreaths  for  the  victor's  brow. 
Now  morning  light  is  breaking, 

Day  dawns  in  every  land ; 
Night  shades  beset  no  longer, 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  at  hand. 

Basil  Manly,  ab.  cir.1880. 

Chorus. 

Day  is  coming,  darkness  flies  ! 
Glory  breaks  along  the  skies  ! 
Slumbering  souls,  awake !  arise ! 
And  Christ  shall  give  you  light. 

H.,  188G. 

1286    ^^  ^^M3S?xS.''ii"/  ''^''^'  Vs  &  6s. 

Jesus,  the  sinner's  refuge, 

Jesus,  the  sinner's  rest, 
Sheltered  beneath  thy  mercy, 

I  in  thy  love  am  blest. 
Thou  art  my  joy  and  comfort. 

Thou  art  my  sun  and  song. 
Thou  art  my  shield  and  buckler, 

Thou  art  my  refuge  strong. 

Resting  on  thy  promise  sure, 
Strengthened  by  thy  Spirit  pure, 
We  shall  to  the  end  endure, 
And  gain  eternal  rest. 

Safe  in  the  heavenly  mansions. 

Safe  on  the  shining  shore. 
Safe  where  no  wicked  trouble, 

Safe  where  all  toil  is  o'er. 
Safe  in  the  home  of  beauty, 

Safe  in  the  bowers  of  rest. 
Safe  in  our  Father's  presence. 

Safe  on  our  Saviour's  breast. 

.  Jesus,  Saviour,  grant  that  we, 
Safe  from  sin,  from  sorrow  free, 
In  thy  presence  there  may  be, 
In  thy  eternal  home. 

XX. « looo. 

Work,  for  the  Night  Ig  Coming. 


Safe  In  the  Arms  of  Jesas. 


1286 


Shepherd. 


%  WJi  Tim  Tin  JhM, 


H.,  Arr.  1879. 


My  Cre-a-tor    is  my  Shepherd,  I  no  want  shall  know  or  fear;  Heshallguideme 


Cho/its. 


and  protect  me  AU  the  while  I  wander  here.  For  the  Lord  is  my  shepherd,  I  will 


fear      no    evil ;    His  rod  and  his  staff  they  comfort  me :   Surely  goodness  and 


mercy    ShaU  follow  me   ever,     Till  my  Father's  face     I    in    glory      see. 


1286     ^^•^fliriW'*-      8s  &  7s. 

My  Creator  is  my  Shepherd, 
I  no  want  shall  know  or  fear ; 

He  shall  guide  me  and  protect  me 
All  the  while  I  wander  here. 

Chobvs. 

For  the  Lord  is  my  Shepherd, 

I  will  fear  no  evil ; 
His  rod  and  his  staff  they  comfort  me ; 
Surely  goodness  and  mercy 

Shall  follow  me  ever, 
Till  my  Father's  face  I  in  glory  see. 

Though  I  walk  the  shadowed  valley, 
Yet  I  will  not  fear  its  gloom ; 

Copyright,  H.  h.  Uostingi,  1879. 
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Light  shall  beam  along  my  pathway, 
Light  shall  play  around  the  tomb. 

In  the  pastures  green  he  feeds  me, 
Where  the  waters  gently  glide ; 

In  the  righteous  pathways  leads  me, 
Seeks  me  when  I  turn  aside. 

^Mid  my  foes  he  spreads  my  table, 
Feeds  my  soul  with  heavenly  bread, 

Scatters  manna  in  the  desert, 
And  with  joy  anoints  my  head. 

All  my  life  shall  grace  and  mercy 
Follow  me  where'er  I  roam. 

To  the  palace  of  his  glory, 
That  shall  be  my  endless  home. 

H.,187». 


I  KiH  ynnx^  Wi^t,  ®  @x^ 


1287-1290 


WMmot. 


8B<fe7«. 


Carl  Maria  von  Weber,  1786-1826. 


1  Praise  the  Lord  with  ex  -  ul  -  tation!    My  whole  heart  my    Lord  shall  praise ; 

~J — 


^^ 


^ 


m 


^ 


m 


9- 


fV^nn 


g)  II  d    3    fel    ^1 3    ^    ^t 


'Midst  the    up-right     con  -  gre  -  ga  -  tion,    Lof-tiest    hal  -  le 


jsr 
lu  -  jah*s  raise. 


wr  p  F  p^ 


4- 


p  iiF  P  r^  pif^^^ 


1287    ia"»«»«|™j^jj.*^i««p'«^»*-  ss&Ys. 

2  All  His  works  are  great  and  glorious, 
Saints  review  them  with  delight ; 

His  redemption,  all  victorious, 
We  remember  day  and  night. 

3  Meat  He  gives  to  those  who  fear  him, 

Of  his  covenant  mindful  still ; 
Wise  are  those  who  much  revere  him, 
And  rejoice  to  do  his  will. 

4  For  His  grace  stands  fast  forever, 
His  decrees  the  saints  secure ; 

From  his  oath  he  turneth  never, 
Every  promise  standeth  sure. 

5  Therefore  be  His  praise  unceasing. 
Be  his  name  forever  blest ; 

And  with  confidence  increasing. 
Let  us  on  his  promise  rest. 

Charles  H.  SpurKeon,  1868. 

10I2Q  O  Lord,  my  Rock.  Aa/k^a 

IdOO  Psalm  xxvUi.  1.  °***  '**• 

Lo,  the  Lord  Jehovah  liveth ! 

He^s  my  Rock,  I  bless  his  name ; 
He,  my  God,  salvation  giveth ; 

All  ye  lands,  exalt  his  fame. 

O'er  his  enemies  exalted, 
See  the  great  Redeemer  rise  I 

Though  by  powers  of  hell  assaulted, 
God  supports  him  to  the  skies. 

God,  Messiah's  cause  maintaining. 
Shall  his  righteous  throne  extend ; 

O'er  the  world  the  Saviour  reigning. 
Earth  shall  at  his  footstool  bend. 

Wniiam  Goode,  1811. 
Hespera.    p.  869.  4 


4.1 


1  OI2Q       ^'^  ^7  bread  upon  the  waters,    ga  &  ^g 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters. 
Thinking  not  'tis  thrown  away ; 

God  himself  saith,  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters. 

Wildly  though  the  billows  roll ; 
They  but  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest 

Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 

As  the  seed,  by  billows  floated. 
To  some  distant  island  lone, 

So  to  human  souls  benighted, 
That  thou  flingest  may  be  borne. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 

Why  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand? 
Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest, 

If  thou  sow'st  with  liberal  hand. 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Hanqford,  ab.  1852. 
1290       ^""^;Yx&?*  ^'"•-     88  A  7s. 

Look  not  on  the  wine  in  redness, 
Gleaming,  dancing,  in  its  light ; 

In  its  sparkle  there  is  madness, 
In  its  beauty  there  is  blight. 

Like  a  serpent  it  beguileth. 

Like  a  monster  it  devours ; 
Man's  whole  nature  it  defileth, 

Blasts  and  ruins  all  his  powers. 

Transient  joy  the  wine-cup  bringeth, 
But' it  leaves  behind  a  pang; 

And  at  last  the  soul  it  stingeth 
Like  an  adder's  venomed  fang. 

H.,  1882. 
Aatnmii.    p.  256. 


1291-1293 


T<  ar^  |ftj{  Iri^iiij- 


What  a  Friend  wa  have  in  Jesus.  8t  Jk  7i. 

4!!i — j^ — ^ 


Charles  0.  ConTenet  b.  Itti. 


^i^^ 


I 

What  a  Friend  we  have  in      Je  -  bus,        All    our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ! 


What     a    priv  -  i  -  lege    to    car  -  ry 


Ev  -  ery-thing  to    God  in  prayer ! 


All     because .  we    do    not  car 


ery-thing  to    God  in  prayer! 


\^=^ 


Oh,  what  peace  we    of  -  ten  for  -  feit, 


Oh,  what  needless  pain  we   bear, 


1291  '  ^'^'^  XhiVv?li'''°*'-       88  A  78. 

What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer ! 
Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer ! 

Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden. 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? — 
Preciou^  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer ; 
In  his  arms  heUl  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


By  t^ermtosion. 


Blessed  Jesus,  thou  hast  promised 

Thou  wilt  all  our  burdens  bear. 
May  we  ever,  Lord,  be  bringing 

All  to  thee  in  earnest  prayer. 
Soon  in  glory,  bright,  unclouded. 

There  will  be  no  need  for  prayer ; 
Rapture,  praise,  and  endless  worship. 

Shall  be  our  sweet  portion  there. 

Joaeph  Serive»t  clr.  1855. 

1292      ^^•"•^iS^iSr""'^    88  &  Vs. 

Bless,  my  soul,  the  Lord  thy  Maker, 

All  within  me  tell  his  praise ; 
All  his  benefits  remember. 

Think  on  all  his  gracious  ways. 
All  thy  sins  thy  God  forgiveth. 

From  diseases  makes  thee  whole, 
He  thy  life  from  death  redeemeth, 

With  his  kindness  crowns  thy  soul. 

U..1881 
1 298         ^""^  ^  *2  CoJfvl'?*'"**"'"       88  &  Vs. 

Haste,  O  sinner,  to  the  Saviour, 
Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may; 

Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over, 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  away ; 

]:  Haste,  O  sinner!  haste,  O  sinner  1 
You  must  perish  if  you  stay.  :| 

Andrew  Reed,  ab.  1787-1862. 
Sicilian  Hymn.  M7. 
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Wh$  ©r0w  0jf  t%^  IBarh  f  ^stt«  ©i^iitel         1294-1296 


1394        New  heavens  and  a  new  earth,     gs  A  Ys. 

Weary  pilgrim,  why  this  sadness? 

Why  'mid  sorrow's  scenes  decline? 
Trials  strange  bring  joy  and  gladness, 

For  all  things  shall  yet  be  thine. 
Earth  anew,  with  robe  of  glory, 

Shall  rejoice  in  hill  and  vale; 
There  glad  harps  shall- tell  the  story 

Of  the  love  that  could  not  fail. 

Thou  shalt  range  the  fields  of  pleasure, 

Where  joy's  gushing  songs  arise ; 
Thou  shalt  have  thy  well  stored  treasure. 

In  the  New  Earth's  Paradise. 
Weary  pilgrim,  leave  thy  sadness, 

To  Mount  Zion  thou  art  come ! 
Swell  thy  songs  of  joy  and  gladness, 

And  rejoice  in  thy  blest  liome. 

Emily  Clemens  Pearson,  cir.  1844. 
1296    We  have leftnlUnd  followed  thee,  gg  ^  ^S. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be ; 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I've  sought,  and  hoped,  and  known. 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me ; 

Thou  art  not,  like  men,  untrue ; 
And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  m(\ 

Show  thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 

Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ! 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  I 
In  thy  service  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  thy  favor  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  called  thee,  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  set  my  heart  on  thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gatlier. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast; 

Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest ; 


Oh,  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
While  thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 

Oh,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear ; 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

What  a  Father's  smiles  are  thine ; 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee : 

Child  of  heaven,  should'st  thoui*epine? 

Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee — 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

HenryFrancis  Lyte,  1824. 


Ts. 


1  2d  6         Behold,  he  cometh  with  clouds.    3«^  ^ 

Lo,  He  cometh  1  countless  trumpets 
Blow  to  wake  the  slumb'ring  dead; 

'Mid  ten  thousand  saints  and  angels 
See  their  great,  exalted  Head : 
|:  Hallelujah  I  hallelujah ! 

Welcome,  -welcome,  Son  of  God!  :|| 

Full  of  joyful  expectation, 

Saints,  behold  the  Judge  appear ! 

Truth  and  justice  go  before  him, 
Now  the  joyful  sentence  hear: 
[: Hallelujah!  hallelujah! 

Welcome,  welcome.  Judge  divine!  :] 

'Tis  the  day  so  long  expected  ; 

Shout,  ye  saints,  and  triumph  now ; 
See  your  Lord,  by  man  rejected; 

Many  crowns  adorn  his  brow; 

II :  'Tis  his  triumph;  His  his  triumph; 
Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow.  :|| 

John  Cennick,  ab.  1749. 
BUesdie. 


^^S 


Antamn. 
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p.  256. 


Wilmot.    p.  445. 


129Y-1298 


ll[0tttti^h  for  9uti  9^m»g^»tmt$. 


I  Am  Knocking. 


8,7.8.7.7,7,8,8. 


H.,  1879. 


I    amknocking.  gently  knocking,  At  thy  door.  O  lonely  one;  If  thou  hear  my 


Yoice  and  open,  I  will  make  thy  heart  my  home.  Knocking  see  the  Saviour  wait,  At  thy 


KTFfi^FrrirrFirf  rrii  i  I'li 


Jiit, 


barred  and  bolted  gate ;  Who  will  heed  the  gracious  token  ?  Who  to  him  the  door  will  open  r 


1297 


I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock. 
Bev.  iii.  80. 


8s  &  7s. 


I  am  knocking,  gently  knocking 

At  thy  door,  O  lonely  one ; 
If  thou  hear  my  voice  and  open, 

I  will  make  thy  heart  my  home. 

Chorus. 

Knocking  see  the  Saviour  wait, 
At  thy  barred  and  bolted  gate ; 
Who  will  heed  the  gracious  token? 
Who  to  him  the  door  will  open  ? 

I  am  knocking,  while  in  sorrow 

Thou  art  dwelling,  lone  and  sad : 
I  will  bring  a  bright  to-morrow, 

I  will  make  the  mourner  glad. 
I  am  knocking,  sinner  weary, 

Wilt  thou  bid  me  enter  jn? 
I  will  cheer  thy  dwelling  dreary, 

I  will  free  thy  heart  from  sin. 

I  am  knocking ;  time  is  passing ; 

Wilt  thou  open  now  the  gate? 
Thou  who  for  so  long  hast  waited, 

Open,  ere  it  be  too  late. 

I  am  knocking;  if  thou  heed  not. 
Then  before  the  heavenly  gate, 

Thou  shalt  knock,  and  have  for  answer. 
Only  this;  ** Too  late,  too  late." 

H.,  1888 
Copyright,  k.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 


1 2flfi     ^^  ^''^  bruised  for  oar  iniquities.    Og  ^  hg 

Saviour,  scom'd,  and  scourg'd,  and  smitten, 

Bruised,  pierced,  and  cro  wn*d  with  thorn ; 
For  the  world's  transgression  stricken, 

Who  our  load  of  guilt  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  burst  the  silent  tomb. 
Thou  hast  brightened  all  its  gloom. 

Thou  hast  passed  death's  iron  portal, 

King  eternal  and  immortal. 

While  angelic  hosts  adore  thee. 
We  on  earth  would  bless  thy  name ; 

While  heaven's  myriads  bow  before  thee 
We  thy  mercy  would  proclaim. 

Thou  who  wast  for  sinners  slain. 

Wash  us  from  each  guilty  stain ; 
So  shall  we  thy  name  confessing, 
Evermore  partake  thy  blessing. 

Soon  the  day  of  glory  dawning. 
Shall  reveal  our  Saviour's  face ; 

Oh,  the  brightness  of  that  morning ! 
Oh,  the  fullness  of  that  grace ! 

We  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art ; 

Thou  wilt  heal  each  broken  heart; 
Oh,  may  we  then  bow  before  thee, 
And  with  all  heaven's  hosts  adore  thee. 


44 g    HarwelL    p.  366.         Carolina. 


H.,1886. 
p.  368. 


S$]^&  iii$  |Rm 


1299-1300 


Homeless. 


sar 


6s  &  lOs. 


H.,  1879. 


la 


i 


1  Birds  have  their  qui  -  et    nest,     Fox  -  es  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed; 


All  creatures  have  their  rest,  But    Je  -  sus  had    not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

W-nnr«-T- .. » T-r-^ 1 r       W     L^ 


I 


1209  ^**'''***'^*Luke°i?6?^^*^"  es&ios. 

2  And  yet  He  came  to  give 
The  weary  and  the  heavy-laden  rest ; 

To  bid  the  sinner  live,  [breast. 

And  soothe  my  griefs  to  slumber  on  his 

3  What  then  am  I,  my  God, 
Permitted  thus  the  paths  of  peace  to  tread  r 

Peace — ^purchased  by  the  blood 
Of  Him  who  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

4  I — who  once  made  him  grieve, 
1 — ^who  once  bade  his  gentle  spirit  mourn  ; 

Whose  hand  essayed  to  weave 
For  his  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn, 

5  Oh  why  should  I  have  peace? 
Why !  but  for  that  unchanged,  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease, 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above ! 

6  Yes ! — ^but  for  pardoning  grace, 
I  feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see 

The  brightness  of  that  face 
That  once  was  pale  and  agonized  for  me. 

7  Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest. 
Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed ; 

Come,  Saviour  I  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  thine  oft-rejected  head. 

8  Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 
The  only  rest  on  earth  thou  loVst — ^within 

A  heart  that  for  thy  sake 
Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 

J.  S.  B,  MoiueU,  ab.  1887. 
By  FtermiMion.  449 
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The  lint  and  the  Last 
Rev.  ii.  8. 


6s&  lOs. 


Behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 
Who  bears  the  world's  dread  load  of  sin  away 

For  us  he  sheds  his  blood. 
To  change  our  gloomy  night  to  endless  day. 

Behold  the  Crucified! 
For  me  the  Sinless  hangs  upon  the  tree. 

This  love  of  Him  who  died,  [me. 

Makes  all  earth's  glories  loss  and  dross  to 

Behold  the  risen  One ! 
Conqueror  of  death,  ascending  to  the  sky ; 

What  wonders  he  hath  done ! 
And  now  he  liveth  never  more  to  die. 

Behold  the  great  High  Priest ! 
All  po  w'r  in  heaTn  and  earth  is  in  his  hands ; 

Our  names  are  on  his  breast : 
To  plead  for  us  before  the  throne  he  stands, 

Behold,  He  comes  with  clouds  I 
Along  the  sky  flames  forth  his  wondrous  sign 

Girt  with  celestial  crowds, 
His  radiant  glories  like  the  lightnings  shine. 

Behold  the  Judge  of  all! 
Before  his  face  the  heavens  are  fled  away ! 

There  throng  the  great  and  small : — 
Oh,may  my  soul  have  boldness  in  That  Day ! 

Behold  the  King  of  kings !      [him  fall, 
Heaven's  hosts,  earth's  myriads,  low  before 

Each  tongue  his  praises  sings ; 
We  join  the  song,  and  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

U.,18M. 


8i  «ft  7s.  Welsh.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


{We    are      liv-ing,     we     are      dwelling      In      a      grand  and  aw  -  ful  time :  1 
In     an    age    on      a  -  ges      tell-ing;      To     be       liv-ing   is      sublime.  / 
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Hark!  the    wak- ing      up      of      na-tions,     Gog      andMa-gog    to    the    fray; 
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Hark !  what  soundeth  ?    Is      ere  -  a  -  tion   Groaning    for      its 


1 801    ^'  ^*&?'xT;'ir"*  **^-   8s  &  Ys. 

We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling 

In  a  grand  and  awful  time ; 
In  an  age  on  ages  telling; 

To  be  living  is  sublime. 
Hark !  the  waking  up  of  nations, 

Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fray ; 
Hark  I  what  soundeth?    Is  creation 

Groaning  for  its  latter  day? 

Will  ye  play,  then,  will  ye  dally 

With  your  music  and  your  wine? 
Up  I  it  is  Jehovah's  rally ! 

God's  own  arm  hath  need  of  thine. 
Hark  I  the  onset  1  will  ye  fold  your 

Faith-clad  arms  in  lazy  lock? 
Up,  oh,  up,  thou  drowsy  soldier  I 

Worlds  are  charging  to  the  shock. 

Worlds  are  charging,  heaven  beholding ; 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight ; 
Now  the  blazoned  cross  unfolding. 

On — right  onward  for  the  right  I 
On  I  let  all  the  soul  within  you, 

For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad  I 
Strike!  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 

Tell  on  ages— tell  for  God ! 


7s. 


Arthnr  Cleveland  Coxe,  1840. 


1802  ^'^^'b^'.'i'^"'       8s  & 

**  Home  at  last "  on  heavenly  mountains, 

Heard  the  **Come,  and  enter  in ;" 
Saved  by  life's  fair  flowing  fountains, 

Saved  from  earthly  taint  and  sin. 
Free  at  last  from  all  temptation, 

No  more  need  of  watchful  care ; 
Joyful  in  complete  salvation. 

Given  the  victor's  crown  to  wear. 

Saved  from  sorrow — no  more  weeping, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest — 
Wakened  from  the  dreamless  sleeping, 

From  the  grave-yard's  quiet  rest. 
Saved  to  greet  on  hills  of  glory 

Loved  ones  we  have  missed  so  long ; 
Saved  to  tell  the  sinner's  story, 

Saved  to  sing  redemption's  song. 

Welcomed  at  the  pearly  portal, 

Welcomed  by  the  angel  band ; 
Welcomed  to  the  life  immortal, 

In  the  blessed  kingdom -land. 

Home,  sweet  home, "  our  home  forever. 

Weary  pilgrimages  past ; 
Welcomed  home  to  wander  never. 

Saved  thro'  Jesus — **Home  at  last." 


t( 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  Vm. 


Maria  Alger  Crozier^  cir.  1870i 
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It  is  a  good  land. 
Deut.  i.  25. 


8s  &  Is. 


See,  above  time's  clouds  and  shadows, 

See,  my  soul,  the  land  of  light ! 
Where  the  breeze  is  ever  balmy, 

Where  the  sky  is  ever  bright. 
In  it  spring  life's  crystal  fountains, 

Through  it  peaceful  rivers  flow 
And  renew  its  glorious  landscapes, 

Which  with  life  eternal  glow. 

Storms  that  rage  in  death's  dark  valleys 

Die  this  side  its  golden  strand ; 
Sighs  are  lost  in  songs  of  triumpli 

On  its  shining  border  land. 
Now  at  length  a  mighty  rapture 

Thrills  this  troubled  heart  of  mine. 
In  the  prospect  of  possessing 

This  inheritance  divine. 

WeUh  of  W.  Thomas.    2V.  W.  Edwards,  ab,  cir.  1880. 
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It  is  finished. 
John  zix.  90. 


8s  &  Vs. 


Hark !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary ; 

See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 

Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky : 

|:  *  *  It  is  finished !  "  *  ^t  is  finished !  " 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry.  :|| 

It  is  finished, — Oh,  what  pleasure 
Do  these  precious  words  afford  I 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord. 

J:  * '  It  is  finished  I "  *  *  It  is  finished  I" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record.  :|| 

Tune  your  hearts  anew,  ye  seraphs, 
Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme ; 

All  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven 
Join  to  praise  Immanuel's  name : 

1:  Hallelujah  I     Hallelujah  1 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! :] 

Jonathan  Evans  ?ab.  1784. 


Ood  be  merciftil  to  me. 
LukexriiLlS. 


88  &  7s. 


1805 

Jesus,  full  of  all  compassion, 

Hear  thy  humble  suppliant's  cry ; 

Let  me  know  thy  great  salvation ; 
See,  I  languish,  faint,  and  die. 

Guilty,  but  with  heart  relenting. 

Overwhelmed  with  helpless  grief, 
Sicilian  Hymn.    p.  967* 


Prostrate  at  thy  feet  repenting. 
Send,  oh,  send  me  quick  relief  I 

Whither  should  a  wretch  be  fljring, 
But  to  Him  who  comfort  gives? 

Whither,  from  the  dread  of  dying, 
But  to  him  who  ever  lives? 

While  I  view  Thee,  wounded,  grieving. 
Breathless  on  the  cursed  tree. 

Fain  I'd  feel  my  heart  believing 
That  thou  suffer'dst  thus  for  me. 

Hear,  then,  blessed  Saviour,  hear  me ; 

My  soul  cleaveth  to  the  dust ; 
Send  the  Comforter  to  cheer  me ; 

Lo  I  in  thee  I  put  my  trust. 

On  the  word  Thy  blood  hath  sealed 

Hangs  my  everlasting  all ; 
Let  thy  arm  be  now  revealed ; 

Stay,  oh,  stay  me,  lest  I  fall ! 

In  the  world  of  endless  ruin, 
It  shall  never.  Lord,  be  said, 

**  Here's  a  soul  that  perished,  suing 
For  the  boasted  Saviour's  aid  I" 

Saved  I  the  deed  shall  spread  new  glory 
Through  the  shining  realms  above  I 

Angels  sing  the  pleasing  story, 
All  enraptured  with  thy  love ! 

Daniel  2brfier,  ab.  1709. 


1806 


Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes.         Qa  m,  ^a 
Biatt  xxL  16.  OS  *   /  8. 

Children,  hail  the  holy  stranger, 
Who  descended  from  above ; 

Who  in  Bethlehem's  lowly  manger. 
Showed  the  Father's  boundless  love. 

Chorus. 

Babe  of  Bethlehem  renowned, 
Bearer  of  man's  sin  and  pain, 

Now  with  wondrous  glory  crowned, 
Blessed  stranger,  come  again. 

Wave  on  high  your  palms  before  him ; 

Loud  your  glad  hosannas  sing; 
With  the  voice  of  praise  adore  him, 

Hail  him  as  the  children's  King  I 

While  the  proud  and  great  are  scorning, 
Higher  sound  the  rapturous  lays  I 

For  from  lips  of  little  children 
Hath  the  Lord  perfected  praise. 

H.,  1877. 
45  X      Antumn.    p.  S56.    Greenville,    p.  J958. 
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Expectation. 


8b  A  7b. 


H.,  An,  1899. 


1  Hail,  thou  once    de  -  spis  -  &d    Je  -  sus !  Hail,  thou  Gal  -  i  -  le  -   an  King  1 
Thou  didst  suf  -  fer      to      release       us ;  "^hou  didst  free   sal  -  ya  -  tiou  bring. 


mf  FiF-f=#i||  i  r  Fir  f  r  riPji 
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Hail,  thou  ag  -    o  -  niz  -  ing    Saviour,    Bear  -  er     of     our    sin    and  shame ! 


By      thy    mer  -  its      we  find    fa  -  vor ;  Life 


is      giv  -  en  through  thy  name. 


4tL      ft     ^      :ft      ^      J2-^ 


78. 


1807       ^^^Vi,*!""'     88* 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 
All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid ; 

By  almighty  love  anointed, 
Thou  hast  full  atonement  made ; 

All  thy  people  are  forgiven, 

Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood ; 

Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 
Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesus,  hail  I  enthroned  in  glory. 
There  forever  to  abide ; 

All  the  heavenly  host  adore  thee. 
Seated  at  thy  Father's  side ; 

There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading, 
There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare ; 

Ever  for  us  interceding. 
Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

4  Worship,  honor,  power,  And  blessing, 
Thou  art  worthy  to  receive ; 

Loudest  praises  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright,  angelic  spirits  1 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits ; 


O  how  loTe  I  thy  law ! 


SSifcTs. 


Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise. 


John  BakewelU  1757. 
By  rermiuion. 


Augustus  M.  Toplady,  ab.  1776. 


1  QOfi  O  how  ]oTe  X  tny  la 

1 OUO  paalm  cjdx.  W. 

Blessed  Bible,  how  I  love  it  I 

How  it  doth  my  bosom  cheer  I 
What  hath  earth  like  this  to  covet? 

Oh,  what  stores  of  wealth  are  here  1 
Man  was  lost  and  doomed  to  sorrow, 

Not  one  ray  of  light  or  bliss 
Could  he  from  earth's  treasures  borrow, 

Till  his  way  was  cheered  by  this. 

Yes,  I'll  to  my  bosom  press  thee, 

Precious  word !  I'll  hide  thee  here  1 
Sure  my  very  heart  will  bless  thee. 

For  thou  ever  say'st,  **  Good  cheer!" 
Speak,  my  heart,  and  tell  thy  pond'rings, 

Tell  how  far  thy  rovings  led, 
When  this  hook  bro't  back  thy  wanderings, 

Speaking  life  as  from  the  dead. 

Yes,  sweet  Bible  I  I  will  hide  thee 

Deep,  yes,  deeper  in  this  heart ; 
Thou  through  all  my  life  wilt  guide  me, 

And  in  death  we  will  not  part! 
Part  in  death !  no,  never,  never ! 

Thro'  death's  vale  I'll  lean  on  thee; 
And  in  brighter  worlds,  forever. 

Sweeter  far  thy  truths  shall  be. 

^         Phoebe  Falmer,  cir.  1880, 
452    What  a  Friend,    p.  446. 
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1  QOQ      IT^nto  Him  be  ^lor;^  in  the  church,  ga  a-  '^c 
•  "^"^  jLph*  ill*  ml* 

Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  thee, 

May  a  mortal  lisp  thy  name? 
Lord  of  men  as  well  as  angels. 

Thou  art  every  creature's  theme : 
Lord  of  every  land  and  nation, 

Ancient  of  eternal  days, 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation 

Be  thy  just  and  lawful  praise. 

For  the  grandeur  of  thy  nature, — 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought, — 
For  the  wonders  of  creation, — 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought, — 
For  thy  providence,  that  governs 

Through  thine  empire's  wide  domain. 
Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow, — 

Blessed  be  thy  gentle  reign. 

For  thy  rich,  thy  free  redemption, — 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along ! — 
Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  can  sing  that  wondrous  song  ? 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory. 

Shall  thy  praise  unuttered  lie? 
Break,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ; 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die ; — 

From  the  highest  throne  of  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe, 
Came  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; — 

Flow,  my  praise,  forever  flow ! 
Re-ascend,  immortal  Saviour; 

Leave  thy  footstool,  take  thy  throne : 
Thence  return  and  reign  forever ; 

Be  the  kingdom  all  thy  own. 

Robert  Robinson,  1774. 


Babylon  the  frreat  is  fUlen. 
Rev.  zviii.  2. 


8s& 


7s. 


1810 

Hail  the  day  so  long  expected, 

Hail  the  year  of  full  release ; 
Zion's  walls  are  now  erected. 

And  the  watchmen  publish  peace : 
From  the  distant  hills  of  Zion, 

Hear  the  trumpet  loudly  roar! 
Babylon  is  fallen,  is  fallen,  is  fallen, 

Babylon  is  fallen  to  rise  no  more. 

All  her  merchants  cry  with  wonder, 
What  is  this  that  comes  to  pass? 

Murmuring  like  some  distant  thunder, 
Crying,  Oh,  alas!  alas  I 


Swell  the  sound,  ye  kings  and  nobles, 
Priests  and  people,  rich  and  poor, 

Babylon  is  fallen,  is  fallen,  is  fallen, 
Babylon  is  fallen  to  rise  no  more. 

Lo  I  the  captives  are  returning, 

Home  to  Zion  see  them  fly, 
While  the  heavenly  hosts  rejoicing. 

Shout  them  welcome  through  the  sky. 
See  the  ancients  of  the  city. 

Terrified  at  the  uproar ; 
Babylon  is  fallen,  is  fallen,  is  fallen, 

Babylon  is  fallen  to  rise  no  more.  ^ 

Blow  the  trumpet  in  Mount  Zion ; 

Christ  will  come  the  second  time, 
Ruling  with  a  rod  of  iron, 

All  who  now  as  foes  combine. 
Babel's  garments  we've  rejected, 

And  the  wedge  of  golden  ore, — 
Babylon  is  fallen,  is  fallen,  is  fallen, 

Babylon  is  fallen  to  rise  no  more. 

Unknoum,  ab.  dr.  1820? 
1  Q1  1        The  day  oometh  that  shall  bum.    gt^  j^  Vs 

Lo,  the  day,  the  day  that  burneth. 

Like  an  oven  roars  the  fire, 
And  the  proud  and  wicked  doers 

Shall  like  stubble  then  expire ; 

Neither  root  nor  branch  remaining. 
In  that  day  of  vengeance  dire. 

When  the  Lord,  from  heaven  returning. 
Is  revealed  in  flaming  fire. 

Then  on  those  who  love  the  Saviour 

Shall  the  day  of  joy  arise ; 
They  shall  flourish  in  his  favor 

Like  the  trees  of  paradise. 

Forth  with  joy,  and  peace,  and  gladness 
Like  the  calves  from  stalls  set  free. 

Treading  down  their  foes  like  ashes. 
Then  triumphant  they  shall  be. 

H.,  1882. 
1 812  ^^'^  '"'"VTim'^il"?.***™*^'        8S  &  78. 

Now  unto  the  King  eternal, 

But  unseen  by  mortal  eye. 
Only  wise,  alone  immortal. 

Throned  in  majesty  on  high; — ^ 

Unto  Him  be  praise  and  glory. 

Everlasting  honor  given; 
All  the  world  shall  know  His  greatness. 

Lord  of  all  in  earth  and  heaven. 

H..  1888. 
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Stephen  Jenka,  1803.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 
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1  Gent-ly,  Lord,  oh,     gent-ly    lead  us,  Through  this  lone  -  ly  vale    of    tears. 
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And,    O    Lord,    in  mer  -  cy    give     us        Thy    rich  grace    in    all    our  fears. 
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i  Of  Q         For  thy  name's  lake  lead  me.       o^  «.  ^a 

2  When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray 

Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us, 
Leaa  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

8  Oh,  refresh  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Oh,  refresh  us  with  thy  grace ; 

May  thy  mercies,  never  ceasing, 
Fit  us  for  thy  dwelling  place. 

4  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 
In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 

Suffer  not  our  lieai*ts  to  languish, 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 

5  When  this  mortal  U^e  is  ended, 
Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest. 

Till  by  angel  bands  attended. 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Thomas  HasHngBt  ab.  1784-1872. 


1  0 1 A      Thou  Son  of  Darid,  have  mercy,    g a  ^  7  a 

** Mercy,  O  Thou  Son  of  David," 
Thus  blind  Bartim^us  prayed, — 

**0ther8  by  Thy  word  are  savdd, 
Now  to  me  afford  thine  aid." 

Many  for  his  crying  chid  him, 
But  he  called  the  louder  still, — 

Till  the  gracious  Saviour  bid  him 
Come,  and  ask  Me  what  you  will. 

"Lord,  remove  this  grievous  blindness, 
Let  mine  eyes  behold  the  day  I " 

Straight  he  saw  and,  won  by  kindness. 
Followed  Jesus  in  the  way. 


Oh,  methinks  I  hear  him  praising, 

Publishing  to  all  around, 
* '  Friends,  is  not  my  case  amazing? 

Wliat  a  Saviour  I  have  found ! 

**0h,  that  all  the  blind  but  knew  Him, 
And  would  be  advised  by  me. 

Surely  they  would  hasten  to  Him, 
He  would  cause  them  all  to  see." 

John  Newton,  1779. 
t  01  R  Wens  deck  aUe  »eelen  untsten.       Og  ^  <^a 

Oh,  that  every  soul  might  know  Him — 
Christ,  the  everlasting  friend ; 

And  the  joys  of  those  who  love  Him, 
Pure  and  blessed,  without  end. 

Soon  would  they,  the  world  forsaking, 
Leave  earth's  friends  and  joys  behind ; 

And  the  cross  of  Jesus  taking, 
By  Him  stand  with  steadfast  mind. 

Glorious  is  this  great  salvation. 
When  from  every  sin  set  free. 

We  are  His,  entire,  forever. 
Now,  and  in  eternity. 

Gkrman.    TV.  H.,  188S. 

1816         ^sr«?u2'ir-        88&78. 

God  hath  laid  a  sure  foundation, 

His  elected  Comer  Stone ; 
All  from  every  tribe  and  nation, 

Freely  build  their  hopes  thereon. 

On  this  Rock  my  hopes  are  grounded. 

Here  confiding  I  am  blessed ; — 
I  shall  never  be  confounded. 

Never  shall  my  soul  make  haste. 

H<  1880. 
454    Sicilian,    p.  S67.       Wilmot.    p.  446. 
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Knock,  and  it  shall  be  opened. 
Luke  zi.  d. 


Ss&Ys. 


1817, 

At  the  door  of  mercy  sighing 
With  the  burden  of  my  sin, 

Dfty  and  night  my  soul  is  crying, 
''Open,  Lord,  and  let  me  in." 

Waiting  'mid  the  darkness  dreary. 
Stretching  out  my  hands  to  Thee, 

In  the  refuge  for  the  weary. 
Is  there  not  a  place  for  me? 

Hark,  what  sounds  my  ear  receiveth, 
Sweet  as  songs  of  seraphim ; 

He  that  in  the  Lord  believeth 
Life  eternal  hath  in  Him. 

At  the  outer  door  why  staying? 

Nothing,  soul,  hast  thou  to  pay : 
Christ  in  love  to  thee  is  saying, 

'*  Weary  child,  come  in  to-day.". 

^  Thomas  MacKellar,  1872. 


1818  "^^^STS.^.^^*^-         88&'7s. 

Fare  thee  well,  O  lovely  stranger. 
Short  thy  pilgrimage  below ; 

Thou  art  free  from  toil  and  danger. 
Conflict,  sorrow,  sin  and  woe. 

Softly  rest  in  gentle  slumbers 
Till  the  day  of  life  shall  break ; 

Then  awake  to  join  those  numbers 
Which  the  Saviour's  praise  shall  speak. 

Jesus,  all  to  thee  resigning. 
We  our  loved  to  thee  intrust ; 

Keep  us  free  from  all  repining, 
Till  they  wake  who  dwell  in  dust. 

1S19         The  bri|*t  and  morning  star.       gs  &  7s. 

Dark  the  night  that  gathers  o'er  us. 

Pilgrims  on  a  dreary  way ; 
Shadows  deep  behind,  before  us; 

When  shall  we  behold  the  day? 

Lo,  the  Lord,  our  light,  has  risen. 

Shedding  glory  from  afar; 
Lighting  up  earth's  gloomy  prison, 
Jesus  shines,  our  Morning  Star. 

Lo,  the  day  of  God  is  breaking. 
With  eternal  radiance  bright ; 

Soon  the  saints,  from  death  awaking. 
Shall  arise  to  hail  its  light. 

H.,1886. 


1820       ^"•^p'i^f.lr^^^-     8S  &  7s. 

Christ,  above  all  glory  seated, 
King  eternal,  strong  to  save. 

To  thee  death,  by  death  defeated, 
Triumph  high  and  glory  gave. 

Thou  art  gone  where  now  is  given, 
What  no  mortal  might  could  gam,  — 

On  the  eternal  throne  of  heaven, 
In  thy  Father's  power  to  reign. 

There  thy  kingdom  all  adore  thee. 
Heaven  above  and  earth  below. 

While  the  depths  of  hell  before  thee 
Trembling  and  defeated  bow. 

We,  O  Lord,  with  hearts  adoring 

Follow  thee  above  the  sky ; 
Hear  our  prayers  thy  grace  implonng, 

Lift  our  souls  to  thee  on  high. 

So  when  thou  again  in  glory 
On  the  clouds  of  heaven  shalt  shme, 

We  thy  flock  may  stand  before  thee, 
Owned  for  evermore  as  thine. 

yj  w  iic^A  Breviary,  Tt.  J.  B.  Woodford. 

1  001     That  Bticketh  cloBcr  than  a  brother,  gg  &  7S. 
XO<o  1  Prov.  xvui.  24. 

One  there  is,  above  all  others,     ^ 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  Fnend; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's. 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us. 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 

Oh   for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften  I 
Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 

We,  alasl  forget  too  often 
What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 

John  Newton,  ab.  1779. 


It  U  toward  evening. 
Lukezxiv.89. 


88&7s. 


1822 

Lo,  the  day  of  rest  declmeth, 
Gather  fast  the  shades  of  night; 

May  the  sun  which  ever  shineth, 
Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light. 

While  thine  ear  of  love  addressing, 
Thus  our  parting  hymn  we  sing. 

Father  grant  thine  evening  blessing, 
Fold  us  safe  beneath  thy  wing ! 

Chandler  Robbins,  1S45. 
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Qolden  Sheaves. 


V^  %H  ^  ^*  9ap^^ 


8a&7s. 


H.,1885. 


We  are  sowing  In  our  sadness,  We  are  sowingin  our  tears  ;Little  here  can  cause  ns  gladness, 

#-T-^^ ^\  r    __\  J  ,  ^  ^   ^  ^.  tm.  :ft  Urn. 


Thro'  these  dark  and  tedious  years.But  there  comes  a  day  of  reaping  When  the  sower's  toil  is  past, 


rii^nrrrr 


tfV^ji -r  J  J I  j  J  ^^ 


CJiorui. 


When  beyond  the  night  of  weeping  Glory's  mom  shall  break  at  last.O  the  glorious  day  is  dawning 


In  its  splendor  from  on  high !  Lo,  the  glory  of  that  morning  Streams  along  the  earth  and  sky ! 


Now  with  rapture  for  his  sadness,  All  his  toil  the  sower  leaves,  And  returns  a-galnwith 


rCiCrrFi 


m^ 


gladness,  Bringing  home  his  goldensheaves,Bringinghome  his  golden sheaves,BringIng 


t 


?uru  Ficiff 


'±=t 


^m 


m^ 


m 


home  his  golden  8heaves,Lo,  he  comes  again  with  gladne8S,Bringing  home  his  golden  sheaves. 

ktf  ^  ^1  r  iir-Frf  r  r  nr  r  f  f  if  [^^ 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  18S6. 


456 


^rjtJt  mtio  yA^  Jl^rttai 


1323-1324 


Bejolcino:.  bringing  his  sheaTes. 
Psalm  czxvi.  6. 


88  &  7s. 


1828 

We  are  sowing  in  our  sadness, 

We  are  sowing  in  our  tears ; 
Little  here  can  cause  us  gladness, 

Thro'  these  dark  and  tedious  years. 
But  there  comes  a  day  of  reaping, 

When  the  sower's  toil  is  past, 
When,  beyond  the  night  of  weeping, 

Glory's  morn  shall  break  at  last. 

Chokus. 

Oh,  the  harvest  day  is  dawning 

In  its  splendor  from  on  high ! 
Lo,  the  glory  of  that  morning 

Streams  along  the  earth  and  sky ! 
Now  with  rapture  for  his  sadness, 

All  his  toil  the  sower  leaves, 
And  returns  again  with  gladness, 

Bringing  home  his  golden  sheaves. 

Bringing  home  his  golden  sheaves. 

Bringing  home  his  golden  sheaves, 
Lo  he  comes  again  with  gladness. 

Bringing  home  his  golden  sheaves. 


Here  we  tread  the  hills  and  valleys, 

As  we  journey  forth  to  sow; 
By  all  waters,  by  the  wayside, 

'Mid  the  thorns  and  stones  we  go ; 
Far  from  home  and  scenes  of  gladness, 

Far  from  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
Wide  we  sow  the  seed  in  sadness, 

Till  the  harvest  day  appear. 

Faint  not,  fear  not,  weaiy  toilers, 

As  the  precious  seed  ye  sow ; 
Some  will  wither,  some  will  perish, 

Some 'mid  thorns  will  fruitless  grow; 
But  the  seed  on  good  ground  falling, 

Richer  far  than  gems  or  gold, 
Shall  bring  forth,  some  thirty,  sixty, 

Yea,  and  some  an  hundred-fold. 

H..  1884. 


Shall  we  Meet? 


Ellhu  S.  Bice,  1866. 


pg;j'ij:jjjii.^ 


W6  meet    be-yond  the  rir  -  er,  Where  the    gor-geieeue   to   roUP  Where  ii  all  the  bright  for- 


Fine.        ^*r^ 


Shall  we  meet  beyond 


■*-^ 


or  -  er,  8or  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soolP  Shall  we  meet,  shall  we  meet, Shall  we  meet be-yoid the  rir  -  er  P 


rir-  er,  Where  the   snr-  ges  cease  to  roll? 


1324  ^"^^^^^.f'         88  & 

Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river, 

Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll? 
Where,  in  all  the  bright  forever. 

Sorrow  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 

Chorus. 
Shall  we  meet?    Shall  we  meet? 
Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river, 
Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll  ? 

Shall  we  meet  in  that  blest  harbor, 
When  our  stormy  voyage  is  o'er? 

Shall  we  meet  and  cast  the  anchor 
By  the  fair,  celestial  shore? 


78.   Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city, 

Where  the  tow'rs  of  crystal  shine? 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine? — 

Shall  we  meet  the  shining  myriads 
Who  the  songs  of  glory  sing? 

Shall  our  voices  join  their  praises 
To  the  everlasting  King? 

Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 
When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own? 

Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favor. 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne? 

H.,  ab.  1858. 
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Wiitu  jKinll  (Sni\tt[  %  Jkhtlt. 


Say*  Brother,  Shall  we  Meet?      bs  a  7b. 

oft" 


Mrs.  H.  L.  Hastings,  1867. 

i  f  d  ill 


-f  Shall  we    meet    be-yond    the    riv  -  er,  Where  the  sur-ges  cease    to    roll,    1 
\  Where  in      all    the  bright  for  -  ev  -  er,    Sor  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the   soul?  j 

D.c.  Shall  we   meet   the     ho  -  ly    myriads,  Who    are  ransom'd  from  the  grave  ? 

q^e jgL,    -r^ m S ^      ^      -^  ^'^' 


P 


g^^  F '  p  l^^ 


|_ 2>.  C. 


Shall     we  meet  with  those    de-part  -  ed,  Who  have bow*d  beneath  death's  wave? 


Shall      we    meet?  Shall    we      meet?      Say,      broth  -  er,      Shall    we    meet? 


^ 


1  ^    I — =5- 


ss: 


^^— C-Hg 
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Our  gathering  to^rether. 
».  ii.  1. 


2  Theas. 


8s  «fc  78. 


1826 

1  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river, 
Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll? 

Where,  in  all  the  bright  forever, 
Sorrow  ne^er  shall  press  the  soul? 

Shall  we  meet  with  those  departed, 
Who  have  bowed  beneath  death's  wave  ? 

Shall  we  meet  the  holy  myriads, 
Who  are  ransomed  from  the  grave? 

Chorus, 

Shall  we  meet?     Shall  we  meet? 
Say,  brother,  shall  we  meet? 

2  Shall  we  meet  in  glory's  morning, 
After  time's  dark,  gloomy  night? 

Shall  we  hail  its  radiant  dawning. 
Scattering  sorrow  with  its  light? 

Shall  we  meet  where  all  time's  shadows 
To  oblivion  flee  away? 

Shall  we  meet  amid  the  brightness 
Of  an  everlasting  day? 

3  Shall  we  meet  with  all  the  ransomed, 
When  our  pilgrimage  is  past? 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1877, 
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I       I 

Shall  we  reach  that  blessed  mansion 
We  so  long  have  sought,  at  last? 

Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  desert, 
Far  beyond  the  weary  road  ? 

Shall  we  meet  in  joy  immortal — 
Shall  we  in  our  flesh  see  God? 

4  Shall  we  meet  in  that  blest  harbor, 
When  our  stormy  voyage  is  o'er? 

Shall  we  meet  and  cast  the  anchor 

By  the  fair  celestial  shore? 
Shall  we  rest  from  all  our  labors 

'Mid  the  swelling  of  the  tide? 
Shall  we  meet  and  rest  forever. 

By  our  blessed  Saviour's  side? 

5  Shall  we  meet  in  realms  of  glory, 
With  the  ransomed  and  the  blest? 

Shall  we  meet  with  all  the  holy. 
When  they  enter  into  rest? 

Shall  we  meet  with  those  whose  brightness 
Shall  the  noonday  sun  outshine,— 

Who  shall  bear  the  Saviour's  likeness 
In  its  majesty  divine? 


HiOl  l!m  m  mntm. 
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6  Shall  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one 
That  was  torn  from  our  embrace? 

Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices, 
And  behold  them  face  to  face? — 

All  the  cherished  and  the  longed  for, 
Tho83  whose  graves  are  moist  with  tears  ? 

Those  whose  absence  made  life  weary 
Through  the  dark  and  tedious  years? 

7  Shall  we  meet  those  buds  of  promise 
Blighted  by  death's  chilling  hand? 

Shall  we  see  their  fadeless  beauty 
Blooming  in  the  goodly  land? 

Shall  our  hearts  no  more  lie  bleeding 
'Neath  the  strokes  of  sorrow's  rod? 

Shall  love's  bands  no  more  be  sundered. 
In  the  paradise  of  God? 

8  Shall  we  meet  with  those  invited 
To  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb? 

Who  shall  then  put  on  their  glory, 
And  forget  their  earthly  shame? 

Shall  we  meet  the  shining  myriads 
Who  the  songs  of  glory  sing? 

Shall  our  voices  join  their  praises 
To  the  everlasting  King? 

9  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour. 
When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own  ? 

Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favor, 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne? 

Will  he  bid  us  share  his  glory. 
Where  no  shame  shall  ever  be? 

Will  he  bid  us  sing  his  praises. 
On  that  radiant  crystal  sea? 

10  Shall  we  meet  the  shining  angels 
Who  have  guarded  us  while  here? 

Shall  we  listen  to  their  welcomes, 
And  return  their  words  of  cheer? 

Shall  we  be  their  bright  companions, 
Far  beyond  this  land  of  tears? 

Shall  we  share  their  holy  raptures 
Through  the  lapse  of  endless  years  i 

1 1  Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city. 
Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine. 

Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine? 

Where  the  music  of  the  ransomed 
Rolls  in  harmony  around. 

And  creation  swells  the  chorus, 
With  its  sweet  melodious  sound? 


12  Shall  we  meet  by  life's  pure  river, 
Where  pellucid  waters  glide? 

Where  the  healing  leaves  and  flowers 
Deck  the  shores  on  either  side? 

Where  salvation's  blessed  harpings 
Float  in  holy  melody? 

Where  the  monthly  fruits  are  ripening 
On  life's  fair  immortal  tree? 

13  Shall  we  meet,  O  lonely  pilgrim, 
When  the  burden  we  lay  down? 

Shall  we  change  our  cross  of  anguish 
For  the  bright,  unfading  crown? 

Do  we  love  our  Lord's  appearing? 
Shall  we  gladly  see  his  face? 

Shall  it  beam  with  smiles  of  welcome? 
Shall  he  bring  us  endless  grace? 

14  Shall  we  meet,  O  weary  wanderer, 
Say,  oh,  will  you  meet  me  there. 

When  earth's  glory  shall  be  darkness. 
And  its  joy  shall  be  despair? 

When  before  the  throne  of  judgment 
We  shall  all  together  stand. 

Will  you  pray  and  strive  to  meet  me 
With  the  blest  at  Christ's  right  hand? 

H.,ia5& 


1 826  ^^'^  ^  *2  Corf  ^^  Balvation.       SS&ln. 

Hark  I  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling. 

Weary  sinner,  come  and  rest ; 
While  the  sands  of  life  are  falling. 

Seek  his  mercy  and  be  blest. 
Will  you  heed  the  invitation? 

Will  you  come  to  Christ  to-day. 
Ere  the  hour  of  your  salvation, 

Shall  forever  pass  away? 

Chorus. 

Will  you  come  ?    Will  you  come  ? 
Say,  sinner,  will  you  come? 

Lo !  the  door  of  hope  stands  open. 

But  the  clouds  are  gathering  dark ; 
Ere  the  word  of  doom  is  spoken. 

Fly  for  refuge  to  the  ark : 
Life  is  fleeting,  hours  are  flying. 

Swiftly  speeds  man's  little  day; 
Earth  is  groaning,  time  is  dying. 

Soon  shall  all  things  pass  away. 

°  H..  1888. 
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Talmar,  or  UomiaiiM. 


89  *  7a/ 


Isaac  Baker  Woodbiir3-.  1850. 


yd^^=4^^^m 


Sweet-ly  glides  the      shining    riv  -    er,    Flowing    from  the  throne  of  God; 


On    its  banks  shall  dwell  for  -  ev  -    er,    Those  redeemed  by     Je  -    bus*   blood. 


1827       ^^"^ ISv'xxu'l'**'  "*•     88  &  Vs. 
Sweetly  glides  the  Bhining  river, 

Flowing  from  the  throne  of  God ; 
On  its  banks  shall  dwell  forever, 

Those  redeemed  by  Jesus^  blood. 

There  the  trees  of  life  immortal 
Grow  along  the  verdant  shore ; 

There  the  saints,  beyond  death's  portal, 
Count  their  woes  and  sorrows  o'er. 

Come,  ye  thirsty  to  the  river, 

Whosoever  will  may  come ; 
Freely  drink  and  live  forever, 

In  that  fair  eternal  home. 


H.,18%. 


1828        ^•"ifiSf.fAr"-  ^   88&Y8. 

Come,  thou  all-inspiring  Spirit, 

Into  every  longing  heart ! 
Bought  for  us  by  Jesus'  merit, 

Now  thy  blissful  self  impart. 

Claim  us  for  thy  habitation ; 

Dwell  within  each  hallowed  breast ; 
Seal  us  heirs  of  full  salvation, 

Fitted  for  our  heavenly  rest. 

Give  us  quietly  to  tarry, 

Till  for  all  thy  glory  meet, 
Waiting,  like  attentive  Mary, 

Happy  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Keep  us  from  the  world  unspotted, 
From  all  earthly  passions  free, 

Wholly  to  thyself  devoted, 
Fixed  to  live  or  die  for  thee. 

Charles  We$lev,  ab.  1747. 

Gently  I«ord.     p*  464. 


Jdette  Oaditnim. 


8S  &  78. 


1829 

Hither  come,  ye  choirs  immortal ! 

Sing  your  joyful  canticles  I 
Christ  nath  passed  the  grave's  dark  portal; 

Christ  no  more  in  darkness  dwells. 

All  in  vain  the  soldier  keepeth 
Jealous  watch  the  tomb  before ; 

None  the  worse  the  weary  sleepeth 
For  the  seal  upon  the  door. 

Hence,  O  foolish  fear,  that  dreameth 
Some  m^y  steal  His  body  slain ! 

He  whose  death  the  world  redeemeth. 
Life,  at  will,  can  take  again. 

When  His  foes  to  death  had  brought  Him 
And  upon  the  cross  He  hung, 

Impotent  they  vainly  thought  Him ; 
Mocked  him  with  a  cruel  tongue. 

But,  His  Father's  will  obeying, 

Unresisting,  lo,  he  dies  I 
Priest  and  Victim— *tis  the  slaying 

Of  the  awful  sacrifice. 

Not  the  cruel  cross  forsaken 

At  their  word  of  mockery, 
But  His  murdered  life  retaken, 

Proves  Him  Son  of  God  to  be. 


In  Thy  dying,  in  Thy  rising. 
Master,  give  our  hearts  to  share; 

Tilings  of  earth,  with  Thee,  despising. 
Make  Thy  heaven  our  portion  fair! 

Nicholas  Le  Touraeauz,  Ronen,  I(»6. 
4Q0  What  a  Friend,    p.  446. 
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1 880        '^^  T«i"&.T."*''**      8s  &  7s. 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  ye,  his  servants, 
Magnify  your  Maker's  name ; 

We  -would  praise  thee,  hymn  thee,  bless  thee. 
And  thy  majesty  proclaim. 

Lord,  the  King,  the  God  and  Father 
Of  the  Christ,  the  spotless  Lamb, 

Who  upon  the  cross  of  anguish 
Bore  away  man's  sin  and  shame, — 

Unto  thee  belong  all  praises. 

Hymns  from  saints  and  heav'nly  hosts ; 
Unto  thee  be  endless  glory, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Now,  Lord,  lettest  thou  thy  servant 
At  thy  word  depart  in  peace ; 

I  have  seen  the  great  salvation 
Thou  hast  set  before  our  race. 

In  the  presence  of  the  people 

Thou  hast  caused  thy  Light  to  dwell ; 

Light  of  darkened  Gentile  nations, 
Glory  of  thine  Israel. 

Ancient  Greek  Hymn.    Tr.  H.,  1881. 

1881^^^*''^**^"!:Sexxii?^*'^*''''^''*^'88&7s. 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour  I 

For  the  day  is  passing  by ; 
See !  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 

And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows, 
Paler  now  the  glowing  west. 

Swift  the  night  of  tleath  advances ; 
Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest? 

Lonely  seems  the  vale  of  shadow ; 

Sinks  my  heart  with  troubled  fear ; 
Give  me  faith  for  clearer  vision, 

Speak  thou,  Lord,  in  words  of  cheer. 

Let  me  hear  thy  voice  behind  me. 
Calming  all  these  wild  alarms ; 

Let  me,  underneath  my  weakness. 
Feel  the  everlasting  arms. 

Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying, 
Lord,  I  cast  myself  on  thee ; 

Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness ; 
While  I  sleep,  still  watch  by  me. 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour? 

Lay  my  head  upon  thy  breast 
Till  the  morning;  then  awake  me — 

Morning  of  eternal  rest ! 


Wilmot.       p.  445. 


Caroline  Sprague  Smith,  1855. 


1882      ^"?srm'?Siv?'*'*^*'-  SSAIS. 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy. 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ; 

There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice. 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner. 
And  more  graces  for  the  good ; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour ; 
There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 
Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind ; 

And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  him  at  his  word ; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Frederick  William  Faber,  ab.  1815-1863. 
1888  That  ye  may^fiTjow  thereby.       gS  &  7s. 

Praise  to  Him,  by  whose  kind  favor 
Heavenly  truth  has  reached  our  ears  I 

May  its  sweet,  reviving  savor 

Fill  our  hearts  and  calm  our  fears. 

Truth!  how  sacred  is  tlie  treasure! 

Teach  us.  Lord,  its  worth  to  know ; 
Vain  the  hopes,  and  short  the  pleasure, 

Which  from  other  sources  flow. 

What  of  truth  we  have  been  hearing. 
Fix,  O  Lord,  in  ev'ry  heart; 

In  the  day  of  thy  appearing 
May  we  share  thy  people's  part. 

Thonuu  Kelly,  1804. 


The  God  of  peace  be  with  you  all. 
Bom.  XT.  33. 


8s  &  7s. 


1384 

Go  in  peace!  serene  dismission 
To  the  loving  heart  made  known. 

When  it  pours,  in  deep  contrition. 
Prayer  before  th'  eternal  throne. 

Go  in  peace,  thy  sins  forgiven ; 

Christ  hath  healed  thee,  set  thee  free ; 
Every  spirit-fetter  riven : 

Go  in  peace  and  liberty. 

Saviour,  breathe  this  benediction 
O'er  our  spirits  while  we  pray ; 

Let  us  part  in  sweet  conviction 
Thou  hast  blessed  our  souls  to-day. 

UnkBOwn.  1845. 
Greenville,    p.  258, 


4^1     Sicilian,    p.  267. 


1335-1336 


lE^  !Q0{i{  |^$p$a{^ 


Jerusalem. 


O.  M.  D. 


H.,  1880. 


Je  -  ra  •  sa  •  lem,  my  happy  home !  Name  ev-er  dear   to   me !  When  shall  my  labor;' 


have  an  en(i,In  joy  and  peace  in  thee  ?When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heav'n-built  walls  And  pearly 
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gates   be-hokl  ?    Thy  bulwarks  with    sal  -  va  -  tion  strong,  And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 
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The  holj  city,  New  Jerusalem. 
Rey.  zzi.  2. 


C.  M. 


1836 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home  I 

Name  ever  dear  to  me  I 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

In  joy  and  peace  in  thee? 

When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 

And  pearly  gates  behold? 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 

And  streets  of  shining  gold? 

Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend. 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up, 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 


Woe  also  to  them  when  I  depart 
Hob.  ix.  12. 


C.  M. 


There  happier  bo  w'rs  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 
Blest  seats  I  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  or  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay? 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home !  . 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

F.  B.,'l616.    Eckington  Collection,  nb.  1790? 
By  Permission.  4dz 


1886 

There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when, 
A  point,  we  know  not  where. 

That  marks  the  destiny  of  men 
To  glory  or  despair. 

There  is  a  line  by  us  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path ; 
The  hidden  boundary  between 

God's  patience  and  his  wrath. 

There,  tho'  no  vengeful  thunders  roll, 

No  flames  of  terror  burn. 
Yet  Christ,  rejected,  leaves  the  soul. 

And  never  will  return. 


Oh,  where  is  this  mysterious  bourn, 
By  which  our  path  is  crossed ; 

Beyond  which  God  himself  hath  sworn, 
That  he  who  goes  is  lost? 

How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin? 

How  long  will  God  forbear? 
Where  does  hope  end,  and  where  begin 

The  confines  of  despair? 

An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent: 
*'Ye  that  from  God  depart. 

While  it  is  called  to-day,  repent. 
And  harden  not  your  heart." 

James  A.  Alexander,  nb.  1847.    Ver.  8,  II. 
Peterboro.     p.  90.    Turner,    p.  186. 


%nktf  "^ni;  Wiih  is  $kq  9t^  1337-1339 


Avon  ( Mlartyrdom). 


CM. 


Hugh  WHson,  1768. 
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Ac -cord  -  ing   to        thy    gracious     word,  In    meek    hu  -  mil  -    i    -    ty, 


This    wiU 


do,    my      dy  -  ing    Lord, 
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will    re  -  mem-ber   thee. 
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In  remembrance  of  me. 
Luke  xzii.  19. 


C.  M. 


1837 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 
My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  thee  I 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget? 
Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 

Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
And  not  remember  thee? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 
And  rest  on  Calvary, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  my  Sacrificis, 
I  must  remember  thee ! 

5  Remember  Tliee,  and  all  thy  pains, 
And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 

Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remain, 
"Will  I  remember  thee ! 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 
And  mind  and  memory  flee, 

When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 
Jesus,  remember  me  1 

James  Montgomery,  1825. 


The  Lord  is  my  portion. 
Lam.  iii.  24. 


C.  M. 


1888 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God ; 

Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 
My  heart  makes  haste  to  keep  thy  word. 

And  suffers  no  delay. 

I  choose  the  path  of  heavenly  truth, 

And  glory  in  my  choice; 
Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 

Could  make  me  so  rejoice. 


The  testimonies  of  thy  grace 

I  set  before  mine  eyes ; 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  strength, 

And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  my  ways ; 
Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands, 

And  trust  thy  pardoning  grace. 

Now  I  am  thine — forever  thine — 
Oh,  save  thy  servant.  Lord  I 

Thou  art  my  shield,  my  liiding-place ; 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 


Isaac  WatU,  171S. 


1  QQO  I  am  the  Bread  of  Life.  . ,     -vr 

lOOif  John  vi.  35.  '       "• 

Let  US  adore  the  eternal  Word, 

'Tis  He  our  souls  has  fed ; 
Thou  art  our  living  stream,  O  Lord, 

And  thou  the  immortal  bread. 

Bless'd  be  the  Lord  that  gives  his  flesh 

To  nourish  dying  men ; 
And  often  spreads  his  table  fresh, 

Lest  we  should  faint  again. 

Our  souls  shall  draw  their  heavenly  breath 
Whilst  Jesus  finds  supplies ; 

Nor  shall  our  graces  sink  to  death. 
For  Jesus  never  dies. 

Daily  our  mortal  flesh  decays. 
But  Christ  our  life  shall  come ; 

Ilis  unresisted  power  shall  raise 
Our  bodies  from  the  tomb. 


4Q3       Dundee,    p.  90. 


Isaac  Watts,  ab.  1709. 
Mear.    p.  88. 


1340-1341 


Wlit^  h  Si^hi  Hit  Jhfrh. 


North  Providence. 


O.M.D. 


Wm.  Bfllinffs.    1746-1800. 
A.rr  IL,  1880. 


1  Shepherds,    re*joice!     Lift  up    your  eyes,  And  send  yourfears  a- way;  News 


from  the    re-gion    of    the  skies,  Sal- va-tion's  born  to-day !   Sal- ration's  bom  to- 
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day !     Je-sus,     the  Lord,  whom  an  -  gels  fear.  Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you ; 
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To  -  day      he  makes  his     entrance    here,  But     not     as      monarchs      do. 

I 


gg  I 


Behold,  I  brine  you  eood  tiding*. 
-        11.10. 


Luke! 


C.  M. 


1340 

2  No  gold,  nor  purple  swaddling  bands, 
Nor  royal  shining  things ; 

A  manger  for  his  cradle  stands, 
And  holds  the  King  of  kings ! 

Go,  shepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies. 
And  see  his  humble  throne ; 

With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 
Go,  shepherds,  kiss  the  Son. 

3  Thus  Gabriel  sang,  and  straight  around 

The  heavenly  armies  throng; 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  sound, 

And  thus  conclude  the  song : — 
"Glory  to  God  who  reigns  above, 

Let  peace  surround  the  earth; 
Mortals  shall  know  their  Maker's  love 

At  their  Redeemer's  birth.'* 

iMao  Watto'  Lyrics,  1706. 
Cumberland,    p.  JS04. 


C.  M 


1  QA 1  Out  of  an  horrible  pit 

lOVl  PMlmxl.2. 

I  waited  for  the  Lord  my  God, 

And  patiently  did  bear ; 
At  length  to  me  he  did  incline 

My  voice  and  cry  to  hear. 
*  *  He  took  me  from  a  fearful  pit, 

And  from  the  miry  clay; 
Upon  a  rock  he  set  my  feet, 

Establishing  my  way. 

ne  put  a  new  song  in  my  mouth, 

Our  God  to  magnify ; 
Many  shall  see  it,  and  shall  fear, 

And  on  the  Lord  rely." 
Oh,  blessed  is  the  man  whose  trust 

Upon  the  Lord  relies, 
Respecting  not  the  proud,  nor  such 

As  turn  aside  to  lies. 

Scotch  Version,  ab. 
4Q4   Turner,    p.  186. 


®lh  l>]^mg«  ntit  ^n^^tb  jluia^* 


1  5^42        ^^^  things  which  are  not  seen.  ^    -.^ 


The  Lord  can  clear  the  dark 


Oh  I  could  our  tlioughts  and  wishes  fly 

Above  these  gloomy  shades, 
To  those  bright  worlds  beyond  the  sky 

Which  sorrow  ne'er  invades ! 
There  joys,  unseen  by  mortal  eyes, 

Or  reason's  feeble  ray, 
In  ever-blooming  prospects  rise 

Unconscious  of  decay. 

Lord,  send  a  beam  of  light  divine 

To  guide  our  upward  aim; 
With  one  reviving  touch  of  thine 

Our  languid  hearts  inflame. 
Oh,  then,  on  faith's  sublimost  wing. 

Our  ardent  hope  shall  rise 
To  those  bright  scenes  where  pleasures  spring 

Immortal,  in  the  skies. 

Anne  Steele,  ab.  1716-1788. 

1  Q^O  His  nutrvcloun  light.  ,,     ^r 

±iytO  iPet.  ii.O.  *  •  ^*" 

A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

Majestic,  like  the  sun  I 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; 

It  gives — but  borrows  none. 

The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat, 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise ; 

They  rise,  but  never  set. 

Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  bright  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 

With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 

William  Cowper,  1779. 
C.  M 

When  God  revealed  his  gracious  name, 
And  changed  my  mournful  state. 

My  rapture  seemed  a  pleasing  dream, 
The  grace  appeared  so  great. 

The  world  beheld  the  glorious  change, 

And  did  Thy  hand  confess; 
My  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  strains 

And  sung  surprising  grace. 

**Great  is  the  work,  "my  neighbors  cried. 
And  owned  the  power  divine; 

** Great  is  the  work,"  my  heart  replied, 
**  And  be  the  glory  thine." 

Mario w.    p.  04.  4^5 


1  fkAA.  <^U  things  are  become  new. 

AO**  2Cor.  V.  17. 


Can  give  us  day  for  night 
Make  diops  of  sacred  sorro'\ 


To  rivers  of  delight. 

Let  them  that  sow  in  sadnes 
Till  the  fair  harvest  come: 

They  shall  confess  their  sheav 
And  shout  the  blessings  h 

Though  seed  lie  buried  long 
It  sha'n't  deceive  their  ho] 

The  precious  grain  can  ne'er 
For  grace  insures  the  crop 

Isa 


Be  not  sloth  All. 
Heb.yi.l2. 


1846 

Ye  saints,  awake  from  sinful 
Nor  think  your  triumph  g 

But  follow  those  whose  patic 
The  promises  obtained. 

'Mid  toil,  'mid  conflict,  swore 
They  for  the  truth  did  sta 

And  bore  aloft  the  sacred  Na 
At  God's  supreme  comman 

They  without  us  shall  not  be 
Perfect  in  endless  life ; — 

Then  let  us  all,  with  strengt 
Urge  on  the  holy  strife. 

With  them  we  shall  behold  t 
To  whom  we  ever  pray, — 

"Thy  kingdom  come," — O  Savi 
That  coronation  day. 

1  QA A       I  wni  bless  the  JjorA  at  all  tin 
JLO%U  Fsalm  zxxlT.  1. 

Thro'  all  the  changing  scene 
In  trouble  and  in  joy, 

Tlie  praises  of  my  God  shall 
My  heart  and  tongue  emp  I 

The  hosts  of  God  encamp  ai 
The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 

Deliverance  he  affords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust. 

Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  lo ; 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  onl ; 

Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  yoi 
Have  nothing  else  to  fear 

Make  you  his  service  your  d  ; 
He'll  make  your  wants  hii 


Coronation,    p.  100. 
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E.  W.  Bttllinger. 


1  The  King   of  love   my  Shepherd     is,  Whose  goodness  faileth 
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1  OA7  1  "hAlI  not  want  Qa  «.  ^a 

2  Where  streams  of  living  water  flow 
My  ransomed  soul  He  leadeth, 

And,  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

3  Perverse  and  foolish,  oft  I  strayed, 
But  yet  in  love  He  sought  me, 

And  on  His  shoulders  gently  laid, 
And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me. 

4  In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 
With  thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me ; 

Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still, 
And  tliou  before  to  guide  me. 

5  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight, 
Thy  unction  grace  bestowetli, 

And  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  thy  pure  cup  o'erfloweth. 

6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 
Thy  goodness  faileth  never; 

Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  thy  praise 
Within  thy  house  forever. 

H.  W.  Baker,  1868. 
1  QAQ         Unto  them  that  look  for  Him.       Qq  a.  ^a 

O  King  of  kings  I  we  wait  the  day, 
When  thou,  from  heaven  descending. 

Shall  come  with  all  thy  bright  array 
Of  angel  hosts  attending.    • 

Then  Bhall  time's  night  of  shades  and  tears, 

Fade  in  thy  coming  glory, 
As  dawns  the  light  of  holier  years. 

Foretold  in  song  and  story. 


Then  shall  thy  brow  with  thorns  once  bound, 
Smitten,  and  pierced,  and  gory. 

With  many  diadems  be  crowned, 
In  everlasting  glory. 

Oh,  grant  that  we  who  wait  for  thee, 
Thy  doctrine  pure  adorning, 

May  through  thy  grace  behold  thy  face, 
With  gladness  in  that  morning. 

H., 


Whether  we  wake  or  sleep. 
1  Theas.  t.  10. 


1886. 


8s  &  Ts. 


1849 

Lord,  when  beside  the  grave  we  mourn. 
And  sorrows  round  us  gather ; 

For  hope,  for  strength,  to  thee  we  turn. 
The  living  God,  our  Father. 

Thy  children  blest,  in  Christ  that  die, 
What  power  from  thee  can  sever? 

All  peaceful  in  thine  arms  they  lie ; 
To  thee  they  live  forever. 

Thy  saving  might,  eternal  Son,  , 

The  grave's  dark  fears  hath  banished  :l 

Through  thy  dear  cross,  thy  victory  won.] 
The  sting  from  death  hath  vanished. 

O  Jesus,  by  those  tears  of  thine 
For  human  sorrow  flowing,  ^ 

Uphold  us  with  thine  arm  divine. 
Thy  comfort  still  bestowing. 

Lift  up.  O  Loi-d,  each  mourner's  heart, 
Our  feeble  faith  sustaining; 

For  thou  our  risen  Saviour  art. 
In  heaven  forever  reigning. 

Unknown,  ctr.  1^70.  I 
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1  OR/\    Supplications,  prayen,  interceBBions. Qa^*7^ 

God  bless  the  men  of  lioary  hairs, 
With  years  and  burdens  bending; 

God  bless  the  men  of  many  cares 
On  daily  toils  attending. 

Wipe  thou  the  lonely  mourners'  tears, 
Protect,  console,  defend  them ; 

Thou  judge  of  widows,  soothe  their  fears, — 
Let  thy  kind  care  attend  them. 

Bless  thou  the  orphans,  may  they  find 
In  thee  a  Friend  and  Father; 

With  thine  own  arm,  O  Shepherd  kind. 
Thy  lambs  in  safety  gather. 

Take  thou  the  children  to  thy  breast, 
Lay  on  them  hands  of  blessing; 

And  may  parental  hearts  find  rest, — 
Their  love  for  thee  confessing. 

Bless  thou  the  sick,  the  poor,  the  sad, 

The  lonely,  and  the  weary ; 
Make  thou  the  heavy-hearted  glad, 

Who  tread  this  desert  dreary. 

Oh,  fill  the  burdened  hearts  with  peace, 
Give  them  thy  balm  in  sadness. 

Till  they  shall  come  where  sorrows  cease. 
To  dwell  in  endless  gladness. 

H.,18e3. 

8s  &  7s. 


I  trust  in  the  mere 
Psalm  liL 


of  God. 


1361 

Who  trusts  in  God,  a  strong  abode 
In  heaven  and  earth  possesses; 

Who  looks  in  love  to  Christ  above, 
No  fear  his  heart  oppresses. 

In  Thee  alone,  dear  Lord,  we  own 

Sweet  hope  and  consolation : 
Our  shield  from  foes,  our  balm  for  woes, 

Our  great  and  sure  salvation. 

Thy  rod  and  staff  shall  keep  us  safe. 
And  guide  our  steps  forever ; 

Nor  shades  of  death,  nor  hell  beneath, 
Our  souls  from  thee  shall  sever. 

In  all  the  strife  of  human  life 
Our  feet  shall  stand  securely; 

Temptation's  hour  shall  lose  its  power 
For  thou  shalt  guard  us  surely, 

O  God  renew,  with  heavenly  dew, 

Our  body,  soul,  and  spirit. 
Until  we  stand  at  thy  right  hand. 

Through  Jesus'  saving  merit. 

From  the  German  of  Joachim  of  MaffdcbuijCi  1514-1B13. 
Farewell  Hymn.  p.  412.  4^^ 


1852      ^  '''^rJ&Ll'^'''^      88  A  7s 

My  life  flows  on  in  endless  song; 

Above  earth's  lamentation, 
I  hear  the  sweet  tiiough  far-off  hymn 

That  hails  a  new  creation. 

Through  all  the  tumult  and  the  strife 

I  hear  the  music  ringing; 
It  finds  an  echo  in  my  soul — 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing? 

What  though  my  joys  and  comforts  die  I 
The  Lord  my  Saviour  liveth ; 

What  tho'  the  darkness  gather  round  I 
Songs  in  the  night  he  giveth. 

No  storm  can  shake  my  inmost  calm 
While  to  that  refuge  clinging; 

Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth. 
How  can  I  keep  from  singing? 

I  lift  my  eyes ;  the  clouds  grow  thin ; 

I  see  the  blue  above  it ; 
And  day  by  day  this  pathway  smooths. 

Since  first  I  learned  to  love  it. 

The  peace  of  Christ  makes  fresh  my  heart, 

A  fountain  ever  springing ; 
All  things  are  mine  since  I  am  his — 

IIow  can  I  keep  from  singing? 


Unknown,  clr.  1870. 


God  Ib  onr  rcfta;^  and  strength. 
Fsalm  zIyL  1. 


8s  &  7s. 


1858 

God  is  our  refuge  ever  near, 

Our  help  in  tribulation; 
Therefore  his  people  shall  not  fear 

Amid  a  wrecked  creation : 

Though  mountains  from  their  base  be  hurVd, 
Though  floods  bring  desolation. 

Though  earthquakes  shake  the  solid  world. 
The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  stream  that  flows  from  Zion's  hill, 

Shall  yet,  serenely  gliding, 
With  joy  the  holy  city  fill, 

His  presence  there  abiding : 

The  Lord,  her  glory  and  defence, 

From  every  ill  betiding 
Will  guard  his  chosen  residence, 

His  timely  aid  providing. 

Jotiah  Conder,  1836.    Arr.  H. 
WildernesR.   p.  410.    Shining:  Shore.  404. 


^^^m^^^m 


O  Sinner  Come.    p.  260. 


1364-1356 


X  lintMxm  far  ftmn. 


All  to  Christ  I  owe. 


Peculiar. 


John  Tjiomas  Grape,  1865. 


^^^m^mm^ 


(   I    hearthe  Saviour  Bay,  Thy  strength  indeed  is  small; 

\  Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray, Find  in  me  thine  All  in  all. 

^1 


Choru*. 


Jesus  paid  it  all :  Ail  to  Iiini  I  owe ;  Sin  hud  left  a  crimson  stain :  He  washed  it  white  as  snou*. 


A  nmsom  for  all. 
1  Tim.  ii.  6. 


6s. 


1854 

1  hear  the  Saviour  say, 
Thy  strength  indeed  is  small ; 

Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray. 
Find  in  me  thine  All  in  all. 

Crobvs. 

Jems  paid  it  all ;  All  to  him  I  owe ; 

Bin  had  left  a  crimson  stain : 
He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

Lord,  now  indeed  I  find 
Thy  power,  and  tbine  alone, 

Can  change  the  leper's  spots, 
And  melt  the  heart  of  stone. 

For  nothing  good  have  I 
Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim ; 

1*11  wash  my  garment  white 
In  the  blood  of  Calvary's  Lamb. 

And  when  before  the  throne 
I  stand  in  Him  complete, 

I'll  lay  my  trophies  down. 
All  down  at  Jesus'  feet. 

ElTinallall  Mjers,  ab.  1865. 


To  whom  shall  we  go? 
John  Ti.  88. 


1856 

Have  mercy,  Lord,  on  me : 

To  thee  for  help  I  cry, 
O  thou  who  wouldst  not  see 

A  guilty  sinner  die. 
Thou  for  me  in  death, 

Closed  thy  languid  eyes; 
Now  my  broken,  contrite  heart. 

Thou  Lord,  wilt  not  despise  I 

ByFermiaaion. 


6s. 


Before  thy  gracious  throne, 

Helpless,  I  prostrate  lie. 
Thou  all  my  sins  hast  known ; 

For  pardon  now  I  cry. 
Wash  away  my  guilt,  • 

Cleanse  me  from  each  stain ; 
Thou  who  thine  own  blood  hast  spilt. 

Thou  who  hast  borne  my  pain. 

My  Saviour,  who  didst  bear 

My  sins  upon  the  tree. 
When  thou  thy  crown  shalt  wear, 

I  pray  remember  me  I  , 

Grant  me  with  the  blest. 

Ransomed  by  thy  blood 
Endless  life,  and  home,  and  rest. 

With  thee,  O  Lord,  my  God. 


He  it  not  here,  for  he  is  risen. 
Matt  zzTiii.  6. 


H.,  1HH6. 


II! 


468 


1856 

Rejoice  around  the  tomb 
Where  your  Redeemer  lay ; 

For  now  through  death's  dark  gloon 

Streams  life's  immortal  ray. 

Chorus. 
Glory  to  the  Lamb,  Once  for  sinners  sli^n : 
Glory  to  the  Saviour' s  name,  Who  died  and  lives  aga 

He  who  on  Calvary 

For  us  did  groan  and  bleed, 
Before  the  throne  on  high 

For  us  doth  intercede. 

In  kingly  majesty 
And  glory  He  shall  come. 

To  set  death's  captives  free, 

And  take  his  people  home.  H.,i88e. 


®ttm^  ICttto  Si%  nil  fti  ®l|at  ^alrmi,      1357-1359 


Art  Thou  Weary? 


8,  5|  8,  & 


^^ 
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J  j  k  ^11  ^^ 


E.  W,  BuUiBfiror,  1876. 
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Art      thou  wea  -  ry,      art        thou  languid,     Art  thou    sore      distressed? 
-^  f^    I ^    i  'vlS.^ — ^ — '"^ — <ag    n    S- — "p"  I    i^?- 
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1357^<>7rov  re  ;fai  Kdixazov,  8s  3s. 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 

Art  thou  sore  distressed? 
"Come  to  me,"  saith  One,  and  coming, 
**Be  at  rest." 

Hath  He  marks  that  lead  me  to  him, 

If  he  be  my  guide? 
*  *  In  his  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 
And  his  side. " 

Is  there  diadem,  as  monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns? 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns." 

If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow. 
What  his  guerdon  here? 
"Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear." 

If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  he  at  last? 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed !" 

If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  he  say  me  nay?      , 
"  Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away !" 

Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless? 
Angels,  martyrs,  saints  and  prophets, 
Answer,  "Yesl" 

Stephen  of  St.  Sabaa,  725-794.  John  M.  Neole,  1862. 


By  pennissUm* 
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1 368  ^  ^tey.'^SJ^'^'-  8s  &  38. 

Thou  with  many  burdens  weary. 

Turn  to  Christ  for  rest ; 
Fly  from  earth's  dark  desert  dreary. 

To  his  breast. 

Tell  thy  tale  of  woe  and  sadness, 

In  His  willing  ear ; 
He  can  turn  thy  grief  to  gladness. 

He  will  hear. 

At  His  feet  cast  every  burden, 

Oifer  each  request ; 
He  who  gives  the  guilty  pardon, 

Gives  thee  rest. 

Now  in  Him  by  faith  abiding, 

Daily  grow  in  grace, — 
Then  earth's  storms  and  seas  outridint^, 

See  His  face. 

H.,1881. 
A.i3UU  John  vi.  87.  OS  &  »5S. 

Saviour,  who  for  me  hast  suffered. 

Bearing  all  my  sin, 
I  accept  thy  mercy  proffered ; 

Wash  me  clean. 

Lord,  I  come,  my  sins  confessing ; 

I  thy  face  would  see ; 
Grant  a  weary  soul  thy  blessing. 

Pity  me. 

Thou  hast  borne  my  bitter  burden. 

On  the  cruel  tree ; 
Grant  me  now  thy  gracious  pardon. 

Full  and  free. 

H.,1886. 


1360-1362 


Tk^  jli^ali  %t^  Hi*  Vnh 


Thusla. 


7s,  61iuev. 


^^i\  J=^jTT"^:i  II  j^ 


H.,  1879. 
Fine. 
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Wea-ry    sin  -  ner,    keep  thine  eyes   On  th'  a  -  ton  -  in^ 


Sac  -  ri  -    fice; 
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There  the   dread-fiil   curse   He  bore ;  Weep-ing    soul,     la  -  ment    no    more. 
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View  Him  bleeding     on    the    tree,  Pouring    out    his    life    for       thee : 


bd      pj' 
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1860 


I«ook  unto  me,  and  be  jre  Mred. 
I«i.zlv.  X! 


7s,  61. 


Weary  sinner,  keep  thine  eyes 
Onth'  atoning  Sacrifice ; 
View  Him  bleeding  on  the  tree, 
Pouring  out  his  life  for  thee ; 
There  the  dreadful  curse  He  bore ; 
Weeping  soul,  lament  no  more. 

Cast  thy  guilty  soul  on  Him ; 
Find  him  mighty  to  redeem ; 
At  his  feet  thy  burden  lay ; 
Look  thy  doubts  and  care  away ; 
Now  by  faith  the  Son  embrace, 
Plead  his  promise,  trust  his  grace. 

Augustus  M.  Toplady,  1750. 

1  QAt  The  liord  is  my  Shepherd.  ha    Al 

lODl  PsalraxxiU-l.  *°y  "*• 

Shepherd  of  the  scattered  flock, 
Guide  us  to  the  smitten  Rock ; 
Lead  us  through  the  desert  way, 
Be  our  shield  by  night  and  day. 

Chorus. 
Grant  that  we  at  last  may  stand 
With  thy  sheep  at  thy  right  hand. 

Us  by  quiet  waters  lead, 
Us  in  greenest  pastures  feed ; 
By  thy  grace  our  strength  restore, 
Bless  and  keep  us  evermore. 

Love  and  mercy  all  our  days, 
Shall  pursue  us  in  our  ways, 
Till  our  wanderings  all  are  past, 
And  we  rest  with  Thee  at  last. 

II.,188S. 


1862 


Ifow  are  we  the  sons  of  God. 
1  John  Ui.  2. 


7s,  61. 


Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God ; 
They  are  bought  with  Jesus'  blood ; 
They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 
Life  eternal  they  shall  have. 

Chorus. 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity ! 

God  did  love  them,  in  his  Son, 
Long  before  the  world  begun ; 
They  the  seal  of  this  receive, 
When  on  Jesus  they  believe ; 

They  are  justified  by  grace ; 
They  enjoy  a  solid  peace; 
All  their  sins  are  washed  away ; 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day. 

They  produce  the  fruits  of  grace 
In  the  works  of  righteousness. 
Born  of  God,  they  hate  all  sin, 
God's  pure  word  remains  within. 

They  have  fellowship  with  God, 
Through  the  Mediator's  blood ; 
One  with  God,  through  Jesus  one, 
Glory  is  in  them  begun. 

Though  they  suffer  much  on  earth, 
Strangers  to  the  worldling's  mirth. 
Yet  they  have  an  inward  joy, 
Pleasures  which  can  never  cloy. 

Joseph  Humphreys,  17i3. 


By  permlssioo. 


470    RoBefield.    386. 


WSiti  %,nri  irf  y^aq. 


1363-136^ 


136S      And  will  manifest  mvBelf  to  him.      ^^g    q\^ 

Son  of  God,  to  thee  I  cry ; 
By  the  holy  mystery 
Of  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth, 
By  thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see. 
Manifest  thyself  to  me ! 

Lamb  of  God,  to  thee  I  cry ; 
By  thy  bitter  agony, 
By  thy  pangs,  to  us  unknown, 
BjTthy  spirit's  parting  groan. 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see. 
Manifest  thyself  to  me  1 

Prince  of  Life,  to  thee  I  cry ; 
By  thy  glorious  majesty. 
By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  to  me ! 

Lord  of  Glory,  God  Most  High, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky. 
With  thy  love  my  bosom  fill; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  thy  will ; 
Then  thy  glory  I  shall  see. 
Thou  wilt  bring  me  home  to  thee. 

Bichud  Mant,  1828. 


1864       Ye  shall  find  Test  nnto  your  BOuU.    ha    Al 

Weary  souls,  who  wander  wide 
From  the  central  point  of  bliss, 
Turn  to  Jesus  crucified. 
Fly  to  those  dear  wounds  of  his ; 
Sink  into  the  purple  flood, 
Rise  into  the  life  of  God. 

Find  in  Christ  the  way  of  peace. 
Peace,  unspeakable,  unknown; 
By  his  pain  he  gives  you  ease. 
Life  by  his  expiring  groan : 
Rise,  exalted  by  his  fall ; 
Find  in  Christ  your  all  in  all. 


Oh,  believe  the  record  true, 
God  to  you  his  Son  has  given : 
Ye  may  now  be  happy  too. 
Find  on  earth  the  life  of  heaven; 
Live  the  life  of  heaven  above, 
All  the  life  of  glorious  love. 

^      .      ^  .  Charlea  Wesley,  1747. 

Bock  of  Ages.    884.  ^i^^ 


1866  '^•"iffij^*;.^p***'^-        ^8, 6L 

Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee ; 
Pleading  all  thy  pain  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below ; 
Turn  on  us  a  favoring  eye, 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  humble  cry ! 

By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair, 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer, 
By  thy  wounds  and  pangs  and  cries. 
By  thy  perfect  sacrifice, — 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  humble  cry ! 

By  thy  tomb,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God, 
Oh,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty  reascended  Lord  I 
On  thy  seat  above  the  sky. 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  humble  cry! 

Bobert  Orantt  »b.  1815. 

1  QAA  Have  mercy  on  me.  h^    ((] 

lOOO  Matt.  XV.  22.  '=»»  OA* 

Pity,  Lord !  the  child  of  clay 
Who  can  only  weep  and  pray — 
Only  on  thy  love  aepend : 
Thou  who  art  the  sinner's  friend — 
Thou,  the  sinner's  only  plea — 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me ! 

From  thy  flock,  a  straying  lamb. 
Tender  Shepherd,  though  I  am, 
Now  upon  the  mountain  cold. 
Lost,  I  long  to  gain  the  fold, 
And  within  thine  arms  to  be: 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me! 

Oh,  where  stillest  streams  are  poured 
In  green  pastures  lead  me.  Lord  I 
Bring  me  back,  where  angels  sound 
Joy  to  the  poor  wanderer  found ; 
Evermore  my  Shepherd  be : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me ! 

Unknown  1741.    Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  1658. 

1867  '-^  "^^  TdV^r':t  """^       ^8,  61 

Oh,  disclose  thy  lovely  face ; 

Quicken  all  my  drooping  powers : 
Gasps  my  fainting  soul  for  grace. 

As  a  thirsty  land  for  showers : 
Haste,  my  Lord,  no  more  delay; 
Come,  my  Saviour,  come  away. 


Wede7,«ba74o? 


1868-1370    W}i$  ^](fmg«  V^at  m^  jlt^tt  nt^  ^^mjttiral 

Transit.  • «J8» 


4fl*    ■■»■■«■»•  8s  A  08,  or  7s  A  Oa.    ,     ,^  ,^       , 


1  Per-ishing  splendors  pass  a- way,  Vanish  ye  glories  that  decay,  Onward  I  haste  and 


cannot  stay,  Mine  is  the  rest  to  come.  Not  for  me  are  the  joys  that  fleet,  Not  for 

^  ■■  ^  ^  T^  r^ 
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me    is^he  music  sweet,  Mine  be  the  tears  at    Jesus'  feet,  Mine  the  e  -  ter-nal  home. 


1  QflQ    Chooiing  rather  to  suffer  affliction.  Og  ^  Qa 

2  Not  for  me  are  the  glittering  gems ; 
Not  for  me  are  the  diadems ; 
How  can  I  find  delight  in  them? — 

Jesus  the  thorn-crown  wore. 
Mine  be  the  tears  that  pilgrims  know ; 
Mine  be  their  lot  of  toil  and  woe ; 
Mine  be  the  way  my  Lord  did  go ; 

Mine  the  cross  he  bore. 

8  Not  for  me  is  the  trump  of  fame, 
Brawling  abroad  my  worthless  name, 
Telling  the  story  ever  the  same, — 

Vanity,  vanity. 
Mine  be  the  toil,  the  sighs,  and  tears ; 
Mine  be  the  weary,  wasting  years ; 
Mine  be  the  hope  when  Christ  appears, 

I  shall  his  glory  see.  h.,  ises. 


Jesus  conquered  when  he  fell, 
Met  and  vanquished  earth  and  hell, 
Now  he  leads  you  on,  to  swell 

His  triumphant  train: 
Onward,  then,  ye  hosts  of  God  I 
Jesus  points  the  victor's  rod; 
Follow  where  your  Leader  trod ; 

You  with  him  shall  reig^. 

Jored  Bell  Watorbuiy.  1789-1878.    Arr.  II. 


War  a 


warlkre. 
im.  i.  18. 


1869 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise ! 

Lo  I  your  Leader  from  the  skies, 

Waves  before  you  glory's  prize, 

Crowns  of  victory : 
Gird  the  gospel  armor  on ; 
Soon  the  warfare  will  be  done ; 
Soon  the  battle  shall  be  won : 

You  shall  victors  be. 

By  permlBsion. 


7s  &  5s. 


2370Peaee  through«je  bW  of  W.  cro...  ^^  ^  5^ 

Peace  to  thee,  O  favored  one. 
Weeping  low  before  the  throne. 
O'er  the  ills  that  thou  hast  done, 

Mercy  meets  thee  there. 
He  who  for  thy  sins  hath  died, 
Bids  thee  in  his  love  confide ; 
Trust  in  Him  and  none  beside, 

He  will  hear  thy  prayer. 

From  the  Saviour's  smiling  face. 
Flows  the  plenitude  of  grace ; 
Pardon,  life,  and  heavenly  peace, 

Like  the  ocean's  wave  : 
He  the  righteous  law  obeyed. 
He  hath  full  atonement  made. 
Let  thy  soul  on  him  be  stayed, 

He  is  strong  to  save. 

,  ^_  Thomas  Hastings,  18.:o, 


1$  mmili  ytmiv  h  tip  laittt< 


1371-1375 


Worthy  is  the  Lamb. 

^0— I      Jnr— 1 


78&0S. 


H.<  1881. 


Hark!  from  yonder  radiant  throng,  Bursts  a  new  im-mor-tal  song ;  Myriad  hosts  the 


g^  IfeB^^ 


strain    prolong,    Worthy    is   the  Lamb !  He  endured  earth's  scorn  and  pain, He  for 
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sinful  man  was  slain,  Heav'n  and  earth-his  praise  proclaim.  Worthy    is  the  Lamb ! 
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1 87 1  ^^'^^^  *•  "'RJ;";^i*'  ""•  •^^'''  7s  &  5s. 
2  All  above  and  all  beneath, 
Every  creature  that  hath  breath, 
Sing  to  Him  who  conquered  death, 

Worthy  is  the  Lamb ! 
Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, 
Lift  anew  the  holy  strain ; 
All  creation  cry.  Amen, 
Worthy  is  the  Lamb ! 

H.,1888. 
1872     S*^«»I->«l.p»JJ^',«'eKinghearu..    7^  Jfc  5S. 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might. 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  fight, 
Maker,  Teacher,  Infinite, 

Jesus  I  bear  and  save. 
Strong  Creator,  Saviour  mild. 
Humbled  to  a  little  child, 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled — 

Jesus  I  hear  and  save. 


Borne  aloft  on  angels'  wings. 
Throned  above  celestial  things, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings- 
Jesus  I  hear  and  save. 
Soon  to  come  to  earth  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
Hear  us  now,  and  hear  us  then — 
Jesus  I  hear  and  save. 

Reginald  Heber,  ab.  1811. 


1  0*751   1  lu^d  ftinted  unless  I  had  bclieyed.  ^a  m.  Ka 
LOiO  Psalm zxTli.  IS.  /S*OS, 

Fainting  soul,  lift  up  thy  prayer. 
Cast  upon  the  Lord  thy  care. 
He  shall  all  thy  burdens  bear, 

He  shall  be  thy  friend. 
Lift  to  him  thy  tearful  eye. 
Raise  to  him  thy  pleading  cry, 
He  shall  give  thee  victory, — 

Glory  at  the  end. 

Fainting  soul,  thy  cross  endure. 
Trusting  in  the  promise  sure, 
Keep  thy  garments  ever  pure. 

Watch,  and  work,  and  pray. 
Though  a  stranger  thou  dost  roam; 
Yet  for  thee  there  waits  a  home ; 
Thy  redeeming  Lord  shall  come, 

Bringing  glorious  day. 


Fainting  soul,  in  God  be  strong ; 
Toil  and  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
Then  shall  come  the  victor's  song. 

Robe,  and  crown,  and  palm ; 
All  thy  warfare  shall  be  past. 
Thou  shalt  find  thy  rest  at  last, 
Sheltered  from  earth's  stormy  blast, 

Li  eternal  calm. 

H..1888. 
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1374 


|iiii  |^t»^  i»  3Hb%i 


Blessed  Promise. 


8a&78. 


H.,  187a 


Oh|    the    bless -ed  prom-ise,   giv  -  en      On     the    hills     of   Gal  -  i   -    lee 


Cho. — Come  to  Ckriatf  the  Bur-den- Bear-er,      All      ye     aoula  with  ain    op  "  prest; 


ffi?4J-J   ^  J  f.^ 


To    the      wea-ry,    hea-vy       la -den,  Still    is     made   to    you     and   me. 

/9i 


Come    to  Chriat,  ye      heavy         la-den^      Lo!  he    waita     to    give    you    reat. 


Many    a    heart  has  thrilled  to  hear  it,     Many    a     tear  been  wiped  a  -  way, 


^^ 


Many    a  load  of     sin  been  lift- ed,    Many        a    mid- night  turned  to  day. 

/9\ 


Ej^^ 


1874        "^.fiSIJ?"^''-        88 

Oh,  the  blessed  promise,  given 

On  the  hills  of  Galilee 
To  the  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Still  is  made  to  you  and  me. 
Many  a  heart  has  thrilled  to  hear  it, 

Many  a  tear  been  wiped  away, 
Many  a  load  of  sin  been  lifted, 

Many  a  midnight  turned  to  day.  Oho. 

Many  a  broken,  contrite  spirit, 

Lonely,  sorrowing  and  sad, 
Felt  the  mighty  consolation, 

Heard  the  heavenly  tidings  glad ; 
And  the  dying  gazed  with  rapture, 

Trusting  in  the  Saviour's  name 
On  the  land  of  rest  and  refuge. 

When  the  Burden-Bearer  came.   Cho. 

Goiqrri(ht,Ii.L.   Bastingi,  ISSL  4^4 


Every  phase  of  human  sorrow 

Fills  the  path  we  tread  to-day; 
Harps  are  hanging  on  the  willows. 

Souls  are  fainting  by  the  way ; 
But  there  still  is  balm  in  Gilead, 

And  though  here  on  earth  we  weep, 
God  within  the  many  mansions, 

Giveth  his  beloved  sleep.  GTio. 

On  the  cloud  his  rainbow  glitters, 

Shines  the  star  of  faith  above, 
God  will  not  forsake  or  leave  us — 

Let  us  trust  his  truth  and  love, 
And  beyond  the  shining  river, 

We  shall  bless  his  holy  name ; 
That  to  bear  our  sins  and  sorrows, 

Christ,  the  Burden-Bearer  came.  Cho, 

XJnknown. 


Ictti  ©a  Mwtlir  f  ^mti  iai§$rah  T^w*      1375-1376 


Flee  as  a  Bird. 


8s  &  7s  Peculiar. 


Spanish.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


"  Come  un  -  to    me,"  saith  the    Sav    -    iour,  "Ye  who  with  burdeHS  are    pressed ; 


fee=^=^= 


Come  un  -  to    me,    all  that     la 

jmji    ^     ^     :f^    4^     jt^ 


bor,        And    I    will  give  you  my  rest. 


Come  and  find  blessing  and  pardon,  Light  is  my  yoke  and  my  burden, Come,and  find  favor  and 


welcome,  Oh,  come  unto  me,  and  be  blessed.  Oh,  come  un  -  to    me,  and  be  blessed. 


teX-p-sT^^^^ 


And  I  will  give  vou  rest 
Matt.  xi. . 


1875 

2  '*  Ye  by  temptations  entangled, 
Ye  who  have  wandered  away ; 

Ye  who  are  pierced  and  mangled, 
Why  from  your  God  will  you  stray?" 

Jesus,  the  mighty  PhysiciaD, 

Pities  your  ruined  condition. 

He  brings  you  help  and  salvation, 
|:  Yes,  he  will  receive  you  to-day. : 


Wlio  have  fled  for  refuge. 
Heb.  yi.  18. 


1376 

Flee  as  a  bird  to  your  mountain, 
Thou  who  art  weary  of  sin ; 

Go  to  the  clear  flowing  fountain, 
Where  you  may  wash  and  be  clean ; 

Fly,  for  th'  avenger  is  near  thee, 

Call,  and  the  Saviour  will  hear  thee. 


By  FermUBlon. 


8s  &  7s.  He  on  his  bosom  will  bear  thee, 

II :  Oh,  thou  who  art  weary  of  sin.  ;|| 

He  will  protect  thee  forever, 

Wipe  every  falling  tear ; 
He  will  forsake  thee,  oh,  never. 

Sheltered  so  tenderly  there ; 
Haste,  then,  the  hours  are  flying. 
Spend  not  the  moments  in  sighing. 
Cease  from  your  sorrow  and  crying, 

|:The  Saviour  will  wipe  every  tear.  :|] 

Come,  then,  to  Jesus  thy  Saviour, 

He  will  redeem  thee  from  sin ; 
Bless  with  the  sense  of  his  favor, 
Make  thee  all  glorious  within. 
Call,  for  the  Saviour  is  near  thee, 
Waiting,  in  mercy  to  hear  thee. 
And  by  liis  presence  to  cheer  thee, 
||:0h,  thou  who  art  weary  of  sin.  :|| 

Mary  S.  B.  Dana  Shindler,  1844. 
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H.,  1880. 

8s  &  7s. 


1377-1378        ^nh  In  fiiii$mh  |ft(  IS^ai  ®^^ai  @ii^ 


Triumph. 


108. 


A.D.  Merrill,  18I& 


f  Lone  -  ly    and  wea  -  ry,    by    Bor-rows  oppressed,  "Onward    we  has  -  ten  with 
\  Bid  -  ding   a  -  dieu    to    the  world  with  its  pride,  Longing    to  dwell  by   Im- 


longings  for  rest ;  )    f  But  'mid  our    pil-grimage,    lo,    on  our  eyes,  \ 

man-u  -  el's  side,  j  \  Visions    of    beau-ty  and    glo  -  ry    a  -  rise ; ./  Visions  of 


crowns  which  we  hope  soon  to  wear,    Visions   of  heaven,  oh,  we  long    to 

I 


be  there! 


He  looked  for  a  city. 
Heb.  xL  10. 


lOs. 


1877 

Lonely  and  weaiy,  by  sorrows  oppressed, 
Onward  we  hasten  with  longings  for  rest ; 
Bidding  adieu  to  the  world  with  its  pride, 
Longing  to  dwell  by  Immanuers  side. 
Bat  *mid  our  pilgrimage,  lo,  on  our  eyes, 
Visions  of  beauty  and  glory  arise ; 
Visions  of  crowns  which  we  hope  soon  to  wear ; 
Visions  of  heaven, — oh,  we  long  to  be  there ! 

There  is  the  city,  in  splendor  sublime ; 
Oh,  how  its  turrets  and  battlements  shine ! 
Pearls  are  its  portals,  surpassingly  bright; 
Jasper  its  walls,  and  the  Lamb  is  its  light. 
Pathways  of  gold  that  fair  city  adorn, 
Glitt'ring  with  glory  far  brighter  than  morn ; 
Angels  stand  becls'ning  us  onward  to  share 
Glory  eternal — we  long  to  be  there ! 

Bivers  are  gliding  *mid  unfading  trees, 
Songs  of  the  blessed  are  borne  on  the  breeze ; 
Glory-gilt  mountains  resplendent  are  seen, 
Valleys  and  hills  clad  in  Eden -like  green : 
There  shall  the  glory  of  God  ever  be, 
Filling  the  earth  as  the  waves  fill  the  sen  : 
There  shall  the  ransomed,  immortal  and  fair, 
Evermore  dwell,— oh,  we  long  to  be  there ! 


470 


There  is  the  home  of  the  pure  and  the  blest ; 
There  shall  the  weary  be  ever  at  rest ; 
There  shall  life's  trials  and  sorrows  be  o'er; 
There  shall  the  gathered  ones  part  nevermore ; 
There  shall  the  blest  be  from  death  ever  free ; 
There  their  Redeemer  in  beauty  they'll  see ; 
Crowns  of  bright  glory  forever  they'll  wear ; 
Oh,  to  be  with  them !  ^we  long  to  be  there ! 

U.,1348? 

1878  ^""Vpl^t^it'"''  10s. 

Brighter,  still  brighter  the  dawning  of  day ; 

Clpuds  are  dispersing  and  fleeing  away ; 

Children  of  sorrow,  now  lift  up  your  eyes, 

Beams  of  salvation  are  gilding  the  skies. 

Hasten,  oh,  hasten  to  welcome  the  light, 
Quitting  the  darkness  and  gloom  of  the  night. 
Wake  to  the  coming  of  life  f^om. above ; 
Pay-dawn  of  freedom  and  heavenly  love. 

Zion,  no  longer  thy  bondage  bemoan ; 
Nature,  no  longer  with  travail Ings  groan ; 
Captives  of  Satan,  your  prisons  forsake ; 
Slumbering  6ouls,from  your  death-sleep  awake. 

Welcome  with  rapture  thJslong-promis'd  hour ; 
Joyfully  welcome  this  day  of  God's  power ; 
Shout  your  bosannas  to  welcome  the  Lord 
Coming  to  conquer  the  world  by  his  word. 

unknown,  186i? 


UlpjM^u^r  Wil  3&#  Itm  Wt&$. 


1379-1382 


Proclaim  liberty  to  the  captiTes. 
Isa.  Izi.  1. 


108. 


1879 

List,  ye  who  languish  *mid  sorrows  and  tears, 

Voices  from  heaven  are  saluting  your  ears ; 

Voices  of  mercy  that  bid  you  to  come, 

Voices  of  greeting  that  welcome  you  home. 

Come  from  your  bondage,  your  darkness  and 

chains; 
Come  from  your  dungeons  where  misery  reisms  ,- 

Come  from  your  husks  to    your  Father's 

blest  home; 
Sad-hearted  prodigals,  hasten  !  oh,  come ! 

Come,  ye  whom  Satan  in  death  doth  enthrall, 
Come,  find  in  Jesus  salvation  for  all ; 
Rest  for  the  weary,  and  hope  for  the  lost, 
Strength  for  the  weak  who  by  tempests  are  tost ; 
Joy  for  the  saddened,  and  light  in  their  gloom, 
Hope  for  the  mourners  who  weep  o'er  the  tomb. 
Balm  for  the  wounded,  for  hungry  souls  bread, 
Health  for  the  dying  and  life  for  the  dead . 

Come  to  the  home  which  by  Christ  is  prepared, 
Come,  and  its  glory  by  you  shall  be  shared ; 
Come  to  life's  waters  that  gush  now  for  thee ; 
Come,  find  in  Jesus  salvation  is  free. 
Oh,  for  the  Spirit  of  God  from  on  high  ! 
Now  in  each  heart,  with  the  brfde,  may  it  cry. 
All  o'er  the  earth,  where  the  perishing  roam, 
Whoever  will,  let  him  come,  let  him  come !" 

U.,1858. 


Behold,  I  brine  you  good  tidings. 
Luke  ii.  10. 


lOS. 


1380 

Glad  was  the  message,  and  joyous  the  strain, 
Bro't  to  the  shepherds  on  Bethlehem's  plain ; 
Chanted  by  angels  who  came  from  above 
Bearing  glad  tidings  of  mercy  and  love ; 
Bringing  good  news  to  the  nations  of  earth. 
News  of  a  Saviour,  whose  glorious  birth 
Gave  to  this  sad  world  a  message  of  peace. 
Bidding  its  woe  and  its  warfare  to  cease. 

Lo !  in  the  manger  the  Saviour  is  laid ; 
Earth  has  no  refuge,  noplace  for  his  head; 
Sojourner,  stranger,  and  wanderer  here, 
Dark  was  his  lot,  and  his  pilgrimage  drear; 
But  in  his  mercy  and  kindness  he  came. 
Seeking  to  win  us  from  sorrow  and  shame ; 
Bidding  the  troubled  to  come  and  be  blessed ; 
Calling  the  way-worn  and  weary  to  rest. 


Oh,  may  we  ponder  and  keep  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  mercy  in  saving  mankind ; 
Sending  his  Son  who,  in  seeking  the  lost. 
Lay  in  the  manger  and  hung  on  the  cross ; 
Following  Him,  by  his  help  and  his  grace. 
We  shall  be  with  him  and  gaze  on  his  face ; 
Then  with  the  ransomed  and  glorified  throng. 
We  shall  adore  him  with  harp  and  with  song. 

H.,1886. 
1  QQI        Thou  art  the  jfuide  of  my  youth.  XOs. 

Father  in  heaven,  oh,  hear  me,  I  pray. 

Guide  thy  young  pilgrim  o'er  life's  troubled 

way ;  ^    ^ 

Keep  me  In  pathways  of  love  and  of  peace. 

Bring  me  safe  home  where  all  wand'rings  shall 

cease. 
Lead  me  in  kindness  and  mercy,  0  Lord, 

Guide  by  thy  counsel,  direct  by  thy  word. 
Hear  me,  O  Saviour,  in  mercy  and  truth,— 
Thou  art  my  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth. 

Dark  is  the  city  from  which  I  have  come. 
Wide  Is  the  desert  through  which  I  now  roam ; 
Tempests,  and  dangers,  and  storms  I  endure, 
Snares  are  around,  and  my  path  is  obscure. 
Keep  me  'mid  conflicts,  and  sorrows,  and  cares. 
Shield  me  from  danger,  temptation,  and  snares. 
Be  my  protector  in  mercy  and  truth ; 
Thou  art  my  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth. 

Soon,  beyond  tempests  and  sorrows  of  time, 
I  shall  be  saved  in  a  glory  sublime ; 
Then  shall  I  ceaselessly  sing  my  glad  song, 
Praising  my  Saviour,  the  faithful  and  strong; 
Telling  the  mercy  of  Him  who  for  me 
SuflFered  and  died  upon  Calvary's  tree ; 
To  that  bright  home  do  thou  lead  me  in  truth, 
Thou  art  my  Father,  the  guide  of  my  joath. 


My  soul  Bhall  weep  in  secret  places. 


lOs. 


1882   -  Jer. 

Weep  for  the  fallen,  in  death  lying  low, 
Weep  for  the  mourner,  in  bitterest  woe, 
Weep  for  the  tempted,  by  sin  led  astray, 
Haste  to  their  rescue,  oh,  seek  them  to-day. 
Ye  who  are  strong  and  their  burdens  can  bear. 
Lift  up  the  lost  from  the  gates  of  despair, 
Bring  back  the  wanderers,  the  lost  and  astray ; 
Haste  to  their  rescue,  oh,  seek  them  to-day. 


A*7^       Bedeinptlon.  p.  4  7  8. 


H.,1885. 


1383-1386 


Redemption. 


®§j  "R^b^wirtixttt  xif  ftmr  ^ci^ 


Arr.  H.,  1886. 


Day    of     re-demption,  when  snail    we    be- hold    Earth  overwhelmed  with  thy 

Oh,    for  that  day-spring  that 
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1  Qfi  Jl       Tour  redemption  draweth  nigh. 
lOOO  Lukexxl.28. 


lOs. 


Day  of  redemption,  when  shall  we  behold 
Earth  overwhelm*d  with  thy  splendor  untold  ? 
Dark  is  this  desert,  and  weary  our  road ; 
Oby  for  that  day-spring  that  cometh  from  God ! 

Deep  are  earth's  shadows,  its  sorrows  and 

gloom ; 
Oft  is  its  gladness  laid  low  in  the  tomb. 

Joys  and  rejoicings  like  shadows  depart, 

Griefs  and  afflictions  abide  in  the  heart. 

Many  the  sorrows  this  sad  earth  has  known , 

Hopes  have  been  withered  and  hearts  have 

been  torn ; 
Tears  have  been  gushing  from  fountains  of  grief, 

Ob,  for  that  mornihg  which  brings  us  relief! 

Ah,  we  have  tasted  of  blessings  to  come ; 
On  we  have  hasted  to  gain  them  at  home ; 
There,  in  the  light  of  eternity's  morn. 
Glad  shall  the  saints  sing  the  conqueror's  song. 

H.,  1865. 

1  QQA  When  the  momine  stars  sang  together.        i  n^ 
lOO»  Jobxxxvui.7.  ^^'^^ 

Stars  of  the  morning,  how  joyous  ye  sang. 

Bright  in  earth's  dawning  your  glad  anthems 

ran^, 
When  by  the  Lord,  in  his  glory  arrayed. 

Earth's  firm  foundations  forever  were  laid. 

Stars  of  the  morning,  how  sweetly  ajjain 
Sang  ye  your  anthems  o'er  Bethlehem's  plain ; 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  be  given, 
Peace  upon  earth,  thro*  the  mercy  of  heaven. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886. 


Stars  of  the  morning,  again  ye  shall  sing ; 
Loud  with  your  anthems  creation  shall  rinpf, 
When  the  Redeemer  in  might  shall  descend. 
When  the  whole  earth  to  his  sceptre  shall  bend. 
Stars  of  the  morning,  we,  children  of  light. 
Glad  in  your  anthems  our  voices  unite; 
Blessing,  and  honor,  and  glory  we  bring. 
To  our  Creator,  Redeemer,  and  King. 

H.,18%. 

1385    ^"P""  y*  ^uJin^  **""  ^^        1  Os. 

Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing. 
Say  unto  Zion,  He  cometh,  thy  King ; 
Brighter  than  morning  and  fairer  than  day, 
Christ  comes  in  glory.  Prepare  ye  the  way . 

Men  in  soft  raiment  may  revel  with  kings. 
Time-servers  shake  like  the  reeds  in  the  winds; 
Heed  not  the  worldlings,  nor  list  what  they  say, 
Cry  in  the  desert,  Prepare  ye  the  way. 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  and  sound  it  abroad ; 
Shout  through  creation  the  message  of  God ; 
Speed  the  glad  tidings,  no  longer  delay, — 
Sound  thro'  the  desert,  Prepare  ye  the  way. 

Tell  the  glad  message  thro'out  the  wide  land. 
Say  that  the  kingdom  of  God  is  at  hand ; 
Bid  all  the  nations  his  mandate  obey,— 
Turn  while  there's  mercy,  Prepare  ye  the  way. 

Level  the  mountains  and  lift  up  the  vales, 
Work  in  that  faith  which  ne'er  falters  nor  fails, 
Hail  Him  who  cometh,  your  glad  homage  pay. 
Bow  to  His  sceptre,  Prepare  ye  the  way. 

H.,  18801 


47s   Trinmph.    p.  476. 


;|sitso«  ti^  ^sus  of  @tik 


1386-1390 


Herein  is  love. 
1  John  iv.  10. 


lOs. 


1886 

Listen,  O  lost  one,  glad  tidings  we  bring. 
Tidings  of  mercy  from  Jesus  the  King; 
He  who  hath  suffered  and  died  on  the  tree, 
Sends  the  sweet  message  that  Jesus  loves  thee. 

Why  wilt  thou  wander  in  darkness  and  gloom. 
Dreading  the  future  and  fearing  the  tomb  ? 
Hear  the  glad  message  that  God  gives  to  me ; 
Sinner,  rejoice,  for  thy  Saviour  loves  thee. 

Why  wilt  thou  weep  in  thy  sorrow  so  long  ? 
Jesus  will  turn  all  thy  sighing  to  song; 
He  who  in  anguish  your  burden  did  bear. 
Waits  to  receive  you, — Come  just  as  you  are. 

He  who  came  down  fh)m  his  home  in  the  sky ; 
Bore  all  thy  sorrows  and  for  thee  did  die, — 
Suffered  for  sins  and  was  hanged  on  the  tree ; 
Judge  by  his  dying  how  much  he  loved  thee ! 

Halt  then  no  longer,  nor  linger  nor  doubt ; 
No  one  that  cometh  is  ever  cast  out ; 
Doors  stand  wide  open,  the  banquet  is  free, 
Enter,  0  sinner,  for  Jesus  loves  thee. 

1887  SECOND   PART. 

Ye  who  in  folly  have  wandered  away. 
Ye  who  have  far  fi-om  your  God  gone  astray. 
Listen,  he  calls  you, "  Oh,  come  unto  me," 
Burdened  and  weary,  our  Jesus  loves  thee. 

Ye  who  by  tumults  of  passion  are  tost, 
This  man  receiveth  the  ruined  and  lost ; 
He  your  Redeemer  and  Helper  will  be, 
Sinner,  come  quickly,  for  Jesus  loves  thee. 

List  to  the  Saviour's  compassionate  cry ; 
Turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die  ? 
Think  what  his  offer  of  pardon  has  cost. 
Wilt  thou  despise,  and  reject,  and  be  lost  ? 

Soon  shall  the  King,  in  his  glory  arrayed, 

Gather  before  him  the  souls  he  hath  made ; 

Thou  on  the  right  or  the  left  hand  must  be. 

Make  thy  decision,  for  Jesus  loves  thee. 

Chorus. 
Sinner,  rejoice,  since  Jesus  loves  thee ; 
Jesus  loves  thee  1    Jesus  loves  thee ! 
Sinner,  rejoice,  since  Jesus  loves  thee : 


Jesus  loves  even  thee ! 


I  am  so  glad  that  our  Father  in  heav'n, 
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Jesus,  who  suffered  and  died  on  the  tree, 
Offers  salvation,  O  sinner,  to  thee ; 
Mercy  is  calling,  return  while  you  may. 
Heed  the  kind  warning,  O  sinner,  to-day. 

Guilty  thou  art,  but  the  Saviour  is  good, 
Haste  to  his  shelter,  find  peace  in  his  blood; 
He  who  invites'you,  for  sinners  once  bled; 
Died  for  your  sins  and  arose  from  the  dead. 

Judgment  is  coming,  and  you  must  be  there. 
What  shall  it  bring  you,  delight  or  despair  ? 
Swift  fly  the  moments,  the  doom  draweth  near; 
In  that  dreadmorning  where  will  yon  appear  ? 
Haste,  then,  ye  lost  ones,  ye  wanderers  flee, 
Jesus  is  calling  you,  "  Come  unto  me." 
Now  is  the  moment,  oh,  make  no  delay. 
Come  to  the  Saviour,  he  calls  you  to-day. 

H.,1886. 

1  QQO         J^  veux  chanter  dans  «n  noweau         i  no 
lOOa  cantique.  ^^8» 

Fain  would  I  sing  a  new  anthem  of  joy ; 

God,  the  strong  God  of  my  life  would  I  praise ; 
Him  to  exalt,  I  my  tongue  would  employ. 

Telling  his  mercies  in  heavenly  lays. 

When  I  have  cried,  his  omnipotent  arm 

Vanquished  my  foes  and  dispell'd  all  my  fears ; 

Sweet  were  his  accents  which  quell'd  my  alarm, 

Strengthened  my  courage,  and  dried  up  my 
tears. 

Wondrous  and  deep  are  the  mines  of  thy  grace, 

Father  and  Saviour,  Redeemer  divine ; 

Sweet  to  the  soul  is  the  smile  of  thy  face ; 

What  must  it  be  where  thy  presence  doth 

shine! 

Soon  will  he  come  in  bright  glory  arrayed ; 

He  will  descend  from  his  heavenly  seat; 
Then  over  earth  shall  the  conquest  be  made. 

Then  shall  your  triumph  be  ever  complete. 

//.  A.  C.  Mcdan.    Tr.  1825.  ab.  Arr.  H.,  1886. 

1  QQ/\  Praise  Him  all  je  people.  i  na 

1  Oil  U  Psalm  cx/ii.  1.  ^  "S' 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  all  ye  nations  and  tongues, 
Praise  him  with  music,thanksgiving,and  songs, 
Tell  of  his  love  to  the  world  that  was  lost. 
Tell  of  his  grace  and  the  blood  that  it  cost. 

Lift  up  your  voices  in  rapturous  song. 
Let  all  the  earth  the  glad  chorus  prolong ; 
Tell  the  lost  world  there  is  blessing  for  them ; 
Peace  upon  earth,  and  good  will  unto  men ! 

H.,  1886. 
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2  Is  it  true  that  Christ  for  me 
Hung  upon  the  accursed  tree, 
Bearing  burdens  not  his  own, 
Breathing  forth  his  dying  groan? 

Is  it  true  he  shed  his  blood 
To  redeem  my  soul  to  God? 

3  Is  it  true  that,  robed  in  gloom, 
Jesus  lay  in  Joseph's  tomb? 

Is  it  true  that  he  arose, 
Triumphing  o'er  all  his  foes? 
Is  it  true — Oh,  can  it  be 
Christ  has  died  and  risen  for  me? 

4  Yes,  tis  true,  and  He  who  died. 
Risen,  exalted,  glorified, 

Lives  to  intercede  above. 
Lives  to  bless  me  with  his  love, 
Lives  triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 
Lives  that  he  the  lost  may  save. 

5  He  by  Pontius  Pilate  slain, 
Yet  shall  come  to  earth  again ; 
Come  to  rend  the  silent  tomb. 
Come  to  speak  man's  final  doom ; 

Oh,  in  that  tremendous  day, 
Lord,  remember  me,  I  pray. 

H.,18S& 


Jesus,  meine  Zuversicht. 
Job  xix.  27. 
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Jesus  my  redeeming  Lord, 
Lives  for  me,  no  more  to  die : 

Sweet  the  promise  of  his  word, 
I  at  last  shall  see  Him  nigh : 

So  I  rest,  till  death's  long  night 

Breaks  in  everlasting  light. 

Yes,  my  great  Redeemer  lives. 
And  his  endless  life  I  share : 

Sweet  the  hope  his  promise  gives, 
I  shall  meet  him  in  the  air : 

Can  my  glorious  risen  Head 

Live,  and  leave  his  members  dead  ? 

In  the  bands  of  glorious  hope 
I  with  Him  secure  am  joined; 

Faith's  strong  hand  is  lifted  up, 
And  in  Him  a  hold  hath  found : 

Broken  is  death's  baleful  charm. 

By  his  own  Almighty  arm. 

I  shall  see  Him  as  he  is, 
In  my  flesh  my  God  behold ; 

Bear  His  image,  taste  his  bliss. 
Share  his  glorious  joy  untold: 

And  to  everlasting  days 

Sound  my  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

Louisa  Henrietta  of  firandenbur{r,  ab.  l&iS.    2V.  H.,  18S7. 
^         Bock  of  Ages.    p.  884. 
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1  QQO  Followers  of  them.  ^7a    a] 

xOlfO  Ueb.yi.l2.  /»,  Ol. 

Daniel's  wisdom  may  I  know, 
Stephen's  faith  and  spirit  show ; 
John's  divine  communion  feel, 
Moses'  meekness,  Joshua's  zeal ; 
Run  like  the  unwearied  Paul, 
Win  the  day,  and  conquer  all. 

Mary's  love  may  I  possess, 
Lydia's  tender-heartedness; 
Peter's  ardent  spirit  feel, 
James's  faith  by  works  reveal ; 

Like  young  Timothy,  may  I 

Every  sinful  passion  fly. 

Job's  submission  may  I  show, 
David's  true  devotion  know ; 
Samuel's  call,  oh,  may  I  hear  I 
Lazarus'  happy  portion  share ; 
Let  Isaiah's  hallowed  fire 
All  my  new  born  soul  inspire. 

Mine  be  Jacob's  wrestling  pra^jer, 

Gideon's  valiant,  steadfast  care ; 

Joseph's  purity  impart, 

Isaac's  meditating  heart; 
Abram's  friendship  may  I  prove, 
Faithful  to  the  God  of  love. 

Most  of  all,  may  I  pursue 
The  example  Jesus  drew ; 
By  my  life  and  conduct  show. 
How  he  lived  and  walked  below ; 

Day  by  day  through  grace  restored, 

Imitate  my  blessed  Lord. 

V.  1  John  Cennick,  1717-1755.    Vs.  W  Unknown,  1827. 
1  5)04        Of  him  shall  much  be  required.       ^g    6l 

When  tills  passing  world  is  done,  — 
When  has  sunk  yon  glorious  sun ; 
When  I  stand  with  Christ  in  life. 
Looking  o'er  earth's  finished  strife ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe  I 

When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Clothed  in  beauty  not  my  own; 
When  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Love  thee  with  unsinning  heart; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know- 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe  I 

When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear, 
Loud  as  thunders  to  the  ear, 
Loud  as  many  waters'  noise, 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice, 


Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know— 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe  I 

Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
Wakened  up  from  wrath  to  flee. 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour's  side. 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified — 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show. 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

Sobert  Murray  McCheyne^  ab.  1837. 

lOQC    My  aoul  Is  even  as  a  weaned  child,     h^^    a\ 
lOcfO    ^  Psalmcxxxi.2.  'S,  Ol. 

Quiet,  Lord,  my  fro  ward  heart, 
Make  me  teachable  and  mild. 

Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 
Make  me  as  a  weanfed  child, 

From  distrust  and  envy  free. 

Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  Thee. 

What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 
Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 

What  to-morrow  may  betide 
Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave : 

'Tis  enough  that  Thou  wilt  care ; 

Why  should  I  the  burden  bear? 

As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own. 

Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 
Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone ; 

Let  me  thus  with  Thee  abide, 

As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 

John  Newton,  ab.  1779. 

1  OOA     The  Lord  be  between  me  and  fhee.    rja    Al 
lOUD  lSam.xz.42.  'o>  "•• 

When  shall  we  all  meet  again? 
When  shall  we  all  meet  again? 
Oft  shall  glowing  hope  expire, 
Oft  shall  wearied  love  retire. 
Oft  shall  death  and  sorrow  reign. 
Ere  we  all  shall  meet  again. 

Though  in  distant  lands  we  sigh. 
Parched  beneath  a  burning  sky. 
Though  the  deep  between  us  rolls, 
Friendship  shall  unite  our  souls, 
And  in  fancy's  wide  domain, 
Oft  shall  we  all  meet  again. 

When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  wasted  lamp  is  dead, 
When  in  cold  oblivion's  shade 
Beauty,  wealth,  and  fame  are  laid, 
Where  the  saints  immortal  reign, 
There  may  we  all  meet  again. 

Dnknown,  ab.  eir.  1800? 
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WatohfulnesB. 


S.  M.  D. 


B.,  187CL 


of    the  light,  Thro*  this  en-chanted  ground.Watchye,  standfast  in  faith,    Be 


manful  and  be  strong  ;Soon  ye,o'er  sin^and  hell,and  death.Shall  sing  the  conqueror's  song 


Watch  ye.  itand  fk«t  in  the  faith. 
1  Cor.  XYi.  18. 


S.  M. 
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Oh,  watch,  and  pray,  and  fight, 

For  foes  are  all  around ; 
And  walk  as  childfen  of  the  light 

Through  this  enchanted  ground. 

Watch  ye,  stand  fast  in  faith. 

Be  manful  and  be  strong ; 
Soon  ye  o^er  sin,  and  hell,  and  death, 

Shall  sing  the  conqueror^s  song. 

Put  off  the  works  of  shame. 

Put  on  the  arms  of  light, 
And  strong  in  the  Redeemer's  name. 

Go  forth  to  win  the  fight. 

Look  to  your  Leader's  eye, 

In  all  his  counsel  stand ; 
When  pow'rs  of  hell  are  gath'ring  nigh, 

Clasp  his  all-conquering  hand. 

Cast  on  the  Lord  your  care. 

Dread  not  the  foe's  alarms, 
For  underneath  his  people,  are 

The  everlasting  arms. 

The  hard-fought  fight  is  yours. 

You  shall  triumphant  be, 
Thro'  Jesus  Christ  our  conquering  Lord, 

Who  gives  the  victory. 

H.,188& 


The  hanrMt  truly  is  plenteous. 
Matt.  iz.  87. 


S.  M. 


1888 

How  wide  the  harvest  plain, 
How  vast  the  whitening  field ; 

What  fruit,  what  wages  they  shall  gain, 
Who  now  the  sickle  wield  I 

Lift  up  your  hearts  to  God  I 
With  ceaseless  prayers  implore 

That  He  who  knows  our  utmost  need, 
Will  send  forth  laborers  more. 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  hear 

Thy  laborers  as  they  pray ; 
And  send  forth  reapers  far  and  near 

To  work  while  it  is  day. 

Lay  on  our  hearts  the  load 
Of  countless  hosts  who  die. 

Afar  from  hope,  afar  from  God, 
With  none  to  bring  them  nigh. 

May  we  thy  call  attend. 

And  wait  alone  on  Thee ; 
And  answer  thy,  *  *Whom  shall  we  send  V 

With  **  Here  am  I,  send  mel" 

Oh,  let  thy  gospel  run, 
With  power  thy  word  attend, 

And  when  its  witnessing  is  done 
Bring  in  the  glorious  end. 


H.,1IM3. 
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Come  thou  into  the  ark. 
Gen.  yiL  1. 


S.  M. 


1  QOQ  Enter  into  the  rock.  a    ■&«■ 

xOaa  iMuiLia  s.  m. 

Sinners,  the  call  obey, 

The  latest  call  of  grace ; 
The  day  is  come,  the  vengeful  day, 

Of  a  devoted  race ; 
Devils  and  men  combine 

To  plague  the  faithless  seed, 
And  vials  full  of  wrath  divine. 

Are  bursting  on  your  head. 

Enter  into  the  Rock, 

Ye  trembling  slaves  of  sin, 
The  Rock  of  your  salvation,  struck 

And  cleft  to  take  you  in ; 
To  shelter  the  distressed. 

He  did  the  cross  endure ; 
Enter  into  the  clefts  and  rest 

In  Jesus'  wounds  secure. 

Who  would  not  fear  the  Lord, 

Glorious  in  majesty? 
His  justice  stern  hath  drawn  the  sword. 

To  his  compassion  flee ; 
Vengeance  he  comes  to  take, 

He  comes  his  wrath  to  show ; 
He  rises  terribly  to  shake 

The  drowsy  world  below. 

See  how  his  meteors  glare  I 

The  tokens  understand ; 
Famine,  and  pestilence,  and  war, 

Hang  o'er  the  guilty  land ; 
Signs  in  the  heavens  see, 

And  hear  the  speaking  rod ; 
Sinner,  the  judgment  points  to  thee. 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  God. 

Jesus,  to  thee  we  fly 

From  the  devouring  sword ; 
Our  city  of  defense  is  nigh ; 

Our  help  is  in  the  Lord. 
Or,  if  the  scourge  o'erflow. 

And  laugh  at  innocence, 
Thine  everlasting  arms,  we  know, 

Shall  be  our  souls'  defense. 

We  in  thy  word  believe, 

And  on  thy  promise  stay ; 
Our  life,  which  still  to  thee  we  give. 

Shall  be  to  us  a  prey. 
Our  life  with  thee  we  hide, 

Above  the  furious  blast. 
And  sheltered  in  thy  wounds  abide, 

Till  all  the  storms  are  past. 

Wealey,  ab.  1744. 
Boylston.     p.  160.     Danbar.       p.  179.   4*83    Kentucky,    p.  164.    ShAwmnt.    p.  168. 
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Oh  cease,  my  wandering  soul. 

On  restless  wine  to  roam ; 
All  the  world  wide,  to  either  pole. 

Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

Behold  the  ark  of  God, 

Behold  the  open  door ; 
Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 

And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

There,  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 
There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest. 

And  every  longing  satisfied. 
With  full  salvation  blessed. 

And  when  the  waves  of  ire 

Again  the  earth  shall  fill, 
The  ark  shall  ride  the  sea  of  fire ; 

Then  rest  on  Zion's  hill. 

William  Augnitof  Mohlenbcrg,  ab.  1896. 

1  Ai\  1  Keep  the  chaive  of  the  Lord.  ^    -u- 

■t.»UX  Levit  viiL  SA.  S.  M. 

A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glonfy ; 
Who  gave  his  Son  the  lost  to  save. 

That  we  might  never  die. 

To  serve  the  present  age. 

My  calling  to  fulfill,— 
Oh  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 

To  do  my  Master's  will. 

Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  oh,  thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 

Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 

CharUM  Wesley,  17G2. 


Qnce,  mercy,  and  peace. 
1  Tim.  1. 2. 


S.  M. 
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O  God  in  whom  we  live, 
Accept  the  praise  we  bring. 

And  to  us  each  thy  blessing  give, 
Our  Lord,  our  strength  and  King. 

The  Holy  Ghost  impart. 
Our  faith  and  love  increase. 

And  fill  each  lon^ng,  trusting  heart. 
With  mercy,  grace,  and  peace. 


14^3-1404     jin  fn^ii  mi}  jinvi  t&^v  Wip$t  ®  ^^* 


Varlna. 


O.M.D. 


Johftnn  C.  H.  Rink,  1770-1816. 
Air.  G.  F.  Root,  1849. 


[blest 


{What  tho'  on  stormy  seas  we  sail,  By  icy  tempests  driven  ;    \  l^^^* 

Our  anchor  holds  within  the  vail, Our  hope  is  fixed  in  heav'n  j  There  is  a  harbor  oi  the 


Beyond  the  tempest's  roar ;  A  haven  of  eternal  rest,  Where  surges  beat  no  more. 


Amaasins  Ori^oe.     page  128.  New  Jerusalem,     page  134. 


page  140. 


1  AAO  Ai  an  anchor  of  the  soul.  ^^    i^r 

14UO  Heb.vl.l9.  ^'  ^' 

What  though  on  stormy  seas  we  sail, 

By  icy  tempests  driven ; 
Our  anchor  holds  within  the  vail,  — 

Our  hope  is  fixed  in  heaven. 
There  is  a  harbor  of  the  blest, 

Beyond  the  tempest's  roar; 
A  haven  of  eternal  rest, 

Where  surges  beat  no  more. 

On  every  sea  our  whitening  sails 

Are  trimmed  that  port  to  gain ; 
'Mid  favoring  winds  or  adverse  gales, 

Our  course  we  still  maintain. 
When  all  earth's  surging  storms  of  sin 

And  sorrow  shall  be  o'er. 
Abundant  entrance  we  shall  win. 

And  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Our  fleet,  dispersed  by  tempests  here, 

Shall  all  earth's  storms  outsail. 
And  hear  at  last  our  Captain's  cheer. 

And  answer  him,  *'  All  hail !" 
The  last  rude  stormy  tempest  o'er, 

The  last  sharp  conflict  past, 
We  reach  with  joy  the  eternal  shore, 

And  gain  our  rest  at  last. 


H..  1885. 
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1  /Lt\d.        My  soul  thireteth  for  Thee.  .,    ^_ 

l^V^  '      Psalm  Ixui.  1.  ^'  M. 

Oh,  who  is  like  the  Mighty  One, 

Whose  tiirone  is  in  the  sky ! 
Who  compasseth  the  universe 

With  his  all-searching  eye ; 
At  whose  creative  word  appeared 

The  dry  laud  and  the  sea : 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 

My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee ! 

Around  Him  suns  and  systems  swim 

In  harmony  and  light ; 
Before  him  harps  angelic  hymn 

His  praises  day  and  night ; 
Yet  to  the  contrite,  day  and  night. 

In  mercy  turneth  he : 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 

My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee  I 

Yes !  though  unlimited  his  works, 

His  power  upholds  them  all ; 
He  clothes  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  marks  the  sparrow's  fall : 
Who  listens  to  the  raven's  cry, 

Will  bend  his  ear  to  me : 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 

My  spu'it  thirsts  for  thee ! 

David  Macbeth  Moir,  1798-1851. 
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Zerah. 


CM. 


Lowell  Masou,  1837. 


The  race  that  long  in  darkness  piued  Have  seen  a  glorious  light;  The  people  dwell  in  day,  whp  dVelt 


In  death's  surrounding  night,The  people  dwellin  day , who  dwelt  In  death's  surrounding  night 


fe-^^1 


To  us  a  child  is  bom. 
Isa.  ix.  6. 


C.  M. 


1406 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 

Have  seen  a  glorious  light ; 
The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 

In  death's  surrounding  night. 

To  hail  thy  rise,  thou  better  Sun, 
The  gathering  nations  come, 

With  joy,  as  when  the  reapers  bear 
The  harvest  treasures  home. 

To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 

And  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Forevermore  adored, 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 
His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know. 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above, 

And  peace  abound  below. 

John  JUorri»on,  ab.  1770. 
1406  '^'''^ie'i.Tll^'''  C.  M. 

Come  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died, "  they  cry, 

'*Tobe  exalted  thus ;" 
"Worthy  tlie  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 

**Por  He  was  slain  for  us." 


Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give, 

Be  Lord,  forever  thine. 

Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas. 

Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 

The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts,  1709. 


Salvation  to  our  Ood. 
Bev.  vii.  10. 


C.  M. 


1407 

Salvation  I  oh,  the  joyful  sound. 

What  pleasure  to  our  ears  I 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin. 
At  heirs  dark  door  we  lay; 

But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

Salvation!  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around : 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound ! 

Salvation  I  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb, 
To  tliee  the  praise  belongs ; 

Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

Va.  1.3' Isaac  Watt»,  1709.    V.  4  W.  W.  Shirley,  172i^-1788. 


485 


1408-1400 


S^t  (Sii]{  nxM  ytntii  Solh. 


Qolclon. 


TbA6s. 


H.,  1880. 


1  Je  -  ru  -  ga-lem,  the  golden !  With  milk  and  honey  blest ;  Beneath  thy  con  -  tem- 


pla  -  tion  Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest.      I    know  not,  oh,      I    know  not  What 


joys    a- wait  us  there;  What  radiancy     of    glo-ry.     What  bliss  beyond  compare. 


1408 


Urba  Sj/OH  Aurea. 


7s<fe6s. 


2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

8  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast. 
And  they,  who  with  their  Leader, 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect  I 
Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect  I 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 

Bernard  of  ClunT.  cir.  114S.    2V.  John  M.  NedU^  ab.  1851. 


S^PermiMioQ. 


486 


1  /[AQ  Urba  Syon  inclyta  Gloria.        7a  A  6R- 

Jerusalem,  the  glorious ! 

The  glory  of  the  elect, - 
Oh,  dear  and  future  vision 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Ev'n  now  by  faith  I  see  thee, 

Ev'n  here  thy  walls  discern ; 
To  thee  my  thoughts  are  kindled. 

And  strive,  and  pant,  and  yearn ! 

The  Cross  is  all  thy  splendor, 

The  Crucified,  thy  praise ; 
His  laud  and  benediction  / 

Thy  ransomed  people  raise ; — 
Jerusalem,  exulting 

On  that  securest  shore, 
I  hope  thee,  wish  thee,  sing  thee, 

And  love  thee  evermore  I 

Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country! 

Shall  I  e'er  see  thy  face? 
Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  country  I 

Shall  I  e'er  win  thy  grace? — 
Exult,  oh,  dust  and  ashes ! 

The  Lord  shall  be  thy  part; 
His  only,  his  forever. 

Thou  shalt  be,  and  thou  art  I 

Bernard  of  Cluny .  cir.  1145.    TV.  John  M.  NeaU^  ab.  1H51 . 


Webb.  394.        BUssionary  Hymn.  %A9, 


)P«^!mt$  Wim$%  JSf^  imtt^. 


1410-1412 


1  ^1  />    Sora  novisrima,  temporape$aima.    ^a  &■  Ac 

The  world  is  very  evil, 

The  times  are  waxing  late : 
Be  sober  and  keep  vigil, 

The  Judge  is  at  the  ^ate ; 
The  Judge  that  comes  in  mercy, 

The  Judge  that  comes  with  might, 
To  terminate  the  evil, 

To  diadem  the  right. 

Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 

Let  right  to  wrong  succeed ; 
Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead, 
To  light  that  hath  no  evening. 

That  knows  no  moon  nor  sun, 
The  light  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one. 

Oh,  home  of  fadeless  splendor. 

Of  flowers  that  fear  no  thorn, 
Where  they  shall  dwell  as  children 

Who  here  as  exiles  mourn ! 
'Midst  power  that  knows  no  limit, 

Where  wisdom  has  no  bound, 
The  beatific  vision 

Shall  glad  the  saints  around. 

Oh,  happy,  holy  portion, 

Refection  for  the  blest. 
True  vision  of  true  beauty, 

Sweet  cure  of  all  distressed ! 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory ; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it. 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

Bernard  of  Clony,  dr.  1145.    TV.  John  M.  Neale,  ab.  1851. 


1411 


Sie  breve  vivihar. 


1s&  6s. 


Brief  life  is  here  our  portion ; 

Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 

The  tearless  life,  is  there. 
Oh,  happy  retribution ! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 

And  now  we  fight  the  battle. 
But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 

Of  full  and  everlasting 
And  passionless  renown : 


But  He  whom  now  we  trust  in 
Shall  then  be  seen  and  known ; 

And  they  that  know  and  see  him 
Shall  have  him  for  their  own. 

The  morning  shall  awaken, 

The  shadows  shall  decay; 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 

Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day. 
There  Qod,  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fullness  of  his  grace, 
Shall  we  behold  forever. 

And  worship  face  to  face. 

Benuutl  of  Cluny,  cir.  114S.    2V.  John  M.  Neale^  ab.  1851. 

1412    ^•**^?£,{I?Ii*3?'*'"'*^""-   '^8<fc6s. 

Ho,  reapers  of  life's  harvest ! 

Why  stand  with  rusted  blade 
Until  the  night  draws  round  you. 

And  day  begins  to  fade? 
Why  stand  ye  idle,  waiting 

For  reapers  more  to  come? 
The  golden  morn  is  passing. 

Why  sit  ye  idle,  dumb? 

Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickles. 

And  gather  in  the  grain ; 
The  night  is  fast  approaching. 

And  soon  will  come  again. 
Thy  Master  calls  for  reapers, 

And  shall  he  call  in  vain? 
Shall  sheaves  lie  there  ungathered. 

And  waste  upon  the  plain? 

Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain. 

In  morning's  ruddy  glow ; 
Nor  wait  until  the  dial 

Points  to  the  noon  below ; 
And  come  with  the  strong  sinew, 

Nor  faint  in  heat  and  cold ; 
And  pause  not  till  the  evening 

Draws  round  its  wealth  of  gold. 

Moimt  up  the  heights  of  wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low ; 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know, 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, — 

The  service  of  the  Lord ; 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet 

Shall  be  thy  just  reward. 


**  Marianne  Faminfcham/' 
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1413-1416 


Wn-hnti  I?  T«  *[»{  Tkm  Ufa  Ttitfi. 


Odme»  Let  us  Anew. 


lO^Bill. 


Lowell  Mason,  1835. 


1    Come,  let  us    anew,Our  journey  pur8ue,RolI  round  with  the  year,  And  never  stand 


Still,  till  the  Master  ap  -  pear ;    And  ne  ver  s  tan4  still,  till  the  Mas  -  ter    ap-pear. 


14230uryc.YjMi^U^ethati.told.iQa^  6S,  llS. 

2  His  adorable  will  let  us  gladly  fulfill, 

And  our  talents  improve, 
By  the  patience  of  hope  and  the  labor  of  love. 

3  Our  life  is  a  dream ;  our  time  as  a  stream, 

Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refuses  to  stay. 

4  The  arrow  is  flown,  the  moment  is  gone  ; 

The  millennial  year 
Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  here. 

5  Oh,  that  each  in  the  day  of  His  coming  may 

"  I  have  fought  my  way  through ;    [say 

I  have  finished  the  work  thou  did'st  give 

me  to  do.**  r  i  j         j 

[glad  word, 

6  Oh,that  each  from  his  Lord  may  receive  the 

"  Well  and  faithfully  done !     [throne ." 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on    my 

Charles  Wesley,  17B0. 

1414       ^^'  TsSS^x^Stiv'-Sf*'  1 08, 5s,  1 1  g. 

Our  Saviour  and  King,  thy  praises  we. sing. 

And  tell  of  thy  grace,  [o^ir  race. 

Which  purchased  ssdvation  and  peace  for 

We  publish  thy  fame,thy  goodness  proclaim, 

Oh,  wonderful  Lord ;  [word. 

And  sing  of  thy  mercy,  thy  truth,  and  thy 

Thy  kingdom  shall  come,  thy  will  shall  be 

In  earth  as  in  heaven ;  [done 

And  glory  and  honor  to  Thee  shall  be  given. 

As  all  things  above  now  rejoice  in  thy  love, 

So  on  earth  shalt  thou  reign ; 
And  all  creatures  shall  worship  the  Lamb 
that  was  slain. 

U.,1888.    I 


1416  ^  **'*^  noun  m|n|Bteriiig«pirite?Qg  ^  4g^ 

Along  each  pilgrim's  way,  and  by  his  side 
Lo,  angel  watchers  stay,  to  guard  and  guide. 

Long  as  we  sojourn  here  on  hostile  ground. 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  encampeth  round. 

Constant  they  watch  o'er  you,  opprest  with 

cares. 
They  minister  unto  salvation's  heirs. 

And  they  at  last  shall  come  on  wings  of  light. 
To  take  the  ransomed  home  to  mansions 
bright. 

There  we,  with  eyes  unsealed,  their  forms 

shall  see, 
And,  sons  of  God  revealed,  like  angels  be. 

H.,1886. 

1  A"!  O        The  place  where  the  Lord  lay.     (ta  •,  a  a 
1%10  "^    Matt.  xxvUi.  6.  OS*  4:8. 

Rejoice  around  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay. 
For  lo,  through  death's  dark  gloom,  streams 
life's  pure  ray. 

He  who  on  Calvary  for  us  did  bleed, 
Exalted  now  on  high,  doth  for  us  plead.  . 

In  kingly  majesty  He  soon  shall  come, 
And  set  death's   captives   free,  and  take 
them  home. 

Our  Father,  throned  in  heaven,  thy  kingdom 

come, 
On  earth  as  'tis  in  heaven,  thy  will  be  done. 


(( 


Surely"  thy  voice  hath  said,  "I  quickly 
come," 
Amen,  O  living  Head,  Lord  Jesus,  come ! 


4gg      To-day.    p.  489. 


Jubilee. 


6,  5,  6,  7,  7. 


1417-1419 

H.,  1879. 


fi,j:.rjifi.j'^if'^f?rj^rT777 


Ju  -  bi  -  lee !  Ju  -  bi  -  lee !  Hear  thetrumpet  sound. Lib-er  -  ty !  Lib  -  er  -  ty ! 


Fine. 


Ju-bi-lee!    Ju-bi-lee! 


Loud  its  notes  resound  !Now  each  galling  chain  is  broke  ;Now  the  iMndnuin  spurns  his  yoke, 

I 


Sets  the  cap-tives  freel 

lAt>7         Thetnimpetof  the  Jubilee.  t>    ^r    i 

±Ttl€  LevJtxxv.9.  ^'  ^^* 

Jubilee!  Jubilee  1 
Hear  the  trumpet  sound. 

Liberty  I  Liberty! 
Loud  its  notes  resound  I 
Now  each  galling  chain  is  broke ; 
Now  the  bondman  spurns  his  yoke ; 
Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
Sets  the  captives  free  1 

Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
Burdened  sinners  hear. 

Liberty!  Liberty! 
See  the  day  is  near. 
Christ  the  mighty  word  has  spoke, 
Every  chain  by  him  is  broke ; 
Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
He  can  make  you  free. 


To-day. 


6s  &  4s. 


Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
See  death^s  prison  quake ! 

Liberty!  Liberty! 
Lo  the  saints  awake ! 
Death's  dark  night  shall  then  be  o'er, 
Terror's  King  shall  reign  no  more ; 
Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
Brings  us  victory. 

Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
Soon  the  trump  shall  sound ! 

Liberty !  Liberty » 
Publishing  around. 
Sin  and  pain  and  woe  shall  cease, 
Earth  shall  shine  in  light  and  peace. 
Jubilee!  Jubilee! 
Then  shall  we  be  free. 

H.,  1878. 


Lowell  Mason,  1831. 


^-J-JJ4J3B 


^api 


1  To-day  the  Saviour  calls :  Ye  wand'rers,  come ;  O  ye  benighted  souls,  Why  longer  roam  ?^ 

:g-  -r  -r  -«-  -     I 


1418         '^'  i'6on  SlJ!"^''-       68  &  4s. 

2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls :  oh,  hear  him  now ; 
Within  these  sacred  walls,  to  Jesus  bow. 

3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls :  for  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  of  justice  fails,  and  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day :  yield  to  his  power; 
Oh,  grieve  him  not  away,  'tis  mercy's  hour. 

Samuel  Franci*  Smith,  Thomiu  Uutings.  1831. 


1419 


6s  So  4s. 


I^d  by  the  Spirit  of  God. 
Kom.  viii.  14. 

Lead  us,  O  Lord,  our  God ;  be  thou  our 

Guide,  [died. 

Show  where  our  Saviour  trod,  who  for  us 


489 


Help  us  to  follow  Thee,  in  thee  abide, 
Till  we  thy  glory  see,  Thou  Crucified. 

n.,1880. 


1420 

Day  Dawn 


V^^  JRupbtg  60ttt$i]^ 


9b  ftSs. 


I.  B.  Woodbury,  lS19-18S8w 


Christian,  the  morn  breaks  s  weetly     o'er  thee,  And  all  the  midnight  shadows  flee. 


Tinged  are  the  dis  -  tant  skies  with  glo  -  ry,    A  beacon  light  hangs  out  for  thee. 


J  .    h  J  , 


:iP=^ 


A-  rise !         a-rise !     the  light  break  s  o'er  thee.  Thy  name  is  graven  on  the  throne ; 


^  i  f  ^  t\fM 


Thy  home  is    in  that  world  of  glo-ry,  Where  thy  Re- deera-er  reigns    a -lone. 


1420  ■^•B^.UiSffe'"'-  9s  *  88. 

Christian,  the  morn  breaks  sweetly  o'er  thee, 

And  all  the  midnight  shadows  flee ; 
TTinged  are  the  distant  skies  with  glory, 

A  beacon  light  hangs  out  for  thee. 
Arise !  arise !  the  light  breaks  o'er  thee. 

Thy  name  is  graven  on  the  throne ; 
Thy  home  is  in  that  world  of  glory 

Where  thy  Redeemer  reigns  alone. 

Tossed  on  time's  rade,  relentless  sarges, 
Calmly  composed  and  dauntless,  stand ; 

For  lo !  beyond  those  scenes  emerges 
The  heights  that  bound  the  promised  land. 


Christian,  behold  the  land  is  nearing. 
Where  the  wild  sea-storm's  rage  is  o'er : 

Hark,  how  the  heavenly  hosts  are  cheering, 
See  in  what  throngs  they  range  the  shore. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  the  day  breaks  o'er  thee 

Bright  as  the  summer's  noontide  ray, 
The  star-gemmed  crowns  and  realms  of  glory 

Invite  thy  happy  soul  away. 
Away,  away !  leave  all  for  glory , 

Thy  name  is  graven  on  the  throne, 
Thy  home  is  in  that  world  of  glory 

Where  thy  Redeemer  reigns  alone. 

Joseph  Jtualingt  ab.  18S2. 


Consammatlon.    p.  349. 


49Q  Beqoiescat*    p.  350. 


^^^  i\^  1l[t^^  (S^st^  %tiim  l^qmt&HtQ*    1421-1423 


*fl  AOI  It  is  high  time  to  awake.  Qa  «,  Qw 

±4251  Rom.  xiii.  11.  »8  &  5b. 

Christians,  awake !  awake  from  sleeping ; 

Let  not  the  morn  your  souls  surprise ; 
Night  is  far  spent,  the  night  of  weeping, 

Soon  shall  the  mom  illume  the  skies. 

Chorus. 
Awake,  awake  to  life  immortal ! 

Zion,  arise,  arise  and  shine ! 
Thylisrht  has  come;  thro'  death's  dark  portal 

Flash  the  fair  beams  of  life  divine. 


Wave  ye  your  palms,  bring  glad  oblations, 
Hosannas  cry  to  Israel's  King ; 

He  comes  to  judge  among  the  nations, 
And  righteousness  and  peace  to  bring. 

Behold  your  King,  salvation  bringing, 
Ye  deserts  where  he  once  did  stray, 

Bloom  like  the  rose  with  joy  and  singing. 
Prepare  your  King  a  glorious  way. 

x£.,  1888. 


7s  6s.    Peculiar. 


Arr.  H.,  1886. 


j  My  home  is     o  -  ver    Jor  -  dan,    My    home   is     o  -  ver    Jor  -   dan,  1 

\  My  home  is     o  -  ver    Jor  -  dan,    On  the  oth  -  er  riv  -  er shore,  j 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  And  the  weary  are    at rest. 


1  ^OQ      There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest    7s  <fe  6s 

My  home  is  over  Jordan, 
My  home  is  over  Jordan, 
My  home  is  over  Jordan, 
On  the  other  river  shore. 

Chobus. 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

We  soon  shall  rest  forever, 
Beyond  time's  flowing  river, 
Where  parting  cometh  never, 
With  the  holy  and  the  blest ; 

There  ransomed  hosts  are  singing, 
There  harps  of  joy  are  ringing, 
And  holy  music  flinging 
Through  the  palace  of  the  blest : 

Though  now  in  tears  I  wander, 
I  shall  be  singing  yonder, 
Entranced  in  awe  and  wonder, 
In  the  mansions  of  the  blest : 

Ver.  2, 3, 4,  H.,  1882. 
Vox  Clainantis.  p.  348.  4  9  X 


1  AQQ  This  man  receiveth  sinners.        'Za  &  6a 

^"   ^m^0%^  J^UKC  Zv  «  2i« 

My  soul,  oppressed  with  sorrow, 
Could  see  no  bright  to-morrow, 
No  ray  of  hope  could  borrow, 
Till  Jesus  took  me  in. 

Chorus. 
He  bore  away  my  burden. 
He  gave  me  peace  and  pardon, 
He  waits  to  make  you  welcome. 
And  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 

I  long  had  wandered  weary, 
•  In  sin's  wild  desert  dreary, 
No  friend,  or  help  was  near  me. 
Till  Jesus  took  me  in. 

A  captive  bound,  He  bought  me, 
A  wandering  sheep,  he  sought  me. 
Unto  the  fold  he  brought  me, 
In  love,  he  took  me  in.  , 

He  flung  his  door  wide  open. 
He  healed  my  spirit  broken. 
He  gave  me  love's  own  token, 
Yes,  Jesus  took  me  in. 

H.,188& 
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1&2  Depth  of  mer-cy,   can  there  be    Mer-cy   still  reserved  for  me?  Can  my  God  his 

■if  r'f  fif  r^icir.,.,.,. 


wrath  for- bear,   Me    the  chief    of     sinners  spare?  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace. 
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Long  provoked  him  to  his  face  ;Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls,Griev'd  him  by  a  thousand  fi^lla. 


Of  whom  I  am  chief. 
1  Tim.  i.  15. 


7s. 
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3  Lo!  I  cumber  still  the  ground, 
Lo  1  an  Advocate  is  found, 

**  Hasten  not  to  cut  him  down, 
Let  the  barren  soul  alone." 

4  Kindled  his  relentings  are, 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  *'  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

5  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 
Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands ! 
God  is  love ;  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

6  If  I  rightly  read  thy  heart, 
If  thou  all  compassion  art. 
Bow  thine  ear,  m  mercy  bow. 
Pardon,  and  accept  me  now. 

7  Jesus !  answer  from  above ; 
Is  not  all  thy  nature  love? 

Wilt  thou  not  the  wrong  forget, — 
Suffer  me  to  kiss  thy  feet? 

8  Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore ; 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

Wesley,  ab.  1740. 


By  FermiBsion. 


Horton.  p.  381. 


I^OR  '  Lovest  thou  me?  '-^ 

14SSD  Johnxxi.l6.  '^- 

Hark,  my  soul  I  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour, — hear  his  word : 
Jesus  speaks,  he  speaks  to  thee ; 
*'Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

"I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

'  *  Can  a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  tliethild  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

"Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

'  *  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon. 
When  the  work  of  faith  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?" 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint, 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore : 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more  1 

WilliamCowpet,  1J79. 
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Bristol. 


L.M. 


Edward  L.  White,  1849. 
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1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he    dies !  When  sinks  a    wea-  ry     soul  to     rest, 

-fm-     -9-     -m-     -m-     ••^ 


^^ 


How  mildly  beams  the  clos  -  ing  eyes,  How  gent  -  ly  heaves  th'expir  -  ing    breast ! 


m^ 


t-trT"1fc£=tP:t 


1  ^O  A  Blessed  are  the  dead.  ▼     itr 

IrkXD  Rev.  xiv.13.  ^'  ■**• 

1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  I 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest, 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes, 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ; 
How  bright  th'unchanging  morn  appears 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

Anna  Lcetitia  Barbattld,  ab.  1773. 
1427  The  chastening  of  the  Lord.  j^^  -^ 

My  God,  I  thank  thee !  may  no  thought 
E'er  deem  thy  chastisements  severe ; 

But  may  this  heart,  by  sorrow  taught. 
Calm  each  wild  wish,  each  idle  fear. 

Thy  mercy  bids  all  nature  bloom ; 

The  sun  shines  bright,  and  man  is  gay ; 
Thine  equal  mercy  spreads  the  gloom 

That  darkens  o'er  his  little  day. 

Full  many  a  throb  of  grief  and  pain 
Thy  frail  and  erring  child  must  know ; 

But  not  one  prayer  is  breathed  in  vain, 
Nor  does  one  tear  unheeded  flow. 

Thy  various  messengers  employ ; 

Thy  purposes  of  love  fulfill ; 
And,  'mid  the  wreck  of  human  joy, 

May  kneeling  faith  adore  thy  will. 

Hamburgr.        p.  6. 


In  his  own  new  tomb. 
Matt,  xxvii.  60. 


L.   M. 


Andrews  Norton,  1809. 


1428 

Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb ; 

Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust ; 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room 

To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust. 

Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 
Invade  thy  bounds ;  no  mortal  woes 

Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

So  Jesus  slept ;  God's  dying  Son 

Pass'd  thro*  the  grave,and  bless'd  the  bed ; 

Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 

The  morning  break  and  pierce  the  shade. 

Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn" 
Attend,  O  earth,  his  sovereign  word; 

Restore  thy  trust;  a  glorious  form 
Shall  then  ascend  to  meet  the  Lord. 

Aaac  Watts,  ab.  1734. 

1429  ^Ic'gVS'So?-  I.  M. 

How  sweet  the  hour  of  closing  day, 
When  all  is  peaceful  and  serene, 

And  when  the  sun  with  cloudless  ray, 
Sheds  mellow  lustre  o'er  the  scene. 

Such  is  the  Christian's  parting  hour; 

So  peacefully  he  sinks  to  rest ; 
When  faith  endued  from  heaven  with  power, 

Sustains  and  cheers  his  languid  breast. 

Who  would  not  wish  to  die  like  those 
Whom  God's  own  Spirit  deigns  to  bless  ? 

To  sink  into  that  soft  repose. 
Then  wake  to  perfect  happiness? 

W.  H.  Bathurst,  1881. 
Broeklngham.  p.  8. 
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3hn*iit 


I 


pjl^s  IrsB 


H.,  1888. 


&  2.  See    at    last  the  signs  portend-  ing  Earth's  fuU  ripeness  for    its     end-ing, 

Star  -  ry  spheres  from  heaven  fall- ing, 


Christ  the  Lord  him- self  descend  -  ing.    Sun  and  moon  in  doom  ap-pall  -  ing, 
Bod- ing  fear    tlie  world  enthrall  -  ing. 


1  A.Qi\  'Hie  Son  of  man  cominr  In  the  cloudi. 
l%OU  M«rkxlU.9B. 


8s. 


3  In  the  clouds  with  awful  splendor, 
Dooms  to  seal,  rewards  to  render, 
Comes  the  saints*  beloved  Defender. 

4  Scene  all  other  scenes  transcending, 
Power  and  glory  interblending, 

Far  beyond  our  comprehending. 

5  Sight  sublime  to  mortal  vision  I 
Angels  from  the  blest  Elysian 
Gather  for  the  great  decision. 

6  Ah,  the  shout  o^er  earth  resounding ! 
The  Archangel's  voice  astounding, 
Unbelieving  souls  confounding! 

7  Day  of  terror,  work  of  wonder! 
Trump  of  God,  like  mighty  thunder, 
Rends  all  sepulchres  asunder! 

8  Dead  in  Christ  with  rapture  rising, 
Living  saints,  thro*  change  surprising. 
Now  their  full  hope  realizing. 


9  All  the  saved  together  meeting, 
First  and  last  in  joyous  greeting. 
Sweet  redemption's  song  repeating. 

10  Come,  ye  blessed !    Christ  the  giver 
Calls  to  kingdoms  fading  never — 
Heaven's  all-glorious  life  forever ! 

11  Lo,  they  rise  in  clouds  supernal, 
To  their  homeland,  bright  and  vernal, 
Ever  with  the  Lord  eternal. 

12  Blessed  hope!  beyond  all  other! 
He  shall  come,  our  Elder  Brother, 
Wherefore  comfort  one  another. 

13  While  thy  triumph,  Lord,  is  nearing, 
May  I,  faithful,  nothing  fearing, 
Love  and  look,  for  thy  appearing. 

14  Oh,  this  precious  great  salvt^tion  1 
Grander  in  the  consummation 

Of  the  new  and  last  creation ! 

8.  Dryden  Phel|»8, 1882. 


1  ^  Q 1  The  great  day  o  f  his  wrath.  o  ^ 

1  Day  of  wrath,  oh,  day  of  burning ! 
Earth  shall  melt,  to  ashes  turning ; 
Theme  of  Seer  and  Psalmist's  warning. 

2  Oh,  what  terror  now  impendeth, 
When  the  mighty  Judge  descendeth. 
And  each  vail  of  darkness  rendeth. 

3  Lo,  the  trumpet's  wondrous  sounding! 
Through  the  sepulchres  resounding, 
Bringeth  all,  the  throne  surrounding. 

Oopyiight,  H.  L.  HaathndTlgae:  494 
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The  day  of  judnnent. 
2  Pet  Hi.  7. 


8s. 


1  Dies  IrsB,  Dies  Ilia, 
Solvet  sflBclum  in  favillS., 
Teste  David  cum  Sybill&. 

2  Quantus  tremor  est  futurus, 
Quando  Judex  est  venturus, 
Cuncta  stricte  discussurus. 

3  Tuba  mirum  spargens  sonum 
Per  sepulcra  regionum, 
Coget  omnes  ante  thronom. 


Wki  3?ai|nf  %  Jkath  W[tH  ®im^         i43i-U32 


4  Death  aghast,  and  startled  nature, 
Awe-struck  stand,  while  every  creature, 
Answers  to  its  Judge  and  Maker. 

5  Lo,  the  book  brought  forth,  lies  open. 
Record  of  earth's  deeds  unbroken, — 
From  it  shall  man's  doom  be  spoken. 

6  Therefore  when  the  Judge  is  seated. 
All  things  hid,  no  more  secreted, 
Shall  be  shown,  and  justice  meted. 

7  What  can  wretched  I  be  pleading? 
Who  entreat  for  interceding? 
When  the  just  are  mercy  needing. 

8  King  of  majesty  tremendous. 
Who  dost  free  salvation  send  us, 
Fount  of  pity  then  defend  us. 

9  Recollect,  O  Christ,  thy  mission 
For  me  in  my  lost  condition ; — 
Rescue  me  from  dire  perdition. 

1 0  Weary,  fainting,  thou  hast  sought  me, 
Suffering,  dying,  thou  hast  bought  me. 
Lose  not  all  thy  toil  hath  brought  thee. 

11  Righteous  Judge  of  retribution. 
Grant  me  perfect  absolution, 
Ere  that  reckoning  and  conclusion. 

13  Guilty,  I  with  spirit  broken, 
Bearing  on  my  cheeks  shame's  token, 
Plead  the  pardoning  word  be  spoken. 

13  Thou  whom  Mary  gavest  remission, 
Heardept  the  dying  thief's  petition, 
Givest  hope  in  my  condition. 

14  Worthless  are  my  prayers,  my  Saviour, 
Yet  I  beg  thee  through  thy  favor. 
Save  me  from  the  fires  forever. 

15  'Mid  thy  sheep  a  place  provide  me. 
From  the  goats,  I  pray  thee,  hide  me, 
To  thy  right  hand  safely  guide  me. 

16  When  thy  flaming  malediction, 
Sinks  the  lost  in  ^ire  affliction. 
Welcome  me  with  benediction. 

17  Contrite,  I  in  dust  adore  thee, 
Broken-hearted,  I  implore  thee, 
Save  me  when  I  stand  before  thee. 

18  In  that  awful  day  of  weeping, 
When  from  dust  arise  the  sleeping, 
When  man's  Judge  appears  in  splendor, 
Me,  in  mercy.  Lord,  remember.* 

H.,188& 
<*  ^br  tht$  Hue  repeca  the  mvsic/or  the  line  preceding,   405 


4  Mors  stupebit,  et  natura, 
Quum  resurget  creatura, 
Judicanti  responsura. 

5  Liber  scriptus  proferetur. 
In  quo\totum  continetur, 
Unde  mundus  judicetur. 

6  Judex  ergo  cum  sedebit, 
Quidquid  latet,  apparebit; 
Nil  inultum  remanebit. 

7  Quid  sum,  miser  1  tunc  dicturus, 
Quern  patronum  rogaturus, 
Quum  vix  Justus  sit  securus? 

8  Rex  tremendse  majestatis. 
Qui  salvandos  salvas  gratis, 
Salva  me,  fons  pietatis. 

9  Recordare,  Jesu  pie. 
Quod  sum  causa  tuae  vise ; 
Ne  me  perdas  ilia  die. 

10  Quaerens  me,  sedisti  lassus, 
Redemisti,  crucem  passus. 
Tantus  labor  non  sit  cassus. 

11  Juste  Judex  ultionis, 
Donum  fac  remissionis 
Ante  diem  rationis. 

12  Ingemisco  tanquam  reus, 
Culp^  rubet  vultus  mens ; 
Supplicanti  parce,  Deus. 

18  Qui  Mariam  absolvisti, 
Et  latronem  exaudisti, 
Mihi  quoque  spem  dedisti. 

14  Preces  meae  non  sunt  dignse, 
Sed  Tu  bonus  fac  benigne 

Ne  perenni  cremer  igne. 

15  Inter  oves  locum  prsBsta, 
Et  ab  hsedis  me  sequestra, 
Statuens  in  parte  dextrd,. 

16  Confutatis  maledictis, 
Flammis  acribus  addictis, 
Voca  me  cum  benedictis. 

17  Oro  supplex  et  acclinis. 
Cor  contritum  quasi  cinis, 
Gere  curam  mei  finis. 

18  Lacrymosa  dies  ilia! 
Qua  resurget  ex  favill^. 
Judicandus  homo  reus ; 
Huic  ergo  parce,  Deus.* 

ThomAB  of  Celano?  cir.  12S0. 


1483-1434 
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Day-8pring 


lis  &  88. 


H.  R.  Palmer,  1880. 


1  How  sweet  was    the    eong     of     the  _  an  -  gels     of   light.     As,    bending    o'er  Bethlehem's 


U    j^    k    > 


plain,  They  stmck  their  bright  hArp8,and  the  si-Ience  of  night    Awoke  at  the  heav-en  -  ly  strain ;  While 


mild-ly       arround  shone  the   glo-ry     di-vine,  And  bath' din    ef-Ailgence    so    bright.         The 


\s/ 


mountain,   the  val-  ley,  the     sea,    and    the   plain,  Onoe  robed  in    the    mantle      of     night. 


1488    The  heaTen^^hoj,t^graUii.g  God.  Hg^  gs. 

3  They  san^;  of  the  break  of  redemption's  glad 

The  holy  had  longed  to  behold;  [morn, 

They  sang  of  a  Saviour  in  Bethlehem  born, 

So  long  by  the  prophets  foretold; 
They  sang  of  good-will  from  our  God  unto  men, 

Of  peace  to  a  Talley  of  tears; 
They  sang  of  salvation  from  death  and  from  sin, 

A  balm  from  our  sorrows  and  fears. 

2"  Then  glory  to  God  in  the  highesti  »*  I'll  sing, 

For  I  am  a  sinner  on  earth ; 
I'll  welcome  the  tidings  of  mercy  that  bring 

The  news  of  Emmanuel's  birth ; 
I'll  go  to  His  cross,  though  a  sinner  defiled, 

And  wash  in  the  fountain  of  blood; 

I'll  pray  for  the  grace  that  can  strengthen  a  child, 

Ajid  bring  Him  at  last  to  his  God. 

Unknown,  dr.  1875  ? 

By  pennisiion.  41K) 


1484    "^^  'i2£\;?L  1.  ""'^  *^  lis  &  8s. 

Be  joyful  in  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth, 

Oh,  serve  him  with  gladness  and  fear, 
Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and  mirth, 

With  love  and  devotion  draw  near; 
The  Lord,  he  is  God,  and  Jehovah  his  name 

Creator  and  Ruler  of  all ; 
And  we  are  his  people,  his  sceptre  we  own, 

His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  call. 

Oh,  enter  his  gates  with  thanksgiving  and  song, 

Your  vows  in  its  temple  proclaim ; 
His  praise  with  melodious  accordance  prolong, 

And  bless  his  adorable  name. 
For  good  is  the  Lord,  inexpressibly  good. 

And  we  are  the  work  of  his  hand; 

His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stood. 

And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 

James  Montgomery,  1822. 
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Resurrection. 


lis  &  8s. 


Arr.  H..  1879. 


If         1    in  thy  likeness,  OLordjinay  awake,  And  shine  a  pure  image    of  thee, 


Then    I  shall  be  sat  -  isfied,  when  I  can  break  The    fetters  of  death  and  be  free. 
I      know  I  must  suffer  the  darkness  of  night,  To  welcome  the  coming    of  dawn. 


^;  h  "e  rfHfitll 


V— £?■ 


D.S. 


1  know  this  stain'd  tablet  must  first  be  wash'd  white,To  let  thy  bright  features  be  drawn ; 

.1^  -r  1*^  1*^  , 


1485  ^  •^•"  ^  pwim  xvilVi''  ^  "''^*'  lis  &  8s. 

If  I  in  thy  likeness,  O  Lord,  may  awake, 

And  shine  a  pure  image  of  thee, 
Then  I  shall  be  satisfied,  when  I  can  break 

The  fetters  of  death  and  be  free. 
I  know  this  stained  tablet  must  first  be  washed 

To  let  thy  bright  features  be  drawn ;     [white, 
I  know  I  must  suffer  the  darkness  of  night. 

To  welcome  the  coming  of  dawn. 

Oh !  I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I  can  cast 

The  shadow  of  nature  all  by. 
When  this  cold,  dreary  world  from  my  vision  is 

To  live  in  an  unclouded  day.  [pass'd, 

I  feel  the  blest  morning  begins  to  draw  near, 

When  time's  dreary  fancy  shall  fade ; 
Oh,  then  in  thy  likeness  may  I  but  appear, 

In  glory  and  beauty  arrayed. 

To  see  thee  in  glory,  O  Lord,  as  thou  art, 
Freed  from  mortal,  corruptible  clay. 

My  spirit  is  longing  to  be  where  thou  art. 
And  sighs  for  the  dawn  of  that  day 


When  on  thine  own  image  in  me  thou  hast  smiled 
Within  thy  blest  mansion,  and  when 

The  arms  of  my  Father  encircle  his  child, 
Oh,  I  shall  be  satisfied  then! 

Oeorge  C.  Wells,  cir.  1860  F 
1  AQA^^cn  so.Father.for  so  it  seemed  K^^-HgA-fia 

In  songs  of  sublime  adoration  and  praise. 

Ye  pilgrims  to  Zion  who  press, 
Break  forth  and  extol  the  great  Ancient  of  Days, 

His  rich  and  distinguishing  grace. 
His  love,  from  eternity  fixed  upon  you. 

Broke  forth  and  discQvered  its  flame. 
When  each  with  the  cords  of  his  kindness  he  drew. 

And  brought  you  to  love  his  great  name. 

What  was  there  in  you  that  could  merit  esteem. 

Or  give  the  Creator  delight? 
*Twas  "Even  so.  Father,'*  you  ever  must  sing, 

''Because  it  seemed  good  in  thy  sight." 
Then  give  all  the  glory  to  his  Holy  name. 

To  Him  all  the  glory  belongs ; 

Be  yours  the  high  joy  still  to  sound  his  great  fame. 

And  crown  him  in  each  of  your  songs. 

R.  Keene,  «b.  1787. 
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Look  and  Live. 


A  9ft. 


H.,  VflQ. 


There   is     life     for      a     look     at     the    Cru  -  ci  -  fled  One ;  There    is 


life 


at    this    mo-ment  for    thee;    Then    4ook,    sin-ner — look  im  -  to 

Oh,       look    un  -  to    me,      all    ye 


Him  and    be 
ends    of    the 


Un-to 
Oh, 


him 
look 


who  was    nailed    to 
un  -  to       me      and 


the    tree, 
be    saved. 


1487    I^kuntom.,«dbeye«iyed.    12gA9S. 
There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Crucified  One; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee ; 
Then  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him  and  be  saved — 

Unto  him  who  was  nailed  to  the  tree. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  look  unto  me  all  ye  ends  of  the  earth ! 
Oh,  look  unto  me  and  be  saved. 

Oh!  why  was  He  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin. 
If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid? 

Oh  I  why  from  his  side  flowed  the  sin-cleansing 
If  his  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid?         [biood 

It  is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance,  or  prayers. 
But  the  blood  that  atones  for  the  soul ; 

On  Him,  then,  who  shed  it  thou  mayest  at  once 
Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll. 

His  anguish  of  soul  on  the  cross  hast  thou  seen? 

His  cry  of  distress  hast  thou  heard? 
Then,  why,  if  the  terrors  of  wrath  He  endured, 

Should  pardon  to  thee  be  deferred? 

We  are  healed  by  His  stripes;  would'st  thou  add 
to  the  word? 

And  the  Lord  is  our  righteousness  made ; 
The  best  robe  of  heaven  he  bids  thee  put  on ;     ' 

Oh  could' st  thou  be  better  arrayed? 


CopyhKht,  H.  L.  HaBtings,  1886. 
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Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome)  since  God  has  de- 
There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done ;    [clared 

That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  he  appeared, 
And  completed  the  work  he  begun. 

Then  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  he  gives; 
And  know  with  assurance  thou  never  canst  die 

Since  Jesus,  thy  righteousness,  lives. 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Crucified  One; 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee ; 

Then  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him  and  be  saved, 

And  know  thyself  spotless  as  He. 

Amelia  Matilda  Hnll.  1660. 

1488  ^""'*^H*eb.CT?'°'°^-     12s  &  98. 

There  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God, 

When  their  labors  and  conflicts  are  past. 
When  they  who  earth's  desert  have  wearily  trod, 

Shall  reach  the  bright  kingdom  at  last. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  rest,  blessed  rest  for  the  people  of  God! 
Oh,  soon  may  that  glory  be  mine. 
Oh,  that  rest  that  remaineth,  that  Sabbath  sub- 
How  our  souls  for  its  quietude  long,        [lime, 
Till  we  see  through  the  sorrows  and  darkness  of 
That  morning  of  sunshine  and  song.        [time 

H.,1886. 


Ift]}  |l0bttdt0n  0f  Tiim  JB^sH  h^  Jim$$l.    1439-1440 


Meditation. 


lis  &  88. 


Freeman  Lewis,  1813.    Arr.  H.,  1886. 


OThou !  in  whose  presence  my  soal  takes  delight,  On  whom  in   af-flic-tion  I     call, 


My  comfort  by    day  and  my  song  in  the  night,  My  hope,  my  sal  -  vation,  my  all- 


1  AOO     The  chiefest  among  ten  thousand.   i  1  cjtrfia 
IvOcf  Solomon's  Song  v.  U:  ^  1  S&OS. 

O  Thou !  in  whose  presence  my  soul  takes  de- 

On  whom  in  affliction  I  call,  [light, 

My  comfort  by  day  and  my  song  in  the  night, 

My  hope,  my  salvation,  my  all— 
Oh,  why  should  I  wander  an  alien  from  thee, 

And  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ? 
Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  see, 

And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 

Ye  daughters  of  Zion,  declare  have  you  seen 

The  star  that  on  Israel  shone  ? 
Say  if  in  your  tents  my  Beloved  has  been, 
.  And  where  with  his  flocks  has  he  gone  ? 
This  is  my  Beloved,  his  form  is  divine, 

His  vestments  shed  odors  around ; 
The  locks  on  his  head  are  as  grapes  on  the  vine 

When  autumn  with  plenty  is  crowned. 

Love  sits  on  his  eyelids  and  scatters  delight 

Through  all  the  blessed  mansions  on  high  : 
Their  faces  the  cherubim  veil  in  his  sight. 

And  tremble  with  fullness  of  joy. 
His  lips  as  a  fountain  of  righteousness  flow 

To  water  the  garden  of  grace ; 
From  him  their  salvation  the  Gentiles  shall 

And  bask  in  the  smiles  of  his  face,    [know, 

His  voice  as  the  sound  of  the  dulcimer  sweet, 

Is  heard  through  the  shadows  of  death ; 
The  cedars  of  Lebanon  bow  at  his  feet. 

The  air  is  perfumed  with  his  breath. 
He  looks,  and  ten  thousands  of  angels  rejoice, 

And  myriads  wait  for  his  word ; 
He  speaks,  and  eternity  filled  with  his  voice 

Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 


Joseph  Swain,  ab.  1761-1796. 


I         I 


1  440    ^''^^'^  '^®  little  children  to  come.  1  1  a  ^  Qa 

I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men. 
How  he  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  his  fold 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 
I  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head. 

That  his  arms  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look  when 

"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me."    [he  said, 

If  Jesus  were  here  and  would  smile  on  my  song, 

When  to  love  him  and  praise  him  I  tried, 
With  sweetest  hosannas  I'd  join  in  the  throng, 

And  would  press  myself  close  to  his  side. 
And  if  they  would  chide  me  or  send  n^e  away, 

I  would  cling  to  his  sheltering  knee, 
And  I'dtellthemlhewords  he  himself  once  did 

"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me."      [say, 

Yet  still  to  his  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go. 

And  ask  for  his  blessing  on  me ; 
And  if  I  thus  seek  him,  his  love  I  shall  know. 

And  at  last  I  his  glory  shall  sec ; 
In  the  city  of  joy  he  has  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven. 
And  all  the  good  children  shall  soon  gather 

Forofsuchisthe  kingdom  of  heaven,  [there, 

But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and 

Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home ;    [fall, 
I  shouldlike  them  to  know  there  is  room  for  them  all, 

And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 
I  long  for  that  blessed  and  glorious  time, 

The  fairest,  and  brightest,  and  best, 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime, 

Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blessed. 

Jemima  Tkon^pmm  XuAe,  1841. 
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Xn{  Jar  fimr  Jlmih* 


Jteourity. 


H.,  1879L 


My     soul,  thou  hast    fled      to    thy     Saviour      for    rest,  And  found  thee  a 


^ 


9^ 


I 


hid  -  ing-place  there.  Oh,   fold    thy  tired  pin  -  ions,    re  -  cline    on  His  breast, 


Chorus. 


i  jifj  i.  ^ 


And  con -fide    in    his    mer-cy    and  care.  There  is  rest    for    my  soul,  Tho' the 


bil-lows    may  roll,  For    my      Saviour    the  winds  and  the  waves  can  control. 


4-^r  f  riCiip  u^  ^  MP 


zz 
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My  soul, thou  hast  fled  to  thy  Saviour  for  rest* 
And  found  thee  a  hiding-place  there. 

Oh,  fold  thy  tired  pinions,  recline  on  his 
breast. 
And  confide  in  his  mercy  and  care. 

Chorus. 
There  is  rest  for  my  soul, 
Though  the  billows  may  roll. 
For  my  Saviour  the  winds  and  the  waves 
can  control. 


My  soul,  all  thy  burden  the  Saviour  hath 
borne, 

When  smitten  and  nailed  to  the  tree. 
Behold  him  in  agony,  mangled  and  torn, 

O  my  soul,  he  hath  suffered  for  thee. 


My  soul,  should'st  thou  walk  thro*  death's 
valley  of  shade 

No  evil  thy  steps  shall  attend. 
Thy  Shepherd  is  with  thee,  his  rod  and  his 

Shall  comfort,  protect,  and  defend,   [staff 

My  soul,  if  the  trumpet  of  Judgment  shall 
To  usher  the  terrible  day,  [sound 

In  peace  shalt  thou  then  of  the  Master  be 
found, 
Tho'  the  heav'ns  and  the  earth  pass  away. 


O  soul,  who  art  weary,  and  seekest  a  rest. 
This  world  hath  no  refuge  for  thee. 

Make  haste  to  the  Saviour  and  hide  in  his 
breast. 
And  he  thy  protector  shall  be. 

H.,  1885. 
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Beautiful  City  of  Gold. 


128  &  9s. 


H.  1879. 


There's  a    cit  -  y  that  looks  o'er  the  valley  of  death,  And  its  glories  may  never  be  told, 


There  the  sun  never  8et8,and  the  leaves  never  fade  In  that  beauti-ful   Cit-  y     of  Gold. 


1442  '^  °5S;r^xrS^'^-      1 2s  &  98. 

There's  a  city  that  looks  o'er  the  valley  of  death, 

And  its  glories  may  never  be  told, 
There  the  sun  never  sets,  and  the  leaves  never 

In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold.  [fade, 

There  the  King  our  Redeemer,  the  Lord  whom  we 
Will  the  faithful  with  rapture  behold ;     [love, 

There  the  righteous  forever  shall  shine  as  the 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold.  [stars. 

Every  soul  we  have  led  to  the  foot  of  the  cross, 
Every  lamb  we  have  brought  to  the  fold, 

Will  be  kept  as  bright  jewels  our  crown  to  adorn 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 

There  sickness  and  sorrow  and  death  are  un- 
There  glories  on  glories  unfold,  [known, 

There  the  Lamb  is  the  light  in  the  midst  of  the 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold.  [throne 

Unknown,    v.  4.  H.,  1886. 
^  AAt>       What  iB  our  hope  and  crown  ?    1  Oo   a.  Qu 

Oh,  what  is  our  hope,  and  our  joy,  and  our  crown, 
When  life's  fleeting  pleasures  are  o'er  ? 

When  saints  with  their  Lord  on  his  throne  shall  sit 
down, 
Where  the  troubles  of  earth  come  no  more? 

The  souls  that  each  saint  to  the  Saviour  hath  led. 

His  crown  of  rejoicing  shall  be, 
When  honors  have  faded,  and  treasures  have  fled, 

Like  the  bubbles  that  float  on  the  sea. 

Farewell,  then,  to  pleasure,  to  wealth,  to  renown. 

The  honors  that  pass  in  a  day ; 
We  seek  for  lost  sinners,  our  joy  and  our  crown. 

Which  shall  shine  when  the  heavens  pass  away. 


Security,  p.  600, 


The  worldling  may  sneer  and  our  labor  despise , 
And  mock  at  our  tears  and  our  pain ; 

But  winners  of  souls,  by  the  Lord  counted  wise. 
Shall  rejoice  when  He  cometh  again. 

Chokus. 

For  th^  vrinners  of  souls  there's  a  gladness  divine ; 

Like  the  stars  in  the  sky  they  forever  shall  shine. 

H.,  1880. 

1444  ^^^'"'^•piimSx^i"'*'*  ^^^-128  &  98. 
Be  joyful  in  God  I  for  his  mercy  and  grace 

Are  offered  to  you  and  to  me ; 
To  all  who  will  trust  him  and  look  on  his  fkce 

His  glorious  salvation  is  free. 

He  gives  us  all  blessings,  he  pardons  our  sin, 

He  makes  us  rejoice  in  his  love ; 
And  soon  shall  our  feet  gladly  enter  within 

The  mansions  now  waiting  above. 

Be  joyful  in  Grod !  for  in  him  is  our  trust. 

His  sunlight  illumines  our  day: 
And  though  we  are  sinful,  and  though  he  is  just. 

For  pardon  he  shows  us  the  way. 

The  Saviour  has  died  to  redeem  us  from  sin ; 

Believing  in  him  we  may  live. 
Knock,  knock  at  the  door,  and  so  enter  ye  in. 

And  pardon  he  freely  will  give. 

Be  joyful  in  God !  for  no  sorrow  nor  tears 
Should  sadden  our  upward-turned  eye; 

The  Saviour  has  banished  our  doubts  and  our 
And  soon  we  shall  meet  him  on  high,     [fears, 

He  loves  us,  he  saves  us,  he  seeth  us  now, 

He  heareth  our  hearts'  humble  prayer; 

And  'twill  not  be  long  till  before  him  we  bow. 

For  evermore  under  his  care. 

Samuel  Bqmhain,  eir.  1870? 


box 
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^ngel  Watchers 


128.  &  88. 


H.,1875. 


1  On  the  north  and  the  east,  on  the  south  and  the  west.  Of  Salem  that  shineth  so  fair, 

2  From  the  east  and  the west,and  the  south  and  the  north,To  Zlon  the  ransom'd  shall  come ; 

T^      ^     ^ ^a.   -^    ■#■    -ffc   ^   -f- 

r     ^P      ^      m    im      m      m    .  ■  .  ..    ■    ,m      I 1 ri 1 Prt 


Twelve  angels  stand  waiting  in  robes  of  the  blest.    To  welcome  the  weary  ones  there. 
The   weary,  the  war-worn,  the  pilgrims  of  earth,  They  haste  to  their  heavenly  home. 


W^^$^ 


Where  pearly  gates  blaze  with  the  light  of  our  home,  And  the  jasper  wall's  radiance  I  see, 
Oh !  when  they  shall  come  with  their  shoutings  and  8ongs,May  I  in  their  company  be ! 


There  angels    of  light,  at  each  beauti-ful  gate,  Stand  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 
And  see  Uie  fair  angels  who  greet  the  glad  throngs  Stand  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 


Waiting    for    me, 


;^: 


Waiting    for    me.    Watching  and   waiting    for     me. 


P 


At  the  iptes  twelTe  uiKeli. 
VT.  xxi.  18. 
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3  Less  and  less  like  our  home  does  this  wilderness 
A  desert  of  sorrows  and  fears;        [seem; 

Its  joys  are  departing  like  meteor's  gleam ; 
Its  loves  end  m  partings  and  tears. 


But  cheer  thee,  0  pilgrim !  thy  rest  is  in  view ; 

The  loved  and  the  lost  thou  shalt  see ; 
And  meet  with  the  holy,  the  pure,  and  the  true, 

Where  angels  stand  waiting  for  thee ! 


Copyright,  H.  L.  UaatlugB,  1886. 
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4  0  ye  wanderers  in  mazes  of  sorrow  and  fear, 

There's  blessing  and  mercy  for  you. 
Though  earth  may  be  dark  and  the  wilderness 
drear. 

The  Saviour  can  bring  you  safe  through. 
O  weary  and  sad  one,  whose  feet  cannot  rest, 

Who  a  pilgrim  and  stranger  must  be ; 
Lol  ans^els  beside  the  fair  gates  of  the  blest 

Stand  watching  and  waiting  for  thee. 

H.,  1876. 


Wlpi  ^nmt^i  h  %  3litb  txf  ti^^  Hl^rfi^ 
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Harvest. 


128&8S. 


Arr.  H.,  1878. 


When  the  harvest  is  past^and  the  summer  is  gone,  And  warnings  and  prayers  shall  be  o'er, 

Iff  r- 1 1  rr  '  iiiT"r'"--|i^  II 


[W 


hen  the  beams  cease  to  break  of  the  blest  Sabbath  morn,  And  Jesus  invites  thee  no  more, — 

r  fir 


to       '^ — ^*H y M 1 y — y — '^h 1 — *^^^md — J w — « — ^— -: — -k. m 


When  the  rich  gales  of    mer-cy     no      longer    shall  blow,  The      gos-pel       no 


message  de  -  clare, —       Sin-ner,howcanstthoubear  the  deep  wailings  of    woe, 


How   suf-fer    the  night  of   despair?        How   suf-fer     the  night  of    despair: 

ri^: — „T^  a  y  *'  s  r- 


The  harveat  is  past 
Jer.  viil.  SO. 
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When  tbe  harvest  is  past  and  the  summer  is  gone. 
And  warnings  and  prayers  shall  be  o'er, — 
When  the  beams  cease  to  break  of  the  blest 
Sabbath  mom, 
And  Jesus  invites  thee  no  more, — 
When  the  rich  gales  of  mercy  no  longer  shall 
blow, 
The  gospel  no  message  declare, — 
Sinner,how  canst  thou  bear  the  deep  wailings 
of  woe, 
How  suffer  the  night  of  despair? 


When  the  holy  have  gone  to  the  regions 
of  peace. 
Those  heavenly  mansions  to  prove, 

When  their  harmony  wakes,  in  the  fullness 
of  bliss. 
Their  song  to  the  Saviour  they  love, — 

Say,  O  sinner,  that  livest  at  rest  and  secure, 
Who  fearest  no  trouble  to  come. 

Can  thy  spirit  the  swellings  of  sorrow  endure. 
Or  bear  the  impenitent's  doom  ? 

Samuel  J/^ancis  Smith,  b.  1806. 


CopTTight,  H.  L.  Uasttngs,  1881. 
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Uml  in  tilt  'ivitjifittitt. 


lis  &  108. 


J  ji/i  J^ 


Lowell  Maaon,  1830. 


Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning,  Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain 


Hushed  be  the  accents    of  sorrow  and  mourning !  Zi-on  in  triamph  begins  her  mild  reign. 


|i=^^3^^^ 


1447         '^^  li?ii!  r"''-     11 8  &  1 08. 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Ziou's  glad  morning, 
Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  laini 

Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning! 
Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning, 
Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold! 

Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning ! 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

Lo,  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing; 

Streams,  ever  copious,  are  gliding  alouj^ ; 
Loud  from  the  mountain  tops  echoes  are  ringing, 

Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  mingle  in  song. 

See  the  dead  risen  from  land  and  from  oceltnl 
Praise  to  Jehovah  ascendeth  on  high; 

Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion! 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky ! 

Thomas  Hastingg,  1890. 

1448  *^"'  Mm^ST*  *'"•     1 1 8  &  1 08. 

Strong  to  redeem  is  the  Lord  who  hath  loved  me ; 

Mighty  to  save  is  the  Crucified  One ; 
He  from  the  shades  of  despair  hath  removed  me, 

Tell,0  my  soul,  what  great  things  he  hath  done ! 

He  from  the  depths  heard  the  voice  of  my  wailing. 
Saw  my  distress  in  the  pit  and  the  clay; 

Pitied  my  struggles  and  toils  unavailing; 
Lifted  me  up  to  the  glory  of  day. 

Safe  on  the  rock  he  hath  stablished  my  goings. 
Fixed  my  foundation  immutably  strong; 

Wakened  my  spirit  to  thankful  outflowings. 
Opened  my  lips  to  the  rapture  of  song. 

Many  shall  see  where  my  Saviour  hath  brought 
me, 

Rescued  by  grace  and  renewed  by  his  word ; 
Many  shall  hear  of  the  blood  that  hath  bought  me ; 

Many  shall  fear  and  shall  trust  in  the  Lord. 

H.,  1872. 


1449  ^*%%??fi.'iJ"**'-     lis  A  108. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 

Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dewdrops  are  shining; 

Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall, 
Angels  adore  him  in  slumber  reclining, 

Maker  and  Monarch  and  Saviour  of  all. 
Say,  shall  we  vield  him,  in  costly  devotion. 

Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine. 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 

Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine? 

Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 
.  Vainly  with  gifts  would  his  favor  secure; 
Richer  by  far  is  the  hearts  adoration, 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid ; 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 

Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

Reginald  Heber.  1811. 

1450    ^^^*''  «zec£\i!f*"*^*'''  1  is  &  lOS. 

Daughter  of  Sion,  awake  from  thy  sadness; 
Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more ; 

Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  the  day-star  of  glad- 
Rise,  for  the  night  of  thy  sorrow  is  o'er,  [ness; 

Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  that  subdned 
them. 
And  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier  far; 
They  fled,  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge  that 
pursued  them, 
Vain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war. 
Daughter  of  Sion,  the  power  that  hath  saved  thee, 
Extolled  with  the  harp  and  the  timbrel  should 
be; 
Shout!  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enslaved  thee, 
Th'  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Sion  is  free. 

Titzgerald'B  Collection,  }880. 
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Come,  Ye  Disconsolate.      Us&lOs.    Peculiar. 


Samuel  Webbe,  1800. 


Come,  ye  dis-eon- so-late,    where -'er  ye    lan-goisb;   Come   to  the  mer-ey  seat,    fer-rent-ly  kneel; 


-»- 


^m 


ESS 
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Hen  bring  your  wonidtdliearte,  Here    teOjonr  u  -  gnsk;     EarA  hu  no  sor-rov  tlutWicMMtkeaL 


1461        ""  "^^r^^ll-""^  1 1 8  &  1 08. 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish; 

Come  to  the  mercy  seat,  fervently  kneel; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your 
anguish ; 

Earth  Eas  no  sorrow  that  heav'n  cannot  heal. 

Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  ana  pure, 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 
'  'Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  cure." 

Here  see  the  bread  of  life ;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  above ; 

Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come  ever  knowing 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can  remove. 

V.  1,  2,  Thomas  Moort,  1816;  v.  3,  Thomas  Hastings,  d.  1872. 


1452  ^SU'lx^T'    1 1  s,  1  OS,  9s. 

God  the  All-terrible  I    King  who  ordainest 
Thunders    thy  clarions    and  lightnings  thy 
sword ; 

Show  forth  thy  pity  on  high  where  thou  reignest ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord. 

God  the  Omnipotent,  mighty  Avenger, 
Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard ; 

Doom  us  not  now  in  the  hour  of  our  danger 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 

God  the  All-merciful,  earth  hath  forsaken 
Thy  ways  of  blessedness,  slighted  thy  word; 

Bid  not  thy  wrath  in  its  terrors  awaken ; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 

Grod  the  All-righteous  one,  man  hath  defied  thee ; 

Yet  to  eternity  standeth  thy  word ; 
Falsehood  and  wrong  shall  not  tarry  beside  thee ; 

Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 

God  the  All-pitiful,  is  it  not  crying — 
Blood  of  the  guiltless,  like  water  outpoured? 

Look  on  the  anguish,  the  sorrow,  the  sighing; 
Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  0  Lord. 


God  the  All-wise,  by  the  fire  of  thy  chastening, 
Earth  shall  to  freedom  and  truth  be  restored; 

Thro'  the  thick  darkness  thy  kingdom  is  hasten- 
Thou  wilt  give  peace  in  thy  time,  O  Lord,  [ing 
Henry  FothergUl  Chorley,  1808-1872. 

1458     ^'  """SSfTy'ir^^*^*^-  lis  &  10s. 

Jesus,  the  comforter,  bruised  and  heart-broken, 
Helpless  we  come  to  the  throne  of  thy  grace ; 

Give  in  thy  tenderness  some  gracious  token ; 
Grant  us  thy  blessing  while  seeking  thy  face. 

Thou  who  on  Calvary,  pierced  and  bleeding, 
In  thine  own  body  our  burdens  didst  bear, 

Thou  who  at  God's  right  hand  art  interceding, 
Help  us  to  cast  upon  thee  all  our  care. 

Troubled  and  tempest-tossed,  stricken  and 
wounded, 

Ruined  and  helpless, we  lie  at  thy  feet. 
Saviour  compassionate,  in  love  unbounded. 

Let  thy  rich  mercy  our  miseries  meet. 

Helper  of  helplessness,  low  in  contrition, 
We  would  before  Thee  in  penitence  bend, 

Hear  while  we  supplicate,  grant  our  petition, 
Bless  us  and  guide  us  in  peace  to  the  end. 

H.,  1883. 

1454>   ^  ^°"  afflicted,  tossed  with  tempest  i  i     in 

Zion,  the  desolate;  ruined,  forsaken; 

Who  for  thy  sins  hast  passed  under  the  rod; 
Rise  thee  and  shine!  from  thy  slumbers  awaken; 

Lo,  thy  light  cometh,  the  glory  of  God. 

Storm-tossed  and  comfortless,  troubled,  afflicted, 
God  shall  restore  thee  and  crown  thee  with 

He  is  thy  comforter;  mercies  predicted  [peace; 
Wait  for  thy  sons  when  thy  warfare  shall  cease. 

Trumpet  of  Jubilee,  waken  the  sleeping, 
Sound  through    creation  redemption's    glad 

Herald  the  day  of  joy,  comfort  the  weeping  ;[year ; 
Through  this  wiae  world  let  thy  glory  appear. 

U.,  Io8fi. 
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H.,  1879. 


1  Tktime    ii  ilkort.  naka  haste,  tke  hour  drawmear.  Wkea  the  mat  God   ihaUeone  onrheartsto     trr: 


1  The  tine    ii  ilkort,  naka  haste,  the  hour  draws  near,  Whea  the  (preat 
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shall eone  oiirh«srtsto     try; 


deek  i   good  hope    agsinst  that    day 
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agsinst  that    day    of   fear,    Nor  sink,    my    sonl,  in  sin's     so  -  oar  -  i  -  ty. 
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2  The  time  is  Bhort,  O  world,  thy  fleeting  pomp, 
Thy  lying  treasures,  and  thy  foolish  joy. 

Shall  fade  when  the  archangel  sounds  his  trump, 
And  heaven  and  earth  dissolve  and  pass  away. 

3  The  time  is  short,  O  sad  and  tearful  soul, 
0  child  of  God,  a  passing  stranger  here. 

Look  up  and  watch  while  these  swift  moments  roll, 
Soon,  with  thy  God,  thou  shalt  be  freed  from 
fear. 

4  The  time  is  short  thy  labor  to  complete. 
Work  on,  O  Christian,  soon  the  day  shall  end ; 

Fight,  strive,  nor  yield  to  sloth's  enchantments 
sweet. 
Thy  Master  comes,  prepare  to  greet  thy  Friend. 

Chants  Chretiens.    Tr.  H.,  1879. 


The  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made. 
Psalm  cxviii.  24. 


108. 


1466 

Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest. 
Which,  when  He  made  the  world,  Jehovah  blest ; 
When,  like  His  own,  He  bade  our  labors  cease, 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 
To  learn  His  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey ; 
So  shall  He  hear,  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  choral  harmony  in  hymns  of  praise. 

Father  in  heaven !  in  whom  our  hopes  confide. 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts 

guide ; 
In  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our  Friend ; 
Glory  supreme  be  thine,  till  time  shall  end. 

WUliam  Mason,  1725-1796. 


It  is  towards  evening. 
Luke  xxlv.  29. 


1467 

Abide  with  me:  fast  falls  the  eventide, 
The  darkness  deepens ;  Lord,  with  me  abide : 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee. 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 


lOs. 


Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away, 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 
Oh,  Inou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

I  need  thy  presence  everv  passing  hour; 
What  but  tny  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power? 
Who,  like  thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  l:e? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine, Lord,abide  with  me. 

I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless: 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness. 
Where  is  death's  sting?  where, grave, thy  victory? 
I  triumph  still,  if  thou  abide  with  me. 

Reveal  thyself  before  my  closing  e^es ; 

Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the 

skies ; 

Heaven's  morning  breaks,  the  earth's  vain  shad- 

In  life,  in  death, O  Lord, abide  with  me.  [ows  flee; 

Henry  FrtmcM  Lyte,  ab.  1847. 

1  A.RQ,     The  Lord  bless  thee  and  keep  thee.         1  Aa 
140Q  Num.vi.24.  AU8. 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise. 
With  one  accord,  our  parting  hymn  of  praise ; 
We  stand  to  bless  thee,  ere  our  worship  cease, 
Then,  lowly  kneeling,  wait  thy  word  of  peace. 

Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way; 
With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall  end  the  day; 
Guard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from 

shame. 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  thy  name. 

Grant  us  thy  peace.  Lord,  through  the  coming 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light;  [night. 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children  free. 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 


Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease. 
Call  us,  0  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 

John  Ellerton.  1870. 
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1459-1463 


108  (ft  lis. 


FraacU  Joseph  Haydn,  dr.  1770. 
Fine.  i  D.8. 


HTTjIJJJIJJjl- 


1  Te  Mrruts  of  6oi  your  laster  prodaim.  Andpnblish  abroad  his  wonderful  Dame;  The  name  aO-netoiioDs  of  Jesu  extol; 

His  kiigaom  is  gloiioiB,  aad  raks  orer  all. 


1  A.RQ         HiB  kingdom  ruleth  over  all.  i  Aq     11a 
l^tOU  Tsalm  clii.  19.  ^US,   118, 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  almighty  to  save; 
And  still  he  is  nigh,  his  presence  we  have ; 
The  great  congregation  his  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

3  Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne. 
Let  all  cry  aloud,  and  honor  the  Son ; 
The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim, 

Fall  down  on  their  faces  and  worship  the  Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore,  and  give  Him  his  right. 
All  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  might ; 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above. 
And  thanks  never-ceasing  for  infinite  love. 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1744. 


1460 


Thou  art  clothed  with  honor. 
Psalm  civ.  1. 


lOs,  lis. 


Oh,  worship  the  Kin^,  all  glorious  above ; 
Oh,  gratefully  sing  his  power  and  his  love ; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with  praise. 

The  earth  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  thy  power  hath  founded  of  old. 
Hath  stablishea  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree. 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

Oh,  tell  of  His  might,  oh,  sing  of  his  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy,  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds 

form, 
And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm ! 

Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite, 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distills  in  the  dew  and  the  ram. 

Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  end, 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend ! 

Oh,  measureless  might!  ineffable  love! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above. 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  thy  praise. 

Robert  Grant,  1889. 


1461  ^'**^^''^PJiS?L^r2.***i°y^^  lOS,  lis. 

Oh,  praise  ye  the  Lord  with  heart  and  with  voice ; 
His  mercies  record,  and  round  him  rejoice. 
Ye  children  of  Zion,  your  Saviour  adore ! 
And  learn  to  rely  on  nis  grace  evermore. 

Repose  on  His  arm,  ye  sheep  of  his  fold. 
What  terror  can  harm,  with  him  to  uphold? 
His  saints  are  his  treasure,  their  peace  will  he 

seek. 
And  pour  without  measure  his  gifts  on  the  meek. 

Go  on  in  His  might,  ye  men  of  the  Lord, 
His  word  be  your  light,  his  promise  your  sword ; 
The  King  of  salvation  your  foes  will  subdue. 
And  their  degradation  oring  glory  to  you. 

Henry  Francis  Lyte,  l^i34. 

1462       S«8««to«ie^LoMa^newBong.  Iqs,  lls. 

Prepare  a  new  song,  Jehovah  to  praise, 
Amidst  the  full  throng,  his  honors  to  raise. 
O  Israel,  forever  thy  Maker  adore. 
Exult  in  thy  Saviour,  thy  King  evermore! 

Encircling  His  throne  with  sacred  delight, 
Let  Jesus  alone  your  praises  invite ; 
Your  voices  combining  touch  every  sweet  string, 
In  harmony  joining,  the  Saviour  to  sing! 

Ye  saints  of  the  Lord;  as  round  Him  ye  stand, 
His  two-edged  sword,  his  word  in  your  hand, — 
To  sound  his  high  praises  your  voices  employ ! 
To  victory  he  raises,  and  crowns  you  with  joy. 

In  vengeance  he  comes ;  the  nations  draw  near; 
His  throne  he  resumes;  his  judgments  appear; 
There  kings  shall  adore  him,  nor  princes  rebel, 
And  sinners  before  him  sink  trembling  to  hell. 

Then,  raised  from  the  dust.  His  church  shall 

proclaim, 
The  judgments  are  just,  and  faithful  thv  name. 
This  honor  forever  his  saints  shall  attend, 
Let  praise  to  the  Saviour  in  triumph  ascend ! 

William  Goode,  1^11. 
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1468        ^'"""^S^im.'iS  '^^~'     108, 1  Is. 

Give  glory  to  God,  ve  children  of  men, 

And  Dublish  abroad  again  and  again, 

The  Son's  glorious  merit,  the  Father's  free  grace. 

The  gift  of  the  Spirit  to  Adam's  lost  race. 

CA^  Joseph  Hart,  17«2. 

OU  i     Begone,  Unbelief,  p.  608* 
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Basone*  Unbelief. 
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lOs  A  lis. 


H.,  Arr.  1879. 
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for    my    re  -  lief    will    sure-ly      ap-pear ;    By  prayer  let  me    wrestle,    and 
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He  will    perform,    With  Christ  in    the    yes  -  sel,    I  smile    at    the    storm. 
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1 484    ^••'^"'  •'^  f pJt.'?"."'^"  ^*"'    1 0, 11 . 

Begone,  unbelief,  my  Saviour  is  near, 

And  for  my  relief  will  surely  appear ; 

By  prayer  let  me  wrestle,  and  lie  will  perform ; 

W  iUi  Christ  in  the  vessel,  I  smile  at  the  storm. 

Though  dark  be  my  way,  since  He  is  my  guide, 
*Tis  mine  to  obev,  'tis  fiis  to  provide; 
Though  cisterns  be  broken,  and  creatures  all  fail. 
The  word  He  has  spoken  shall  surely  prevail. 

His  love  in  time  past  forbids  me  to  think 
He'll  leave  me  at  last  in  trouble  to  sink ; 
Each  sweet  Ebenezer  I  have  in  review. 
Confirms  His  good  pleasure  to  help  me  quite 
through. 

Determined  to  save.  He  watched  o'er  my  path. 
When,  Satan's  blind  slave,  I  sported  with  death; 
And  can  He  have  taught  me  to  trust  in  His  name. 
And  thus  far  have  brought  me  to  put  me  to  shame. 

Why  should  I  complain  of  want  or  distress, 
Temptation  or  pain?    He  told  me  no  less ; 
The  neirs  of  salvation,  I  know  from  His  word, 
Through  much    tribulation  must  follow    their 
Lord. 

How  bitter  that  cup  no  heart  can  conceive. 
Which  he  drank  quite  up,  that  sinners  might  live ! 
His  way  was  umch  rougher  and  darker  than  mine ; 
Did  Christ,  my  Lord,  suffer,  and  shall  I  repine? 


Since  all  that  I  meet  shall  work  for  my  ffood, 

The  bitter  is  sweet,  the  med'cine  is  food ; 

Though  painful  at  present  'twill  cease  before  long. 

And  tnen,  oh,  how  pleasant  the  conqueror's  song ! 

John  Newton,  1779. 

1  ZLfifi  "^^^  coming  of  the  Lord  draveth  nigh,  j^  q  1 1 

Ye  servants  of  God,  acknowledge  him  near, 
Who  bought  you  with  blood,  shall  quickly  appear. 
In  love's  latest  season,  ye  sinners  awake, 
For  Jesus  has  risen  the  kingdoms  to  shake. 

Redemption  is  come,  Jehovah  descends, 
His  haters  to  doom,  and  honor  his  friends. 
The  world  He  is  waking  from  sinful  repose ; 
In  battles  of  shaking  He  fights  with  his  foes. 

Fire,  vapor  and  storm  accomplish  his  word, 
And  earthquakes  perform  the  charge  of  their 

Lord; 
The  pride  of  the  nations  Ha  terribly  spurns, 
Earth's  steadfast  foundations  and  cities  o'erturns. 

But  Jesus'  throne  immovable  stands. 
The  elements  own  Almighty  commands; 
The  ruin  of  nature  doth  awfully  bring 
Her  second  Creator,  her  absolute  King. 

Come,  Saviour,  arrayed  with  glory  and  power, 

The  world  thou  hast  made  destroy  and  restore; 

That  all  the  new  heaven  and  earth  may  proclaim, 

''The  kingdom  is  given  to  Jesus  the  Lamb." 

Charles  Wesley,  ab.  1744. 
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Providence. 


lOa,  lis.  Jeremiah  lagalls,  1805.    Arr.  H.,  1883. 


Tho*  troubles  assail  and  dangers  affright,  Tho*  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite,  Yet 
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one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide.  The  Scripture  assures  us  the  Lord  will  provide. 


1466  &\°:^!7f-      los  &  lis. 

Tho'  troubles  assail  and  dangers  afiright, 
Though  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite, 
Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  whatever  betide. 
The  Scripture  assures  us  the  Lord  will  provide. 

The  birds  without  barn  or  storehouse  are  fed, 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  trust  for  our  bread ; 
His  saints  what  is  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  denied, 
So  long  as  it's  written  the  Lord  will  provide. 

We  may,  like  the  ships,  by  tempests  be  tossed. 
On  perilous  deeps,  but  cannot  be  lost ; 
Though  Satan  enrages  the  wind  and  the  tide. 
The  promise  engages  the  Lord  will  provide. 

His  call  we  obey,  like  Abraham  of  old. 

Not  knowing  the  way,  but  faith  makes  us  bold ; 

For  though  we  are  strangers,  we  have  a  good 

Guide, 
And  trust  in  all  dangers  the  Lord  will  provide. 

When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  the  path. 
And  fills  us  witn  fears,  we  triumph  by  faith ; 
He  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he  has  tried, 
This  heart-cheering  promise,  the  Lord  will  pro- 
vide. 

He  tells  us  we're  weak,  our  hope  is  in  vain. 
The  good  that  we  seek  we  ne'er  shall  obtain ; 
But  when  such  suggestions  our  spirits  have  plied, 
This  answers  all  questions,  the  Lord  will  provide. 

No  strength  of  our  own  or  goodness  we  claim ; 
Yet  since  we  have  known  the  Saviour's  great 

name; 
In  this  our  strong  Tower  for  safety  we  hide, — 
The  Lord  is  our  power,  the  Lord  will  provide. 

When  time  sinks  apace,  and  land  heaves  in  view, 
This  word  of  his  grace  shall  guide  us  safe  through ; 
Not  fearing,  nor  doubting,  with  Christ  on  our 

side. 
We  hope  to  rise  shouting,  the  Lord  will  provide. 

John  Newton^  1 779. 

By  permiaaion. 


A  well  of  water  apringing  up. 
John  iv.  l4. 
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Oh,  all  that  pass  by,  to  Jesus  draw  near; 

He  utters  a  cry,  ye  sinners  give  ear! 

From  hell  to  retrieve  you,  He  spreads  out  his 

hands 
Now,  now  to  receive  you,  he  graciously  stands. 

If  any  man  thirst,  and  happy  would  be, 
The  vilest  and  worst  may  come  unto  Me ; 
May  drink  of  my  Spirit — excepted  is,  none — 
Lay  claim  to  my  merit,  and  take  for  his  own. 

Whoever  receives  the  life-giving  Word. 
In  Jesus  believes,  his  Grod  and  nis  Lord, 
In  him  a  pure  river  of  life  shall  arise, 
Shall,  in  the  believer,  spring  up  to  the  skies. 

My  God  and  my  I^rd!  Thy  call  I  obey; 
My  soul  on  thy  word  of  promise  I  stay ; 
Thv  kind  invitation  I  gladly  embrace, 
Athirst  for  salvation,  salvation  by  grace. 

Wesley,  ab.  1741. 


1  AHQ         Praise  the  name  of  the  Lord.     i  (\a    1  1  u 
1*00  PMilmcxm.1.  1  US,  118. 

Oh,  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad  voice 
His  praise  in  the  great  assembly  to  sing; 
In  our  great  Creator  let  Israel  rejoice. 
And  children  of  Zion  be  glad  in  their  King. 

Let  all  who  adore  Jehovah  our  Lord, 
With  heart  and  with  tongue  his  praises  express; 
Who  always  takes  pleasure  his  saints  to  reward. 
And  with  his  salvation  the  humble  to  bless. 

With  glory  adorned  his  people  shall  sing 
To  God,  who  their  heads  with  safety  doth  shield. 
Such  honor  and  triumph  his  favor  doth  bring ; 
Oh,  therefore,  forever  all  praise  to  him  yield. 

Tate  and  Brady,  ab.  1696. 


509      Begone  Unbelief,  p.  608. 
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Pilgrimage. 
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*'Let     us      go  forth  r  and  leave    the  world    be -hind    us,      And  meet     the 
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per  -  Us       of        the     pil  -  grim     way: Where    Je    -    sus    walked     let 
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mocking    scoffers    find  us,     Still  hastening  onward,     as  they  bid   us    stay. 


r*  cV  ?  -piC- 


lls&  10s. 


1  AAQ  Let  na  go  fbrth  nnto  him. 

±^VV  Heb.  xul.  18. 

''Let  us  go  forth !"  and  leave  the  world  behind  us, 
And  meet  the  perils  of  the  pilgrim  way; 

Where  Jesus  walked  let  mocking  scoffers  find  us, 
Still  hastening  onward,  as  they  bid  us  stay. 

"Let  us  go  forth!'*  and  tell  the  same  sweet  story, 
How  Christ  for  us  a  helpless  babe  became; 

Point  to  the  dying  Lamb,  the  Lord  of  glory. 
Strong  in  the  might  that  lives  in  Jesus'  name. 

"Let  us  go  forth!"  The  pilgrim  and  the  stranger 
Owns  not  the  earth  his  weary  foot  must  tread ; 

God's  sinless  Son,  once  pillowed  in  the  manger, 
Had  not  below  whereon  to  rest  his  head. 

'  'Let  us  go  forth !"  Where  Jesus  walked  before  us. 
Unmoved  by  praise  or  censure's  fleeting  breath ; 

God's  eye  of  love  is  fondly  watching  o'er  us. 
The  arms  eternal  stretching  underneath. 

"Let  us  go  forth !"  Without  the  camp  there  liveth 

The  strength  of  Israel.    Ye  of  heavenly  birth. 

Bask  in  the  smile  the  loving  Master  giveth 

To  them  that  follow  him.  * '  Let  us  go  forth !" 

Anna  Shipton,  cir.  1865. 


1470     ^"^rira^"'     iis&ios. 

Kock  of  my  strength  1  to  thee  my  soul  is  clinging, 

Assailed  by  doubt,  beset  by  care  and  fear; 
Smiling  through  tears,  and  in  my  sorrow  singing, 

I  hear  thy  welcome  voice,  "Be  of  good  cheer." 
What  though  my  foes  break  out  in  bitter  taunting, 

What  tho'  their  curses  crown  my  humbled  head? 
Yet,  while  their  insults  they  at  me  are  flaunting, 

Jesus  stands  near,  and  says,  "Be  not  afraid." 
Who  shall  divide  me  from  that  deep  affection 

Felt  by  the  loving  Father  for  his  own? 
Who  shall  disturb  me  under  his  protection, 

Kesting  in  God,  and  trusting  him  alone? 

If  God  be  for  me,  who  can  be  against  me? 

Who  shall  condemn,  if  he  my  soul  approve? 
Since  Christ  in  heaven  makes  intercession  forme, 

How  can  I  doubt  the  fullness  of  his  love? 

Not  all  the  angel  hosts  that  have  existence, 

Not  all  the  powers  of  darkness  and  of  death, 
Not  lapse  of  ages  nor  the  bounds  of  distance, 

Can  pluck  me  from  the  resting-place  of  faith. 
Not  pain  or  trouble,  sorrow  or  affliction, 

Famine  or  peril,  nakedness  or  sword. 
Can  rob  me  of  that  heavenly  benediction, 

The  love  of  God  in  Jesus  Christ  my  Lord. 


By  penniMion. 


510      Shadow,  p.  514. 
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1  At9 1  I  villelve you  rest 

^^K§  X  Matt.  xL  28. 

Hear  ye  the  call,  who  bear  life's  weary  burden. 
Ye  who  with  woes  and  sorrows  are  oppressed. 

Jesus  invites  you  to  find  peace  and  pardon: 
*'  Come  unto  Me,  and  i  will  give  you  rest." 

Laden  with  sins,  with  labors,  toils  and  troubles. 
By  the  rude  world  unpitied  and  unblessed. 

Why  chase  its  phantoms,  frail  as  painted  bubbles? 
"  Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

Take  ye  my  yoke,  and  learn  my  gracious  lesson, 
They  who  are  taught  of  me  are  truly  blessed ; 

Ruled  by  my  will  they  shall  receive  my  blessing, 
**  Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

Wide  as  the  world  repeat  this  invitation ; 

Call  all  the  weary  ones  from  east  to  west ; 
Find  in  my  mercy  comfort  and  salvation, 

"  Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  j'ou  rest." 


Bringing  hia  sheaves. 
Psalm  czxvi.  6. 


Il8&  lOS. 
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He  who  goes  forth  in  sadness  and  in  weeping. 
And  by  all  waters  seeds  of  blessing  leaves, 

Sowing  in  hope,  and  still  his  courage  keeping, 
Shall    come    rejoicing,    bringing    home    his 
sheaves. 

Earth's  toil  shall  end,  its  sighing  and  its  sorrow 
Shall  vanish  in  the  glory  soon  to  come. 

Then  shall  the  sower  hail  that  glorious  morrow. 
While  angel  reapers  shout  the  harvest  home. 

Then  let  us  not  be  weary  in  well-doing, 
If  we  faint  not  our  reaping  day  shall  dawn. 

Onward  we  press,  though  faint  yet  still  pursuing, 
O  harvest  day,  when  shall  we  hail  thy  morn? 

Night  hath  its  tears,  its  shadows  and  its  sadness ; 

Weeping  endures  until  the  day  shall  spring ; 
Then  comes  the  morn,  the  harvest  with  its  glad- 
ness. 

Hail  it,  ye  saints,  with  joy  awake  and  sing. 

H.,  lo85. 

1478     ^''"'^jrxiW ''""'•  lis  &  10s. 

''Behold,  I  come."   My  soul,  attend  the  warning. 

Blessed  are  those  wno  always  watch  and  pray. 
Whether  he  come  at  midnight  or  at  morning, 

Only  the  Master  knows  how  blessed  are  they. 

Lord  Jesus,  come:  in  sorrow  and  affliction 

Thy  waiting  saints  for  thine  appearing  long. 
Come  forth,  great  Priest,  and  speak  thy  benedic- 
tion, 

And  wake  our  hearts  to  everlasting  song. 

H.,  1885. 

Sin^,  Sing  and  Pray.  p.  512.  51 


1474        The yewofrnj redeemed.      Hg^  iQs. 

Roll  on,  old  year,  thy  scenes  are  almost  ended; 

Numbered  thy  days,  thy  moments  well-nigh 
told; 
Hope  is  deferred,  and  faith  with  anguish  blended; 

Yea,  even  love  grows  faint  and  waxes  cold. 

How  long  shall  earth,   with  groans  her  needs 
confessing. 

Travail  in  anguish,  while  deliverance  waits? 
Oh^hen  shall  dawn  that  year  of  endless  blessing? 

When  angels  shall  fling  wide 


gates? 


the  heavenly 


O  lingering  time,  with  tardy  pace  unsealing 
Sorrows  and  joys,  and  smiles  that  fade  in  tears ; 

Haste  on  the  hour  that  comes,  all  bliss  revealing. 
In  fadeless  glory  through  eternal  years. 

Faint  not,  worn  heart!  nor  count  delay  as  slack- 
ness, 
While  God's  long-suffering  waits  through  ages 
dark; 
Call  to  the  world  beneath  the  gathering  blackness, 
Speed  to  your  Refuge !  hasten  to  the  Ark ! 

H.,  1875. 

1476        '''^*ffi!*Ii'ff.Yr"'-    lis  &  10s. 

Brothers,  awake !  It  is  no  time  for  sleeping ; 

Let  not  the  dawn  a  slumbering  church  surprise ; 
Night  is  far  spent,  the  night  of  woe  and  weeping ; 

Soon  shall  the  dawn  illume  the  eastern  skies. 

Lo,  dusky  faces  turn  to  greet  the  morning. 
And  pleading  hands  are  outstretched  to  the  sky ; 

Hark!  tnrough  the  desert  sounds  the  joyful  warn- 
ing, , 
Prepare  the  way;  behold,  the  King  draws  nigh. 

Brothers,  awake!    The  fig-tree's  leaflets  tender 
Tell  how  the  summer  comes  to  bless  the  land ; 

So  lift  your  heads  to  hail  the  coming  splendor; 
Know  that  God's  kingdom  now  is  hign  at  hand. 

Ii.«  1885. 


Oh^lnff  unto  the  Lord. 
Psalm   zcriii.l. 
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Sing  to  the  Lord,  the  rock  of  our  salvation. 
Pour  the  sweet  strain  like  balm  on  souls  dis- 

Sing  in  a  world  of  tears  and  desolation,   [tressed ; 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  who  gives  the  weary  rest. 

Sound  the  high  praise  of  Him  who  bore  your  sor- 
Tell  of  his  anguish  on  the  cross  of  pain ;   [row ! 

Sing  of  the  glory  of  the  endless  morrow, 
When  he  in  majesty  shall  come  to  reign. 

Sing  through  the  day  in  strains  of  joy  and  glad- 
ness, 
Bathed  in  the  sunshine,  filled  with  heavenly 
light, 
Sing  'mid  the  shades  of  sorrow  and  of  sadness. 
Sing,  for  thy  Maker  giveth  songs  at  night. 

uT,  1883. 
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Singy  sing  and  Pray. 


lis.  A  lOi. 


B.,  1885. 
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Sing,  sing  and  pray,  e  -  ter-  ni-ty  is  dawning,  Sing^sing  and  pray, the  day  of  joy  is  nigh ; 


Lift  up  your  heart8,to  hail  the  holy  morning,  Sing,  till  your  Lord  shall  call  you  to  the  sky. 


U-^  j>  J.-^ 


Ye  who  have  moum*d  in  sorrow  and  in  sadne88,Exiles  and  captives  in  a  laud  of  tears 

t.^f  r  r  ^  J"  J.  ■  -r-f:  g-  f-  ^  ■  ^ .,  ,  -r 


Down  from  the  willows  take  your  harps  of  gladness,Liftupasong  and  chaseaway  your  fears. 


The  day  Is  at  hand. 
Rom.  xili.  12. 
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Sin^,  sinjg;  and  pray,  eternity  is  dawning ; 

Sing,  sing  and  pray,  the  day  of  joy  is  nigh; 
Lift  up  your  hearts  to  hail  the  holy  morning ; 

Sing  till  your  Lord  shall  call  you  to  the  sky. 

Ye  who  have  mourned  in  sorrow  and  in  sadness, 
Exiles  and  captives  in  a  land  of  tears ; 

Down  from  the  willows  take  your  harps  of  glad- 
ness, 
Lift  up  a  song,  and  chase  away  your  fears. 


Sinj^  of  His  love,  who  on  the  cross  hung  bleeding ; 

Smg  how  he  rose  and  triumphed  o'er  the  tomb ; 
Sin^  how  in  heaven  he  now  is  interceding; 

Sing  how  in  glory  he  shall  quickly  come. 

Soon  shall  the  ransomed,  from  afar  returning. 

Gather  and  sing  their  songs  in  Zion's  height; 
Sorrow  shall  flee,  while  tears  and  sighs  and 
mourning 
Vanish  like  shadows,  in  heaven's  cloudless 
light. 

Copyright,  H.  L.  HastinK>,  K^- 


Come  thou  with  us.  0  wanderer  lone  and  weary. 
For  God  has  spoken  good  of  Israel : 

Journey  to  Zion  through  the  desert  dreary, 
Then  with  the  ransomed  thou  the  song  shalt 
swell. 

Thine  eyes  shall  see  the  Kins  in  all  his  beauty, 
Thou  shalt  behold  the  brit^t  celestial  land, 

Join  with  the  blest  in  every  thankful  duty, 
And  with  the  ransomed  host  on  Zion  stand. 

H.»  18B8. 


1478  ''°'¥li:?iV^,^'^-        lis  &  10s. 

Not  unto  us,  but  to  thy  name  give  glory 

Lord,  for  thy  mercy  and  thy  truth  revealed; 
Let  thy  redeemed  tell  forth  the  joyful  story 

Of  the  great  love  of  Israel's  Strength  and  Shield. 

He  hath  been  mindful  of  us, — ^he  will  bless  us; 
Ye  that  fear  God,  oh,  trust  him  and  adore;— 
Strength  of  the  weak,  our  help  when  foes  distress 
us; 

Bless  ye  the  Lord  henceforth  and  evermore. 

J    H.,  isge. 
512      Bex  SaDctorum.  p.  229. 
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In  the  morning. 
Psalm  V.  S. 
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Now  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night,  retreating 
Before  the  sun's  red  banner  swiftly  flee; 

Now  when  the  terrors  of  the  dark  are  fleeting, 
O  Lord,  we  lift  our  thankful  hearts  to  thee. 

To  Thee  whose  word,  the  fount  of  life  unsealing. 
When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  laj^, 

Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  stealing, 
And  bade  the  eve  and  morn  complete  the  day. 

Look  from  the  tower  of  heav'n  and  send  to  cheer  us 
Thy  light  and  truth  to  guide  us  onward  still; 

Still  let  thy  mercy  as  of  old  be  near  us, 
And  lead  us  safely  to  thy  holy  hill. 

So  when  that  morn  of  endless  light  is  waking, 

And  shades  of  eyil  from  its  splendors  flee. 
Safe  may  we  rise,  the  earth's  dark  breast  forsak- 
ing. 
Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell  with 
tnee. 

Gregory,  544-004.    TV.  Unknown. 

1480     ^*  '^''^°%eSJ  ^iw!f  ^  ^^^  1 1 S,  1 OS. 
Day  is  far  spent,  the  shadows  lengthen  round  us, 

Bright  shine  the  gate  of  sunset  on  our  sight. 
Break,  one  by  one,  the  tender  ties  that  bound  us, 

Tet  to  our  souls  at  evening  there  is  light. 

Long  tossed  by  wayes,  by  tempests  beat  and  bro- 
ken, 

Fair  sleeps  our  port  beneath  the  sunset  blest. 
Calmly  we  glide  to  realms  of  peace  unspoken, 

In  the  bright  hayen  of  eternal  rest. 

Breezes  of  balm  blow  from  those  shores  immortal. 
Soft  sleep  the  billows  in  the  radiance  fair. 

Angelic  forms  beside  each  heavenly  portal. 
Wait  to  receive,  and  bid  us  welcome,  there. 

No  foeman*s  oar  shall  vex  those  placid  waters. 

No  gallant  ship  shall  ever  pass  thereby; 
No  parting  friends,  or  weeping  sons  and  daugh- 
ters. 
Shall  breathe  their  sighs  beneath  that  cloudless 
sky. 

Hushed  is  the  jar  of  earth's  discordant  noises. 
Blest  is  the  silence,  holy  is  the  calm ; 

While  from  the  shore  sound  pure  immortal  voices. 
Chanting  sweet  snatches  of  an  angel's  psalm. 

Farewell  to  earth,  its  sorrow,  and  its  gladness ; 

Its  clouds  and  gloom  are  fading  from  my  sight; 
Welcome  the  shores  that  know  no  tears  nor  sad- 
ness; 

The  day  declines;  at  evening  there  is  light. 

1481  "'•i5'J.'itt"*-      lis  &  10. 

Soon  o'er  the  hilltops  of  eternal  gladness. 
Shall  dawn  the  brightness  of  perpetual  day; 

Soon  like  a  dream  shall  pass  earth's  shades  and 
sadness. 
Sorrow  and  Bighing  then  shall  flee  away; 


From  distant  lands  the  ransomed  hosts  returning. 
Gathered  from  earth,  and  rescued  from  the 
tomb; 
Shall  lift  their  praise,  like  clouds  of  inoense,  burn- 
ing, 
In  the  glad  brightness  of  their  heavenly  home. 

Tearful  amid  earth's  years  of  lamentation 
Christ's  watching  bride  still  hopes  and  prays 
and  waits. 

For  that  glad  day  of  full  complete  salvation. 
When  she  shail  pass  the  bright  eternal  gates. 

Sojourners  here,  by  envious  foes  surrounded. 
Earth  yields  no  rest,  no  refuge  and  no  home ; 

Yet  those  who  trust  shall  never  be  confounded ; 
Calmly  they  wait,  and  pray  "Thy  kingdom 


come. 


M 


U..  1886. 


They  that  watch  for  the  morning. 
Psalm  cxxx.  6. 


11,10. 
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Weary  with  watching,  worn  and  full  of  sorrow. 
Our  aching  hearts  look  forth  with  yearning 

For  some  fair  star  to  herald  in  the  morrow   [sighs, 
Some  omen  bright  of  the  glad  mom  to  rise. 

Our  anxious  hearts  anticipate  the  dawning 
Which  breaks  in  glory  on  death's  dismal  night, 

We  catch  the  foregleams  of  eternal  morning. 
The  day  of  bliss,- of  gladness,  peace,  and  light. 

Look  up,  ye  saints,  let  joy  light  up  your  sadness. 
Let  no  sad  doubt  oppress  you  with  its  pain. 

Jesus  has  risen  to  give  you  strength  and  gladness. 
Through  him  the  dead  shall  surely  live  again. 

Beyond  earth's  trouble,  pain,  and  imperfection. 

Beyond  time's  sorrow,  darkness,  clouds,  and 

gloom 

Breaks  forth  the  glorious  morn  of  resurrection, 

Foretold  by  Jesus  and  his  open  tomb. 

H.,  18S7. 


I  know  my  sheep. 
John  X.  14. 


lis  ft  lOs. 
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Thou  knowest.  Lord,  the  weariness  and  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  heart  that  comes  to  thee  for  rest; 

Cares  of  to-day  and  burdens  of  to-morrow. 
Blessings  desired,  and  sins  to  be  confessed. 

Thou  knowest  all  the  past, — ^how  long  and  blindly 
On  the  dark  mountains  the  lost  wand'rer  stray'd, 

How  the  Good  Shepherd  followed,  and  how  kindly 
He  bore  it  home,  upon  his  shoulders  laid. 

Thou  knowest  all,  each  trial,  each  temptation. 
Each  toilsome  duty,  each  foreboding  fear, 

Hope's  sunny  days,  dark  nights  of  tribulation ; 
Each  parting  pang,  each  trial  and  each  tear. 

Therefore  I  come,  Thy  gentle  call  obeying, 

And  lay  my  sins  and  sorrows  at  thy  feet, 

On  everlasting  strength  my  weakness  staying. 

Clothed  in  thy  robe  of  righteousness,  complete. 

JaneBorthwick.Viti. 
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1484-1487 


$I$6^b  ar^  %isti  @i^al  |ioiirm 


Shadow. 


lis  «b  10s. 


H.,  1882. 


1  Come  unto  me  when  shadows  darkly  gather, When  the  sad  heart  is  weary  and  distrest. 


Seeking  for  comfort  from  your  heav'nly  Father,Comeunto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 


^frf^ 


1  ^Qil     Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled.  1  1  c  jn  1  O^ 

2  Ye  who  have  mourned  when  the  spring  flowers 

were  taken, 
When  the  ripe  fruit  fell  richly  to  the  ground, 
When  the  loved  slept,  in  endless  life  to  waken, 
Where  their  fair  brows  with  glory  shall  be 

crown' d. 

3  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's  dwelling. 

Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never  dim ; 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swelling. 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heavenly 
hymn. 

4  There  like  an  Eden  blossoming  in  gladness. 
Bloom  the  fair  flow'rs  the  earth  too  rudely 

pressed, 
Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sadness, 
Come  unto  Me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 

Mfg.  a  H,  Ealing,  1839. 


I  will  give  you  rest. 
Matt.  xi.  28. 


lls&lOs. 


1486 

Come,  O  mv  soul,  with  many  burdens  weary, 

Pressed  down    with  woes  and  sorrows  borne 
Toil-worn  with  travel,  in  a  desert  dreary,  [alone ; 

Come,    bring  thy  burdens  to  thy  Saviour's 
throne. 
Cast  all  thy  care,  thy  trouble  and  thy  sorrow. 

Upon  the  arm  of  Christ,  the  great  and  strong ; 
Fear  naught  to-day — trust  Jesus  for  to-morrow; 

Lean  on  his  arm  through  all  thy  journey  long. 

He  shall  sustain  thee — yes,  for  thee  he  careth, 
0  wearied  one !  on  this  sweet  word  repose ; 

Cast  upon  him  each  care  thy  spirit  beareth. 
He  snail  support  thee  till  thy  journey  close. 

He  that  believeth  into  rest  doth  enter. 
Though  still  he  bear  the  burden  or  the  rod ; 

And  then  for  him  who  thus  on  Christ  doth  venture, 
A  rest  remains,  with  all  the  saiAts  of  God. 

H.,  1869. 
Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  1886.  ^ 


1486  ^feiifi^"-*       118*108. 

Yes,  it  is  well;  though  shades  around  us  gather; 

Though  friends  depart,  and  earthly  hopes  de- 
cay,— 
Still  will  we  trust  our  gracious  heavenly  Father; 

Still  he  who  loves  us  is  with  us  alway. 

Why  should  we  still  in  doubt  and  sorrow  languish. 
Mourning  for  those  who  from  our  sight  have 
fled? 
Heav'n  pours  its  balm  on  hearts  that  bleed  in 
anguish ; 
Hope  blooms  immortal  o'er  the  silent  dead  I 

Beaten  by  storms,  by  windy  tempests  broken, 
We  for  our  haven  look  with  longing  eye ; 

Ghidly  we  hail  each  comfort-bringing  token 
Of  land  ahead,  where  storms  and  surges  die. 

Softly  the  gales  breathe  from  the  land  immortal; 

Bright  beam  the  holy  throngs  that  sing  and 
shine.  " 

Lo,  angel  guards  stand  at  each  pearly  portal, 

To  bid  us  welcome  to  those  joys  divine. 

There  may  we  meet,  beyond  earth's  scenes  of 
sadness. 

Meet  with  the  loved,  the  cherished  and  the  lost; 
There  in  the  realms  of  sunlight  and  of  gladness. 

Dwell  with  the  blest, no  more  by  tempest  tossed. 

H.,  1885. 
1  4fi7  '^°  comfort  all  that  mourn.    1  1  §  jv  1  ()<5 

O  friend  divine,  when  from  our  loved  ones  parted. 
Where  can  the  stricken  fly,  but  to  thy  breast? 

Thou,  thou  alone,  canst  heal  the  broken-hearted. 
Thou,  thou,  alone  canst  give  the  weary  rest. 

Thou  who  hast  balm  to  heal  all  earthly  sadness, 
With  thine  own  peace  the  weary-hearted  bless; 
Pour  on  each  stricKen  soul  the  oil  of  gladness, 

Comfort  the  sad,  and  give  the  weary  rest. 

H.,1886. 

14      Singr,  Sing  and  Pray.  p.  612. 


Jti  n  Jiitti^  «[iil^^ 


1488-1490 


A  Little  While. 


lis.  &  10s. 


H.  A.delme  Tiffimy,  1879. 


Oh    for  the  peace  which  floweth  as      a      riv  -  er,   Hakmg  life's  des  -  ert    pla-  ces  bloom  and 


smile.  Oh  for  the  fiuth  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  "forever,"  Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  **  little  while  .* ' 


1  ^fifi'^^^l^t »  tU"  t^t  ^^  saith,  A  little  whUe  ?  ^  |    ^  q 

Oh,  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river, 

Making  life's  desert  places  bloom  and  smile. 
Oh,  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  *'  for- 


ever," 
Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  **  little  while." 

"A  little  while  "  for  patient  vigil  keeping. 
To  face  the  stern,  to  wrestle  with  the  strong; 

"A  little  while"  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping. 
Then  bind  the  sheaves,  and  sing  the  harvest 
song. 

"A  little  while  "  to  wear  the  robe  of  sadness. 
To  toil  with  weary  step  through  miry  ways. 

Then  to  pour  forth  the  fragrant  oil  of  gladness. 
And  clasp  the  girdle  round  the  robe  of  praise. 

*'A  little  while  "  'midst  shadow  and  illusion, 
To  strive,  by  faith,  love's  mysteries  to  spell; 

Then  read  each  dark  enigma's  bright  solution, 
Then  hail  sight's  verdict,  "  He  doth  all  things 
well." 

"A  little  while"  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 
To  wayside  brooks  from   far-off  fountains  fed ; 

Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  forever  slaking 
Beside  the  fullness  of  the  fountain  heaxl. 

"A  little  while  "  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing; 

"A  little  while"  faith's  flickering  lamp  to  trim ; 
And  then  the  Bridegroom's  coming  footsteps 
hailing, 

To  haste  to  meet  him  with  the  bridal  hjrmn. 

And  He  who  is  himself  the  gift  and  giver, 
The  future  glory  and  the  present  smile, 

With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  **  forever," 
Will  light  the  shadows  of  the  "  little  while." 


Pilgrimage.  J^  610. 

By  permLsdon. 


Mrs.  Jane  Fox  Crewdaon,  1857. 


1 489  °~r.SS"i^f°*-      1 1 8  &  1  OS. 

Father,  in  thy  mysterious  presence  kneeling. 
Fain  would  our  souls  feel  all  thy  kindling  love; 

For  we  are  weak  and  need  some  deep  revealing 
Of  Trust,  and  Strength,  and  Calmness  from 
above. 

Lord,  we  have  wandered  forth  through  doubt  and 
sorrow. 

And  thou  hast  made  each  step  an  onward  one, 
And  we  will  ever  trust  each  unknown  morrow, — 

Thou  wilt  sustain  us  till  its  work  is  done. 

In  the  heart's  depths  a  peace  serene  and  holy 
Abides ;  and  woen  pain  seems  to  have  her  will, 

Or  we  despair,  oh,  may  that  peace  rise  slowly, 
Stronger  than  agony,  and  we  be  still. 

Now,  Father,  now,  in  thy  dear  presence  kneeling. 
Our  spirits  yearn  to  feel  thy  kindling  love ; 

Now  maike  us  strong ;  we  need  thy  deep  revealing 
Of  Trust,  and  Strength,  and  Calmness  from 
above.  Samnel  Johnson,  1864. 

1490  "^  ViS.  x'^i'"*^     11  s  &  1  Os. 

"  Stand  up  for  Jesus,"  tho*  his  foes  surround 
thee. 

And  seek  to  dim  the  luster  of  his  name ; 
Oh,  let  his  light  and  love  beam  all  around  thee, 

A  pure,  a  radiant,  and  a  quenchless  flame. 

"  Stand  up  for  Jesus,"  'mid  earth's  rude  commo- 
tion. 
Think  not  of  comfort,  joy,  or  worldly  ease — 
Stand  like  the    storm-washed  Pharos  by  the 
ocean. 
Guiding  the  mariner  to  realms  of  peace. 

"  Stand  up  for  Jesus  " — ^Let  the  worldling  pity 
The  cross  we  bear,  the  weary  path  we  tread ; — 

Soon  shall  we  meet  in  yon  celestial  city. 
And  stand  with  Christ  with  crowns  upon  each 
head.  H..ab.l858. 
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1401-1493 


lailhBtt  lixA  T^mi  '%tj^* 


Expostulation 


iifk 


JodBh  Hopkins,  1830, 


Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  tor  why  will  ye  die, When  God  in  great  mercy  is  coming  so  nigh  . 


r  rii'i.'pij/'jijiyi>iJ|iiJijUji'p 


Now  Je-su8  invites  yon,  the  Spirit  savs  Come,  And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  yon  home. 


1d.01  Why  willredie?  i  i  g 

X  rtU  1  Ezek.  xvm.  81.  ^  ^  «• 

2  How  vain  the  delusion  that  while  you  delay 
Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying  away ; 
Come  wretched,  come  starving,  come  just  as  you 

be, 
While  streams  of  'salvation  are  flowing  so  free. 

3  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to  receive ; 
Oh,  how  can  you  question,  if  you  will  believe? 
If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will  you  not  come? 
'Tis  you  He  bids  welcome;  He  bids  you  come 

home. 

4  Why  will  you  be  starving  and  feeding  on  air? 
There's  mercy  in  Jesus,  enough  and  to  spare ; 
If  still  yon  are  doubting,  make  trial  and  see, 
And  prove  that  his  mercy  is  boundless  and  free. 

5  Come, give  us  your  hand,  and  the  Saviour  your 

heart, 
And  trusting  in  heaven,  we  never  shall  part; 
Oh,  how  can  we  leave  you?  why  will  you  not 

come? 

We'll  journey  together,  and  soon  be  at  home. 

JoBlAh  Hopkins,  1K90. 

1492     ""'■rn.'.'^fiftr*-       lis. 

Why  sleep  ye,  my  brethren?  come,  let  us  arise : 
Oh,  why  should  we  slumber  in  sight  of  the  prize? 
Salvation  is  nearer,  our  day  is  far  spent, 
Oh,  let  us  be  active,  awake,  and  repent  I 

Oh,  how  can  we  slumber?  the  Master  will  come, 
He's  calling  on  sinners  to  seek  them  a  home; 
The  Spirit  and  bride  now  in  concert  unite. 
The  weary  they  welcome,  the  careless  invite. 

Oh,  how  can  we  slumber?  ye  sinners  look  round, 
Before   the  last  trumpet  your  heart  shall  con- 
found ; 
Oh,  fly  to  the  Saviour!  he  calls  you  to-day; 

While  mercy  is  waiting,  oh,  make  no  delay! 

Jotiah  MopkuUi  ab.  l-Sl 


1 AOQ  Over  the  brook  Cedron.  ^'\a 

XVaO  Johnxviii.  1.  ^^o* 

Thou  soft  flowing  Kedron,  by  thy  silver  streams 
Our  Saviour  at  midniglit  when  moonlight's  pale 

beams 
Shone  bright  on  thy  waters,  would  frequently 

stray 
And  lose,  in  thy  murmurs,  the  toils  of  the  day. 

How  damp  were  the  vapors  that  fell  on  his  head ; 
How  hard  was  his  pillow,  how  humble  his  bed! 
The  angels,  astonished,  *grew  sad  at  the  sight, 
And  followed  their  Master  with  solemn  delight. 

O  Garden  of  Olivet,  .dear,  honored  spot! 
The  fame  of  thy  wonders  shall  ne'er  be  forgot; 
The  theme  most  transporting  to  seraphs  above; 
The  triumph  of  sorrow,  the  triumph  of  love. 

Come,  saints,  let  us  join  in  the  praise  of  ihe 

Lamb, 
The  theme  most  sublime  of  the  angels  above; 
They  dwell  with  delight  on  the  sound  of  his  name, 
And  gaze  on  his  glories  with  wonder  and  love. 

Behold  to  what  honors  the  Saviour  is  raised; 
He  sits  on  the  throne,  and  he  rules  over  all; 
By  man  once  rejected,  by  seraphs  now  praised; 
While  pow'rs  and  dominions,  Him  worshiping, 
lall. 

They  worship  the  Lamb  who  for  sinners  was  slain ; 
But  their  loftiest  songs  never  equal  his  love: 
The  claims  of  his  mercy  will  ever  remain, 
Transcending  the  anthems  in  glory  above. 

Yet  even  our  service  he  will  not  despise, 
When  we  join  in  his  worship  and  tell  of  his  name; 
Then  let  us  unite  in  the  son^  of  the  skies. 
And  trusting  his  mercy,   smg,  "Worthy  the 
Lamb . ' '  Maria  de  Fleury.  1791. 


Charity,  p.  628. 
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1494-1498 


1  AO  A  Where  art  thou  ?  i  i  q 

±  tBtf%  Gen.  Hi.  9.  ^  J^*' 

O  wanderer,  where  art  thou?    the  voice  of  thy  God 
Sounds  throuj^h  each  dark  pathway  thy  footsteps 

have  trod. 
He  calleth,  "  Where  art  thou?  say,  why  dost  thou 

flee? 
Hath  sin  made  thee  fearful,  and  driven  thee  from 

me?" 

Where  art  thou,  who  seekest  in  pleasure  thy  fill? 
That  cup  is  but  poison,  it  surely  will  kill ; 
Enchanted  by  passion,  by  honor  or  gold, 
^Alas,  for  one  morsel  thy  birthriorht  is  sold. 

O  Christian,  where  art  thou?    Hast  thou  gone 

astray? 
Say,  hast  thou  grown  weary,  so  long  in  the  way? 
The  blood  of  the  Lamb  hath  been  dashed  on  thy 

door, 
Oh,  hast  thou  turned  back  into  Egypt  once  more? 

Where  art  thou?  Where  art  thou?  O  dost  thou 

not  hear 
The  voice  of  the  Shepherd  that  falls  on  thine  ear? 
Lo,  wearied,  and  pierced,  the  lost  he  doth  seek. 
Say, shall  he  now  find  thee,poor  wandering  sheep? 

,  Hm  1880. 


O  thou  afflicted! 
Isa.  liv.  11. 


Us. 


1486 

0  Zion,  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave 
Whom  no  man  can  comfort  whom  no  man  can  save, 
With  darkness  surrounded,  by  terrors  dismayed. 
In  toiling  and  rowing  thy  strength  is  decayed. 

Loud  roaring,  the  billows  now  nigh  overwhelm, 
But  skillfuPs  the  Pilot  who  sits  at  the  helm ; 
His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  his  pow'r  thee  defends. 
In  safety  and  quiet  thy  warfare  He  ends. 

"0  fearful!  O  faithless! "  In  mercv  He  cries. 
'^My  promise,  my  truth,  are  they  light  in  thine 

eves? 
Still,  still  I  am  with  thee,  my  promise  shall  stand, 
Thro'  tempest  and  tossing  I'll  bring  thee  to  land. 

"  Forget  thee  I  will  not,  I  cannot,  thy  name 
Engraved  on  my  heart  doth  forever  remain ; 
The  palms  of  my  hands  whilst  I  look  on  I  see 
The  wounds  I  received  when  suffering  for  thee. 

**  I  feel  at  my  heart  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans, 
For  thou  art  most  near  me,  my  flesh  and  my  bones, 
In  all  thy  distresses  thy  Head  feels  the  pain. 
Yet  all  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain. 

"Then  trust  me  and  fear  not;  thy  life  is  secure; 
My  wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power; 
In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine, 
To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine. 

"  The  foolish,  the  fearful,  the  weak  are  my  care, 
The  helpless,  the  hopeless,  1  hear  their  sad  prayer ; 
From  all  their  afflictions  my  glory  shall  spring. 
And  the  deeper  their  sorrows,  the  louder  they'll 
sing."  ' ^^ -^  — «. 

Portngnese  Hymn.  p.  626. 


James  Grant,  1784. 


1  A,Qft  '^''"^  you  to  tlic  stronghold.  i  i  ^ 

XIXVlJ  Zech.  IX.  12.  A  IS. 

Oh,  turn  to  the  stronghold,  ye  prisoners  of  hope, 
Whu  in  the  dark  dungeons  of  sorrow  do  grope. 
For  Christ  your  Redeemer,your  Saviour, and  God, 
Hath  purchased  your  pardon  with  anguish  ana 
blood. 

From  th'  horrible  pit  with  its  mire  and  its  clay, 
He  bids  you  come  forth  to  the  glory  of  day ; 
Awake,  thou  that  sleepest,  arise  from  the  dead. 
And  light  from  the  Lord  on  thy  soul  shall  be  shed. 

Why  longer  will  ye  in  the  prison-house  stay? 
From  the  pit  without  water  he  calls  you  away; 
He  breaks  every  fetter,  he  brings  liberty. 
By  the  blood  of  his  cov'nant  he  l[)ids  you  be  free. 

Oh,  turn  to  the  stronghold,  your  foes  are  atliand ; 
Your  sojourn  is  still  m  an  enemies  land ; 
Oh,  hide,  lest  in  fury  they  swallow  you  up; 
Oh,  turn  to  the  stronghold,  ye  prisoners  of  hope. 

The  Lord  is  your  refuge,  your  strength,  and  your 

tower. 
He  saveth  from  death  by  his  wisdom  and  power; 
He  helpeth  the  feeble,  he  lifteth  them  up; 
Oh,  turn  to  the  stronghold,  ye  prisoners  of  hope. 

H.,  1880. 

1497        ^■•'yij^.SSS"?"'-  lis. 

Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on  our  way ; 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  his  word  is  our  stay ; 
Though  suflering,  and  sorrow,  and  trial,  be  near. 
The  Lord  is  our  refuge  and  whom  can  we  fear? 

He  raiseth  the  fallen,  he  cheereth  the  faint; 
The  weak  and  oppress'd,  he  will  hear  their  com- 
plaint; 
The  way  may  be  weary,  and  thorny  the  road. 
But  how  can  we  falter?  our  help  is  in  God. 

Into  his  green  pastures  our  footsteps  he  leads; 
His  flock  in  the  desert  how  kindly  he  feeds! 
The  lambs  in  his  bosom  he  tenderly  bears, 
And  brings  back  the  wanderers  safe  from  the 
snares. 

Though  clouds  may  surround  us,  our  God  is  our 

light; 
Tl^ough  storms  rage  around  us,  our  God  is  our 

might ; 
So  faint,  yet  pursuing,  still  onward  we  come; 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  his  kingdom  our  home. 

And  there  all  his  people  eternally  dwell. 
With  him  who  hath  led  them  so  safely  and  well; 
The  toilsome  way  over,  the  wilderness  past; 
And  Canaan,  the  blessed,  is  theirs  at  the  last. 

John  y.  Darby  ^  1861. 

1  ^Qfi         HoBanna  to  the  Son  of  David.  i  i  v 

l*vO  Matt.zxi.9.  A*'^- 

Thy  triumphs.  Redeemer  of  men,  we  proclaim, 

Be  boundless  thine  empire,  eternal  thy  name ; 

We'll  praise  Thee  on  earth,  and  in  glory  again 

Sing  loud  hallelujahs,  forever.  Amen. 

Richard  Cope,  1818. 
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Wellesley. 


lis. 


Geo.  G.  Fhipps,  1878. 


Oh,  llio't  full  of  sweetness  to  those  that  believe,  Tho'  the  comforts  of  earth  may  de- 


part  or  deceive ;  Amid  des-o-lation  there's  somewhere  to  flee,  Remember  thy 


Saviour  is    praying  for  thee,  Re-mem-ber,  thy  Saviour    is  praying  for  thee. 


1  AQQ  But  I  have  prayed  for  thee.  i  i  ^ 

I'xaa  Lukexxil.  32.  ^^^'^ 

O  thought  full  of  sweetness  to  those  that  believe, 
Tho'  the  comforts  of  earth  may  depart  or  deceive, 
Amid  desolation  there's  somewhere  to  flee ; — 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for  thee. 
O'er  every  temptation  thy  triumph  is  sure ; 
The  grace  he  has  promised  shall  make  thee 

endure ; 
Though  strong  are  thy  fetters,  thou  yet  shalt  be 

free; 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for  thee. 

O'er  graves  of  thy  loved  ones  he  weeps  with  thee 

too. 
Thy  pathway  grows  darker, — keep  Jesus  in  view. 
The  billows  rise  higher, — he  walked  on  the  sea. 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for  thee. 

In  pain  and  in  sickness  he  stands  b^  thy  bed. 
And  speaks  of  the  sufferings  he  bore  m  thy  stead — 
That  night  in  the  garden,  that  day  on  the  tree ! — 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for  thee. 

And  what  if  death's  shadows   should   deepen 

around, 
There's  one  to  go  with  thee,  the  gospel  has  found, 
Far  down  the  dark  valley,  and  over  the  sea, — 
Remember,  thy  Saviour  is  praying  for  thee. 

When  suns  shall  have  vanished,  no  longer  to  shine. 
Assurance  of  glory,  believer,  is  thine ; 
When  earth  has  departed,  how  blissful  to  see 
The  face  of  thy  Saviour,  who  prayeth  for  thee. 

M.  A.  W.  C,  1878. 

B7  permlBflion.  5 1 


1  i^A A    Strangers  and  pilgrims  on  the  earth.        -11,. 
1 0\J\J  Heb.  xi.  13.  ^  ^  '^  • 

I'm  wearjr  of  straying — oh,  when  shall  I  rest 
In  that  fair  promised  land  of  the  pure  and  the  blest, 
Where   sin  can  no  longer  her  blandishments 

spread. 
And  tears  and  temptations  forever  are  fled. 

I'm  weary  of  sighing  o'er  sorrows  of  earth. 
O'er  joys'  glowing  visions  that  fade  at  their  birth ; 
O'er  the  pangs  of  the  loved  that  we  cannot  assuage, 
O'er  the  blightings  of  youth,  and  the  weakness  of 
age. 

I'm  weary  of  hoping  where  hope  is  untrue. 
As  fair  but  as  fleeting  as  morning's  bright  dew; 
I  long  for  that  land  whose  blest  promise  alone 
Is  changeless,  and  sure  as  eternity's  throne. 

I'm  weary  of  loving  where  all  pass  away, 
The  brightest  and  fairest,  alas!  cannot  stay; 
I  long  for  that  land  where  these  partings  are  o'er, 
Where  death  and  the  tomb  can  divide  us  no 
more! 

I'm  weary,  dear  Saviour,  of  grieving  thy  love! 
Oh,  when  shall  I  rest  in  thy  presence  above? 
I'm  weary,  but,  oh,  let  me  never  repine 
While  thy  word,  and  thy  love,  and  thy  promise 
are  mine.  Mrs.  York,  1846. 

8       Portuguese  Hymn.  p.  625. 


Jfrnn  "Wiii^nni  ©^srsmg. 


1501-1503 


Sweet  Home. 


Henry  Rowley  Biabop,  Arr.  1829. 


'Mid  scenes  of  confasion  and  creature  complaints,  >  To  find  at  the  banquet  of  mercy  there's  room 
How  sweet  tothe  soul  is  communion  with  saints!  y  And  feel  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  at      home 


Trrrr 


mi^=4UM 


Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ;  Prepare  me,  dear  Saviour,    for     glo  •  ry,  my  homo. 


^^ 


f" 


ptfirfir^^=s--J4-f==E^B 


1  R/\  t  My  Father's  house.  -i  -i  ^ 
lOUl                         Johnxiv.  2.  ^^^* 

2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace ! 
And  thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  love  cannot 

cease! 
Though  oft  from  thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 
I  long  to  behold  thee  m  glory,  at  home. 

3  I  sigh  from  this  boJiy  of  sin  to  be  free, 
Which  hinders  my  joy  and  communion  with  thee ; 
Though   now  my  temptations  like  billows  may 

foam, 
All,  all  will  be  peace  when  I'm  with  thee  at  home. 

^  While  here  ift  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stay, 
Oh,  give  me  submission,  and  strength  as  my  day ; 
In  all  my  afflictions,  to  Thee  would  I  come, 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

5  Whate'er  thou  deniest,  oh,  give  me  thy  grace, 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  thy  face ; 
Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  thy  throne. 
And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 

6  I  long,  dearest  Lord,  in  thy  beauties  to  shine ; 
No  more  as  an  exile  in  sorrow  to  pine ; 

And  in  thy  dear  image  arise  from  the  tomb, 
With  glorified  millions  to  praise  thee  at  home. 

David  Denhatn,  1828. 

1502       '"'^  ISJi  iVmf  1.*^  ^"^-  1 1 «. 

When  torn  is  the  bosom  with  sorrow  and  care, 
Be  it  ever  so  simple,  there's  nothing  like  prayer; 
It  eases,  soothes,  softens,  subdues,  yet  sustains, 
Gives  vigor  to  hope,  and  puts  passion  in  chains. 
Cho. — Prayer,  prayer,  oh,  sweet  prayer. 
Be  it  ever  so  simple,  there's  nothing  like  prayer. 

When  far  from  the  friends  we  hold  dearest,  we 

part, 
What  rond  recollections  still  cling  to  the  heart ; 
Past  scenes  and  past  converse,  past  enjoyments 

are  there; 
How  hurtfully  pleasing  till  hallowed  by  prayer. 

51 


When  pleasure  would  woo  us  from  piety's  arms, 
The  siren  sings  sweetly,  or  silently  charms ; 
We  listen,  look,  loiter,  are  caught  in  the  snare ; 
On  looking  to  Jesus  we  conquer  by  prayer. 

While  strangers  to  prayer,  we  are  strangers  to 
bliss. 

Heaven  pours  its  full  streams  through  no  medi- 
um but  this, 

And  till  we  the  seraphim's  ecstacy  share. 

Our  chalice  of  joy  must  be  guarded  by  prayer. 

Ann  Lutton,' 1834. 

1  RI^Q  The  world  passcth  away*  l  i  ^ 

lOUO  IJohnii.17.  11^- 

The  pleasures  of  earth  I  have  seen  fade  away; 
They  bloom  for  a  season  but  soon  they  decay; 
But  pleasures  more  lasting  in  Jesus  are  given, 
Salvation  on  earth,  and  the  kingdom  of  tieaven. 

Home,  home !  sweet,  sweet  home ! 
The  saints  in  those  mansions  are  ever  at  home . 

Allure  me  no  longer,  ye  false  glowing  charms ; 
The  Saviour  invites  me,  I'll  go  to  his  arms; 
At  the  banquet  of  merc^  I  hear  there  is  room ; 
Oh,  there  may  I  feast  with  his  children  at  home ! 

Home,  home !  sweet,  sweet  home ! 
O  Jesus,  conduct  me,  I  pray,  to  my  home. 
The  days  of  my  exile  are  passing  away ; 
The  time  is  approaching  when  Jesus  will  say, 
"  Well  done,  faithful  servant,  sit  down  on 

throne. 
And  dwell  in  my  presence,  forever  at  home." 

Home,  home !  sweet,  sweet  home ! 
Oh,  there  shall  I  rest  with  the  Saviour  at  home. 

Affliction  and  sorrow  and  death  shall  be  o'er;- 
The  saints  shall  unite  to  be  parted  no  more; 
Their  loud  hallelujahs  fill  heaven's  high  dome; 
They  dwell  with  the  Saviour,  forever  at  home. 

Home,  home!  sweet,  sweet  home! 
They  dwell  with  the  Saviour,  forever  at  home. 

Luther  J.  Cox,  ab.  182*.>. 
9    Expostulation,  p.  516. 


my 


1604-.1605        W\itx\x  %nmnl  WW  %  Jkaw  Wi^a^* 


RRy  Jeaua«  I  Love  Thee. 


Us. 


An.  H.,  18T9L 


My    Je  -  8U8, 1    love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine,  For  thee  all  the  pleasures  of 


irv 


sin    1    resign ;     My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art  thou,  If    ev  -  er    I 

j|^_jL    .^.      '^  ^      m      m      m     "^^    "^    ^' 


loved  thee,  my  Je- BUS, 'tis  now.   If   ev-et    I   loved  thee,  my    Je-sus, 'tis  now. 


Lovest  thou  me  ? 
John  zxi.  17. 


llB. 


1504 

My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine, 
For  thee  all  the  pleasures  of  sin  I  resign ; 
My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Saviour  art  thou. 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

I  love  thee  because  thou  hast  first  lov^d  me, 
And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree ; 
I  love  thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  thy  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

I  will  love  thee  while  passing  this  valley  of  death, 
And  praise  thee  as  long  as  thou  lendest  me  breath ; 
And  say,  should  the  death-dew  lie  cold  on  my 

brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

• 
When  Thou  in  thy  beauty  and  glory  shalt  come, 
To  waken  thy  saints  from  their  rest  in  the  tomb, 
I'll  sing  witK  the  blest  as  before  thee  we  bow. 
If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight, 
I'll  ever  adore  Him  who  dwelleth  in  light; 
And  sing,  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow. 
If  ever  t  loved  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

London  Hymn  Book'.  186*.    V.  4,  H.,  187J. 


Copyright,  H.  L.  Hastings,  18b6. 


1605  Now  Is^the^j^cepted  time.  jjg^ 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner,  draw  near. 
The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee; 

No  price  is  demanded,  the  Saviour  is  here. 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 

The  love  and  compassion  or  Jesus,  thy  God? 
A  fountain  is  open,  how  canst  thou  refuse 

To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  his  pardoning 
blood? 
Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  to  come. 

For  Mercy  still  lingers  and  calls  thee  to-day: 
Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  vale  of  the  tomb; 

Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass  away. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace. 

Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  his  sad 
flight, 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  tp  finish  thy  race, 

To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  hour  is  at  hand. 
The  earth  shall  dissolve,  and  the  heavens  shall 
fade, 
The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  judgment  shall 
stand ; 
What  pow'r  then,  O  sinner,  will  lend  thee  its 
aid?  Thomas  Hastings,  I«31. 


520     Expostulation,  p.  616. 


Wii\  Jii^trng  @r^i!5  mh  ®(»q$. 


1606-1608 


Gethsemane. 


-  Arr.  H.,  1885. 
D.  C. 


While    na- tore  ¥38  sink-ing  in  stillness  to  rest,  f  And  the  last  beams  of  <lajlight  soone  dim  in  thewesf^l 

\  And  the  moon  east  her  paleness  on  the  lone  sol-  i  -  tnde.  j 


In     de3pm?d-i  -  ta-tion  Lwandered   a-broad. 


Being  in  an  aetmy  he  prayed. 
Lulce  3czii.  44. 


lis. 


1606 

"While  nature  was  sinking  in  stillness  to  rest, 
And  the  last  beams  of  daylij^ht  shone  dim  in  the 
»  west, 

And  the  moon  cast  her  paleness  on  the  lone  soil- 
In  deep  meditation,  I  wandered  abroad,     [tude, 

While  passing  a  garden  I  lingered  to  hear 

A  voice  soft  and  plaintive,  from  One  kneeling 

there, 
The  voice  of  the  supplUknt  affected  my  heart, 
While  pleading  in  anguish  the  poor  sinner's  part. 

So  deep  was  his  sorrow,  so  fervent  his  prayers 
That  down  o'er  his  bosom  rolled  sweat,  blood,  and 

tears. 
I  wept  to  behold  him,  and  asked  him  his  name; 
He  answered,  "  'tis  Jesus,  from  heaven  I  came." 

*^  I  am  thy  Redeemer,  for  thee  I  must  die. 
The  cup  is  most  bitter  but  cannot  pass  by; 
Thy  sins  like  a  mountain  are  laid  upon  Me ; 
And  all  this  deep  anguish  I  suffer  for  thee." 

I  heard  with  contrition  the  tale  of  his  woe ; 
While  tears  like  a  fountain  of  waters  did  flow; 
The  cause  of  his  sorrows  to  hear  him  repeat, 
Pierced  deeply  my  heart,  and  I  fell  at  his  feet. 

With  the  voice  of  contrition  I  loudly  did  cry, 
" Lord,  save  a  poor  sinner,  oh,  save  or  I  die! " 
He  smiled  when  he  saw  me,  and  said  to  me  "Live !" 
"  Thy  sins  which  are  many  I  freely  forgive." 

How  sweet  was  that  language !  It  made  me  rejoice, 
His  smile  how  consoling,  how  cheering  his  voice. 
I  ran  from  the  garden,  and  spread  it  abroad ; 
And  shouted,  Salvation!  Oh,  glory  to  God! 

I  am  now  on  my  journey  to  mansions  of  bliss ; 
My  soul's  full  of  glory,  of  love,  and  of  peace. 
I  think  of  the  garden,  the  prayers,  and  the  tears. 
And  that  loving  Stranger,  who  banished  my  fears. 

The  day  of  bright  glory  is  rolling  around. 

When  angels  descending  the  trumpet  will  sound. 

My  soul  then  in  raptures  of  glory  shall  rise. 

And  gaze  on  that  Stranger  with  unclouded  eyes. 

Unhunon^  ab.  dr.  1840. 


1  Ri\fy  Goover  this  Jordan.  11a 

lOXfi  Josh.  1.2.  A 18. 

On  the  high  cliffs  of  Jordan  with  pleasure  I  stand. 

And  view  in  perspective  the  fair  promised  land; 

The  land  where  the  ransomed  with  singing  shall 

come, 

And  enter  the  kingdom  prepared  as  their  home. 

There  rivers  most  graceful  eternally  glide ; 
And  groves  rich  with  verdure  grow  up  by  their 

side ; 
There  spirits  made  perfect  forever  become 
Immortal  and  beauteous  in  glory  their  home. 

'Tis  there  all  the  nations  redeemed  by  the  Lamb, 
In  circles  most  lovely  his  praises  proclaim, 
Through  tempests,  and  sorrows,  and  perils  they 

come 
To  enter  those  mansions  prepared  as  their  home. 

All  over  those  peaceful,  delectable  plains, 
The  Lord  our  Redeemer  in  righteousness  reigns; 
His  sceptre  of  empire  he  now  doth  assume. 
And  kindly  doth  welcome  his  followers  home. 

How  blest  are  those  regions,  the  realms  of  repose. 
Where  with  fruit,  oh,  how  grateful,  "the  tree  of 

life"  grows; 
The  regions-  ambrosial,  forever  in  bloom, 
Grod's  own  habitation,  the  saint's  happy  home! 

Those  pleasures  of  glory,  oh,  when  shall  I  share. 

And  crowns  of  celestial  felicity  wear ; 

And  range  o'er  those  landscapes  exempt  from  a 

sigh: 

The  home  of  our  fathers,  now  specially  nigh ! 

Joseph  Bwling,  ab.  1896. 

1508  '"ki'S"^!-  lit-. 

To  leave  my  dear  Mends  and  with  neighbors  to 

part. 
And  to  go  from  my  home,  it  affects  not  my  heart. 
Like  the  thought  of  absenting  myself  for  a  day 
From  that  blest  retreat  where  I've  chosen  to  pray. 

There  Jesus,  my  Saviour,oft  deigned  me. to  meet, 
And  blest  with  his  presence  my  humble  retreat; 
Oft  filled  me  with  rapture  and  blessedness  there, 
Inditing  in  heaven's  own  language  my  prayer. 

Dear  bower  I  must  leave  you  and  bid  you  adieu, 

And  pay  my  devotions  in  parts  that  are  new, 

Well  knowing  that  Jesus  resides  everywhere, 

And  can  in  all  places  give  answer  to  prayer. 

John  Osbom,  1816. 
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1509-1510 


|0iut  l^ra  1l[tt]^  6Itmi 


I'm  the  Child  of  a  KInft. 


lOs  or  IIm. 


John  B.  8umin«r,  dr.  1880.     Arr.  H. 


^^^^^^m 


My  Father    is  ricli  in  hoases  and  lands^  He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world  in  his  hands ! 


j^    ^     > —  \s/ 

Of  rubies  and  diamond8,of  silver  and  gold ;  His 


coffers  are  full. 


[e  has  riches  antold. 


I'm  the  child  of  a  King,  Tho  child  of  a  King  ;With  ^sus  my  Saviour,IJmthe  child  of  a  Kin 


?• 


1  RAO  And  if  children,  then  heirs.  i  r\a 

lOUcf  Rom.  viil.  17.  A^S. 

« 

My  father  is  rich  in  houses  and  lands, 
He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world  in  his  hands! 
Of  rubies  and  diamonds,  of  silver  and  gold, 
His  coffers  are  full, — he  has  riches  untold. 

Chorus. 
I'm  the  child  of  a  King,  the  child  of  a  King! 
With  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  I'm  the  child  of  a  King. 


My  Father's  own  son,  the  Saviour  of  men. 
Once  wandered  o'er  earth  as  the  poorest  of  men. 
But  now  he's  exalted  forever  on  high. 
And  will  give  me  a  home  in  the  sweet  by  and  by. 

I  once  was  an  outcast,  a  stranger  on  earth, 
A  sinner  by  choice,  and  an  alien  by  birth! 
But  I've  been  adopted,  my  name's  written  down, — 
An  heir  to  a  mansion,  a  robe,  and  a  crown ; 

A  tent  or  a  cottage,  why  should  I  care? 
They're  building  a  palace  for  me  over  there ! 
Tho'  exiled  from  home,  yet  still  I  may  sing: 
All  glory  to  God,  I'nkthe  child  of  a  King. 

Baltic  Buell,  cir.  1880. 


Looking  for  and  haating  unto. 
2  Pet  ill.  12. 


lis. 


1610 

In  the  midst  of  temptation  and  sorrow  and  strife, 
And  evils  unnumbered  of  this  bitter  life, 
I  look  for  a  blessed  world  free  from  all  care. 
The  kingdom  of  Jesus,  and  long  to  be  there. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  I  long  to  be  there,  I  long  to  be  there, 
With  Jesus  in  glory,  oh,  I  long  to  be  there. 


When  poverty  presses  and  foes  do  surround, 
And    clouds  of   thick  darkness  are  gathering 

around 
The  pathway  to  glory  which  Christ  did  prepare ; 
I  look  for  his  coming,  and  long  to  be  there. 
When  this  mortal  body  is  racking  with  pain, 
And  demons  are  striving  to  trouble  my  brain, 
I  hope  for  the  crown  which  the  saints  will  soon 

wear. 
In  the  regions  of  glory,  and  long  to  be  there. 
When  sinners  are  scoffing  because  I  believe 
The  Saviour  is  coming  my  pains  to  relieve, 
I  weep  for  their  folly,  and  bow  in  deep  prayer 
For  Christ's  coming  kingdom—  I  long  to  be  there. 
And  when  cruel  death  with  his  spear  lifted  high. 
Stands  full  in  my  presence  and  says,  ''Thou  shall 

die," 
I  think  how  my  Saviour  its  smart  once  did  bear 
To  fit  me  for  glory,  and  long  to  be  there. 

When  the  grave  with  its  millions  of  captives  ap- 
pears 
To  the  eye  of  my  mind,  it  awakens  my  fears, 
I  yearn  for  that  morn  when  the  dead  saints  shall 

wear 
Their  glorified  bodies,  and  long  to  be  there. 
By  the  sweet  flowing  river  of  life  I  will  sing. 
My  triumph  through  Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  King, 
And  praise  Him  who  brought  nie,a  sinner, to  share 
A  feast  of  such  fat  things,  I  long  to  be  there. 

I  long  to  be  there,  and  the  thought  that  'tis  near, 
Makes  me  almost  impatient  for  Christ  to  appear, 
And  fit  up  that  dwelling  of  glory  so  rare,  * 

The  earth  robed  in  beauty,!  long  to  be  there. 

Charles  T.  Ca(2tR.-ab.  1848. 
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1611-1614 


Charity. 


Jeremiah  Iniralls,  1805.    Arr.  1881. 

D.C. 


^  /    0  lost   one,    de-jeft-ed,    and  fir  from  thy  home,  \ 
\  Whj  lin-gerer,  wilt  thou  in     sin's  wil-der-ness  roam,'  J      While 


mer-ey,  beseeching,  cries  oat  from  the  sky, 

/7\ 


Oh,  tnn  thee,  lost  sin-ner, 


Why  will  ye  die? 
Ezek.xviii.  81. 


for  why  wilt  thoa 

lis. 


1511 

2  Thy  heart  has  no  comfort,  thy  aoul  has  no  rest, 
No  peace  hath  this  world  for  a  spirit  distressed, 
But  Jesus  invites  thee,  O  sinner  draw  nigh. 
Why  wilt  thou  reject  him,  oh,  why  wilt  thou  die? 

3  Thy  peace  hath  been  made  by  the  peace-speak- 

ing blood. 
Then  why  wilt  thou  wander  afar  from  thy  God? 
While  mercy  invites  you  and  bids  you  draw  nigh, 
Oh,  spurn  not  the  message,  for  why  wilt  thou  die? 

4  This  life  is  a  vapor,  its  pleasures  will  fade, 
Thy  pathway  winds  on  through  death's  valley  of 

shade; 
None  but  the  good  Shepherd  to  help  will  be  nigh, 
O  why  wilt  thou  spurn  him,  oh,  why  wilt  thou  die? 

5  Soon,  soon  in  his  glory  thy  Judge  will  descend, 
To-day  you  may  seek  him  and  make  him  your 

friend. 
Oh,  haste  to  the  refuge,  the  tempest  is  nigh, 
Escape  for  thy  life,  sinner,  why  wilt  thou  die? 

6  The  day  of  thy  sorrow,  ere  long  will  appear, 
The  voice  of  the  trumpet  of  doom  thou  shalt  hear ; 
The  judgment  is  coming,  perdition  draws  nigh. 
Oh, turn  while  time  lingers, say  why  wilt  thou  die? 

Hm  1881. 


Look  not  thou  upc 
Prov.  xxiii 


on  the  wine. 
31. 


lis. 


1512 

Look  not  on  the  wine  tho'  it  sparkles  and  smiles, 
It  mocks  with  its  beauty  and  spreads  its  dark 

wiles ; 
The  flash  of  its  bubbles  will  lead  thee  astray, 
It  lures  to  deceive  thee  and  gleams  to  betray. 
Look  not  on  the  wine.  Look  not  on  the  wine. 
It  bites  like  a  serpent,  Look  not  on  the  wine. 


Tho*beauty  and  light  o'er  its  surface  now  sweeps, 
Dark  monsters  of  norror  lie  hid  in  its  deeps; 
The  cup  that  enchants  you  may  cost  you  your 

blood, 
As  you  drink  in  its  dregs  of  the  wrath  of  your  God. 

Make  haste  then,  O  mortal,  and  turn  from  the  cup, 
Shrink  back  from  death's  portal  while  yet  there 

is  hope. 
Resist  all  temptation,  be  bold  in  the  strife, 
That  at  last  you  may  drink  of  the  river  of  life. 

H.,  1886. 

523 


The  night  comeih. 
ix. 


lis. 


die! 

1518  ™Kfn'ix.4. 

Time's  sun  is  fast  setting,  its  twilight  ia  nigh; 

Its  evening  is  falling  in  cloud  o'er  the  sky. 

Its  shadows  are  stretching  in  ominous  gloom ; 

Its  midnight  approaches — the  midnight  of  doom. 
Then  haste, sinner  haate,  there  is  mercy  for  thee, 
And  wrath  is  preparing — flee,  lingerer,  flee! 

Rides  forth  the  fierce  tempest  on  the  wing  of  the 

cloud. 
The  moan  of  the  night-blast  is  fitful  and  loud. 
The  mountains  are  heaving, the  forests  are  bowed, 
The  ocean  is  surging,  earth  gathers  its  shroud. 

The  vision  is  nearing,  the  Judge  and  the  throne. 
The  voice  of  the  angel  proclaims  "It  is  done." 
On  the  whirl  of  the  tempest  its  Ruler  shall  come, 
And  the  blaze  of  its  glory  flash  out  from  its  gloom. 

With  clouds  He  is  coming !  his  people  shall  sing, 

With  gladness  they  hail  him  Redeemer  and  King ; 

The  iron  rod  wielding,  the  rod  of  his  ire; 

He  Cometh  to  kindle  earth's  last  fatal  fire! 

Horatius  Bonar,1857. 


The  love  of  God  is  shed  abroad. 
Rom.  V.  5. 


lis. 


1514 

0  Jesus  my  Saviour  to  thee  I  submit. 

With  love  and  thanksgiving  fall  down  at  thy  feet; 
In  sacrifice  offer  my  soul,  flesh  and  blood ; 
Thou  art  my  Redeemer  that  brought  me  to  God. 

1  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  my  Lord, 
I  love  thee,  my  Saviour ;  I  love  thee,  my  God ; 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  and  that  thou  dost  know, 
But  how  much  I  love  thee,  I  never  can  show. 

I'm  happy,  I'm  happy,  oh,  wondrous  account! 
My  joys  are  immortaf,  I  stand  on  the  mount! 
I  ^aze  on  my  treasure,  and  long  to  be  there, 
TV  ith  Jesus  and  angels,  my  kindred  so  dear. 

O  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  with  thee  I  am  blest! 
My  life  and  salvation,  my  joy  and  my  rest! 
Thy  name  be  my  theme,  and  thy  love  be  my  song, 
Thy  grace  shall  inspire  both  my  heart  and  my 
tongue. 

Oh,  who's  like  my  Saviour?  He's  Salem's  bright 

King, 
He  smiles,  and  he  loves  me,  and  learns  me  to  sing, 
I'll  praise  him,  I'll  praise  him,  with  notes  loud  and 
While  rivers  of  pleasure  my  spirit  do  fill,  [shrill, 

Granade,  1763-1807. 


John  A. 


1515-1516      91^11  llmoihaibtt  of  ^tSx  jl^nt&iili  JSttr^. 


Oeard. 


11b. 


§^jALUi^ 


B.  Keene,  cir.  1787.    Arr.  H.,  188S. 


li^i 


How  firm  a     foundatioiii  ye  saints  of  the  Lord,    Is  laid  for  your  faith    in     His 


^^Mgjt^#=^?=Fp^^^4g4H^ 


ffj^l-^^jd 


O"' 


^^ 


i      I  i 

excellent  word !  What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He    hath  said,  You  who  un-  to 

m 


Je-suB    for    refuge  have   fled?      You  who    un-to   Je-sus  for  refuge  have  fled. 


1516 


I  will  never  leave  thee. 
Heb.  ziii.  5. 


lis. 


How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
Is  laid  for  your' faith  in  His  excellent  word! 
What  more  can  He  sav  than  to  you  He  hath  said, 
Tou  who  unto  Jesus  for  refuge  have  fled? 

In  every  condition — in  sickness,  in  health. 
In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  wealth ; 
At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on  the  sea, 
''As  thy  days  may  demand  shall  thy  strength  ever 
be. 

**Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not  dismayed! 
I,  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid: 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to 

stand. 
Upheld  by  my  righteous  omnipotent  hand. 

**  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow: 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

"  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie. 
My  grace  all-suflicient  shall  be  thy  supply: 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

By  perraiasion.  , 


"  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  my  people  shall  prove. 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

**  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to 

shake, 
I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never,  forsake!" 

R.  Keene,1787. 


Adcste  Fideles. 
Luke  ii.  15. 


lis. 


1616 

Come  hither,  ye  faithful,  triumphantly  sing^ 
Come,  see  in  the  manger  the  angel's  dread  King; 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  with  joyful  accord: 
Oh,come  ye,come  hither, oh, come  ye,  come  hither, 
Oh,  come  ye,  come  hither  to  worship  the  Lord. 

True  Son  of  the  Father,  he  comes  from  the  skies, 
To  be  born  of  a  virgin  he  doth  not  despise. 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  etc. 

Hark,  hark  to  the  angels  all  singing  in  heaven, 
**  To  God  in  the  highest  all  glory  be  given." 

To  thee,  then,  O  Jesus,  this  day  of  thy  birth. 
Be  glory  and  honor  through  heaven  and  earth. 

Tr.  Edward  CatwaU,  b.  1814. 


524        Charity,  p.  628. 


Vifpui  %ti  tmi  jltpng  l.^^* 


1517-1620 


Portusuese  Hymn. 


lis.  Marcos  Portugal,  d.  1834. 

^     ■9-  u     L-     I  I  «?- 


1  0     Sarioar     of   sinners !  when  faint  and  depressed,  With  mani  -  fold  tri  -  als  and 


sorrows  oppressed,  I'll  bow  at  thy  feet,  and  with  con-fi-dence  cry,    '*  Lead  me    to  the 


Rock  that  is    higher 


than     I,       Lead  me   to    the  Rock  that  is     high- eV  than  I.' 


1  R1  rr         The  Rock  that  Is  higher  than  I.  i  i  g 
JL  Ok  i                          Pgalm  IxiT  2.  ^  ^  ^* 

2  When  tempted  by  Satan  the  Spirit  to  grieve — 
The  service  6f  Christ,  my  Redeemer,  to  leave, 
I'll  claim  mv  relation  to  Jesus  on  high, 
The  Rock  of  salvation  that's  higher  than  I. 

3  When  judgments,  0  Lord,  are  abroad  in  the 

land. 
And  merited  vengeance  descends  from  thy  hand ; 
Overwhelmed  witn  the  sight,  for  protection  I'll 

fly, 

And  hide  in  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

4  When  summoned  away  before  God  to  appear. 
By  free  grace  supported  I'll  yield  without  fear; 
Most  gladly  I'll  venture  with  Jesus  on  high, 
To  enter  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

5  'Tis  there,  with  the  chosen  of  Jesus,  I  long 

To  dwell,  and  eternally  join  in  the  song. 

Of  praising  and  blessing,  with  angels  on  high, 

Christ  Jesus,  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

Wm.  Bennett,  ab.  171 

1  SI  O     Them  that  are  afkr  ott  npon  the  nea 

0  Father  who  rulest  the  wind  and  wave, 
So  strong  to  redeem  and  Almighty  to  save. 
Now  hear  us  and  help  us,  we  cry  unto  thee. 
Oh  bless  the  lone  wanderers  afar  on  the  sea! 


irso. 

lis. 


1  ei  O         Bletsed  are  the  pure  In  heart, 
lOla  Matt.  V.  8. 

Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of  the  free. 


lis. 


From  danger  and  tempest  the  voyager  defend. 
Thine  arm  for  deliverance  in  mercy  extend ; 
Oh,  list  to  the  helpless,  that  cry  unto  thee, 
And  save  the  lone  wanderer  afar  on  the  sea  I 

H.,1685. 

Oosheii.  p.  626. 


pomt  to  the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  hand. 

Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  Jesus  is  mine, 
No  longer  in  dread  condemnation  I  pine ; 
In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  His  grace^ 
Who  lifted  upon  me  the  light  of  His  face. 

Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified!  bliss  of  the  pure! 
No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  His  blood  cannot 

cure ; 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly  find  rest, 
No  tears  but  may  dry  them  on  Jesus'  dear  breast. 

0  Jesus  the  crucified!    Thee  will  I  sing, 
My  blessed  Redeemer,  my  God  and  my  King; 
My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er  the 

^rave. 
And  triumph  in  death  in  the ''  Mighty  to  Save." 

Frank  Bottome,  1869. 

1  AQO  'I'o  seek  and  to  save.  i  i  ^ 
LOAXM                        Luke  xbc.  10.  A  ^S. 

Oh,  spurn  not  the  fallen,  though  covered  with 

shame. 
Remember  who  makes  thee  to  differ  from  them ; 
Oh,  think  of  the  mercy  that  brightens  thy  day. 
And  pity  the  wanderer  from  God  gone  astray. 
Oh,  scorn  not  the  tempted,  enchained  by  the  cup, 
But  point  them  to  Jesus,  and  give  them  not  up; 
Go,  nshers  of  men,  'mid  the  surges  of  sin, 
Launch  forth  to  their  rescue,  and  gather  them  in. 

Hai  18o6. 

525       ExpoitvlatloB.  p.  156. 


1621-1626       Wkni  •r^  I%«pll«li  rf  %  JWtt^P^ 


Oo9hen. 


ThOfl.  Hastings,  trr^  d.  1827. 


The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  then  tshall  not'want,  He  leads  in  green  pastures  by  waters  of  peace ; 


flr^TW^^ 


^^^^m 


My  soal  he  restoreth,  when  weary  and  faint,  And  leads  me  in  righteousness,  wisdom  and  ^race. 


1  S0 1  I'he  Lord  is  my  Shepherd.  1  -i  « 

1 04 1  Psalm  xzUi  .1.  ^  -i  S* 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd, — ^then  I  shall  not  want, 
He  leads  iji  ^reen  pastures  by  waters  of  peace ; 

My  soul  he  restoreth,  when  weary  and  faint. 
And  leads  me  in  righteousness,  wisdom  and 
grace. 

Thro' th' valley  of  death-shade  I  walk  without  fear, 

His  rod  and  his  staff  for  my  comfort  abide ; 
No  evil  shall  harm  while  my  Shepherd  is  near, 

My  gracious  pre8erver,my  guaraian,  and  guide. 
Tho'  foes  may  surround  me,  my  board  thou  dost 
spreaa. 

My  cup  filled  by  thee,  doth  with  blessings  run 
o'er; 
Thine  oil  of  rejoicing  upon  my  poor  head. 

In  goodness  and  mercy  thou  daily  dost  pour. 
Thy  favor  shall  follow  my  steps  to  the  end, 

Till  I  in  thy  palace  of  glory  sublime. 
Shall  see  my  Kedeemer,  my  Saviour  and  Friend, 

And  dwell  through  the  ages  unnumbered  in 
time.  H.,  1868. 

1  ROO  Tea,  nil  nf  them  shall  wax  old.  iio 

1  OZa  V«alm  cii.  86.  ^  18. 

The  world  is  grown  old  and  her  pleasures  are  past ; 

The  world  is  grown  old  and  her  form  may  not  last ; 

The  world  is  grown  old  and  trembles  for  fear; 

For  sorrows  abound  and  judgment  is  near. 

The  sun  in  the  heaven  is  languid  and  pale, 
And  feeble  and  few  are  the  fruits  of  the  vale ; 
And  the  hearts  of  the  nations  fail  them  for  fear. 
For  the  world  is  grown  old  and  judgment  is  near. 
The  king  on  his  throne  and  th'  bride  in  her  bower ; 
The  children  of  pleasure  all  feel  the  sad  hour ; 
The  roses  are  faded,  and  tasteless  the  cheer, 
For  the  world  is  grown  old  and  judgment  is  near! 
The  world  is  grown  old,— but  should  we  complain, 
Who  have  tried  her  and  know  that  her  promise  is 

vain? 
Our  heart  is  in  heaven,  our  home  is  not  here, 
And  we  look  for  our  crown  when  judgment  is  near. 

Reginald  Heber,  1783-1886. 


1  fids  "^^  mountains  shall  depui.  lis 

0  wanderer,  burdened  with  sorrows  and  fears, 
Look  up  from  thy  darkness,  dejection,  and  tears; 
There  is  pity,  and  pardon,  and  gladness  for  thee, 
There  is  mercy  in  Jesus, — salvation  is  free. 

Your  sins  may  like  mountains  before  you  arise, 
But  the  mercy  of  God  fills  the  earth  and  the 

skies; 
Ye  weary  and  guilty  give  heed  to  His  call : 
There  is  pardon  for  you, — there  is  pardon  for  all. 

The  mountains  shall  shake  and  the  hills  shall 

depart, 
But  nothing  shall  trouble  the  sanctified  heart; 
For  He  Who  hath   loved   us,  our  Saviour  and 

Friend, 
Shall  guard  us  and  guide  us  in  love  to  the  end. 

^  H.,168S. 

1  ROA.        Acquaint  now  thyself  with  Ilim.  i  i  „ 

Acquaint  thee,  0  mortal,  acquaint  thee  with  God: 
And  joy  like  the  sunshine  shall  beam  on  thy  road ; 
And  peace  like  the  dewdrop  shall  fall  on  thy  head; 
And  sleep,  like  an  angel,  shall  visit  thy  bed. 

Acquaint  thee,0  mortal,  acquaint  thee  with  God; 

And  he  shall  be  with  thee  when  fears  are  abroad ; 

Thy  safeguard  in  danger  that    threatens  thy 

patti, — 

Thy  joy  in  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death. 

Wm.  Knox.  ISU. 

1  R9R  Abide  :n  me  and  I  in  you.  i  -i  r, 

lO^O  John  XV.  4.  ^^»- 

O  Word  everlasting,  within  me  abide. 

Beneath  thy  wing  resting,  in  peace  let  me  hide. 

My  strength  is  but  weakness,  my  faith  is  but 

small, 

0  watch  me  great  Shepherd,  my  Saviour,  my  All. 

Be  thou  my  director,  my  helper,  my  guide. 
My  shield  and  protector,  whatever  betide; 
Be  thou  my  provider  whatever  may  come. 
And  bring  me  in  safety  to  glory,  my  home. 

H.,1885. 


Hy  Jesas  I  Love  Th«e.  p.  620. 


526        Expostulation,  p.  616.  Cliarlty.  628. 


1526-1628 


Hursley. 


L.M. 


Francis  Joseph  Haydn,  1798. 
^    ■  Arr.  William  Henry  Monk,  1861. 


1  Sun  of    my    soul,  thou  Saviour  dear,    It     is    not  night  if    Thou  be      near ; 
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Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud    a- rise,    To  hide  Thee  from  thy    serv- ant's  eyes. 


^ 
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1  ROA  The  Tx>rd  God  ip  a  Sun.  ^     nr 

±iJ«Q  Psalm  Ixxxiv.  11.  -L.   M. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eye-lids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voi-ce  divine — 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take ; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 

We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

John  Keble,  ab.  1827. 
i  RO'y  Widt  thou  only  upon  God.  ▼     -m- 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  heirs  of  hope, 
And  let  his  word  support  each  soul ; 

Well  can  he  bear  your  courage  up, 
And  all  your  foes  and  fears  control. 

He  waits  his  own  well-chosen  hour 
Th'  intended  mercy  to  display ; 

And  his  paternal  pities  move, 
While  wisdom  dictates  the  delay. 

Mlflrdol.    p.  888.        Ward.    p.  1».  g 


^ 


an: 


t 

Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  wait 
With  sweet  submission  to  his  will ; 

Harmonious  all  their  passions  move, 
And  in  the  midst  of  storms  are  still. 

Still,  till  their  Father's  well-known  voice 
Wakens  their  silence  into  songs ; 

Then  earth  grows  vocal  with  his  praise, 
And  heaven  the  grateful  shout  prolongs. 

Philip  Doddridge,  ab.  1702-1751. 


At  even,  when  the  sun  did  set 
Luke  1.  9li. 


L.  M. 


1528 

At  even,  when  the  sun  was  set, 
The  sick,  O  Lord,  around  thee  lay ; 

Oh,  in  what  divers  pains  they  met, 
Oh,  with  what  joy  they  went  away. 

Once  more  'tis  eventide,  and  we 
Oppressed  with  various  ills,  draw  near : 

What  if  thy  form  we  cannot  see  ? 
We  know  and  feel  that  thou  art  here. 

O  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel, 
For  some  are  sick  and  some  are  sad, 

And  some  have  never  loved  thee  well, 
And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  hati. 

O  Saviour  Christ,  thou  too  art  Man ; 

Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  tried ; 
Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can  scan 

The  very  wounds  that  shame  would  hide ; 

Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power. 
No  word  from  thee  can  fruitless  fall ; 

Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 
And  in  thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

Henry  TxoelU,  ab.  1868. 
Welton.    p.  4.       Bocking^hain.    p.  8. 
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Tallla'  Evening  Hymn. 


L.  M. 


Thomas  Tallis,  oir.  1567. 
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1  KQO  I  myself  will  awake  early.  x     \t 
X04lf               ^    PMlmlyli.8.  •»^«  ^' 

2  Thy  precious  time  misspent  redeem ; 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem ; 
Improve  thy  talent  witjfi  due  care, 

For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

3  In  conversation  be  sincere, 

Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear, 
Think  how,  All-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

4  Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part. 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praises  to  the  eternal  King. 

5  All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept: 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

6  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew : 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

7  Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Thomas  Ken,  ab.  1637-1710. 


Atihy 


1680      ^'"^'iijoiriiy.isr"*"-        i-.  m. 

We  bless  thee.  Lord,  for  this  our  food, 
But  more  for  Jesus'  flesh  and  blood ; 
The  manna  to  our  spirits  given, 
The  living  bread  sent  down  from  heaven. 

Praise  shall  our  grateful  lips  employ. 
While  life  and  plenty  we  enjoy ; 
Till,  worthy,  we  adose  thy  name, 
While  banqueting  with  Christ  the  Lamb. 

John  Cennick.  1717.1755. 


Whether  therefore  ye  eat  or  drink. 
I  Cor.  z.  81. 


L.   M. 


1681 

Be  present  at  our  table.  Lord ; 
Be  here  and  everywhere  adored  ; 
Thy  creatures  bless ;  and  grant  that  we 
May  feast  in  Paradise  with  Thee. 

John  Cennick,  1717-1755. 


And  gave  thanki  to  Ood. 
Acts  zxrti.  85. 


L.  M. 


1582 

We  thank  thee,  Lord,  for  daily  bread, 
Which  from  thy  bounteous  hand  is  giv'n, 
Oh,  may  our  souls  thro*  grace  be  fed 
On  Christ,  the  Bread  of  Life  from  heav'n. 

John  Cennick.  1717-1755. 

Father,  thy  mercy  hath  supplied 
Our  wants  from  thine  unbounded  store; 
Oh,  may  our  souls,  thro'  Christ  that  died, 
Be  fed,  and  never  hunger  more. 

H.,  1885. 

1  #kQQ  The  eTening  oblation  t     xr 

lOOO  Daniel fx. 81.  ^'  ^»* 

All  praise  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  thine  own  almighty  wings. 

Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done : 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  judgment  day. 

Oh,  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose. 
And  with  sweet  sleep  mine  eye-lida  close ; 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  him  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above  ye  heavenly  host, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

Thomaa  Ken^  a6. 1887-I7ia 
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My  Father,  the  guide  of  my  youth  . . . 

My  God,  and  is  thy  table  spread 

My  God,  how  shall  I  sing 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love 

My  God,  I  thank  thee  !  may  no 

My  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  springs. 

My  God,  my  everlasting  hope 

My  God,  my  life,  my  love 

My  God  shall  my  petitions  grant. .  •. . 

My  God,  the  sprmg  of  all  my  joys 

My  head  is  low,  my  heart  is  sad 

My  heart  hath  found  a  quiet  rest 

My  heart  is  fixed,  eternal  God 

My  heart  is  fixed,  O  God,  my  heart  . . 
My  heart  is  full  of  Christ,  and  longs. . 

My  heart  shall  bless  my  heavenly 

My  heavenly  home  Is  bright  and  fair. 
My  home  is  o'er  the  swelling  flood  . . . 

My  home  is  over  Jordan 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 

My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  thou  . . 

My  Jesus,  say,  what  wretch  has 

My  life's  a  shade,  my  days 

My  life  flows  on  in  endless  song 

My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see. . . . 
My  prayer  hath  p<)wer  with  God  :  the, 
My  Saviour,  can  it  ever  be 
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My  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend  . . .    513 

My  Saviour,  thou  thy  love  to  me 227« 

My  son,  know  thou  the  Lord 636 

My  soul,  amid  this  stormy  world  ....  451 
My  soul,  approach  the  Lord  in  prayer,  1093 
My  soul,  approach  the  mercy-seat. . . .    604 

My  soul,  be  on.  thy  guard 557 

My  soul  doth  triumph  in  the  Lord  . . .  1198 
My  soul  earth's  burning  wastes  hath .  525 
My  soul  in  God  shall  make  her  boast      640 

Mysoul,  it  is  thy  God 602 

My  soul  is  happy  when  I  hear 628 

My  soul  oppressed  with  sorrow 1423 

My  soul,  repeat  his  praise 534 

My  soul,  thou  hast  ned  to  thy  Saviour,  1441 

My  soul,  through  my  Redeemer's 111 

My  soul,  till  God  his  Spirit  pours  —     192 

My  soul,  triumphant  in  the  Lord 368 

My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life  600 

My  soul,  with  all  thy  wakened  powers,  516 
My  soul,  with  humble  fervor  raise.  . .  100 
My  span  of  life  will  soon  be  done  ....  784 
My  weary  soul  a  rest  hath  found 505 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee 1223 

Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee 1221 

No,  I'll  repine  at  death  no  more 201 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more. . .  198 
No  more  with  trembling  heart  I  try . .  453 
No  room  for  mirth  or  trilling  here. . . .    895 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 569' 

Not  in  a  temple  made  with  hands 1139 

Not  in  dark  and  hopeless  anguish  ....    792 

Not  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men 15 

Not  to  the  mount  that  burned  with. . .  246 
Not  unto  us,  but  to  Thy  name  give  . .  1478 

Now  as  thy  people  hence  depart 163 

Now  bid  us  go  in  peace,  O  Lord 306 

Now  by  the  mercies  of  my  Lord 292 

Now  1  have  found  a  friend 1178 

Now  I  have  found  the  ground  wherein,  279 
Now  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood. ...     171 

Now  is  the  accepted  time.  551 

Now  let  our  voices  join 596 

Now,  Lord,  I  seek  a  holy  rest 668 

Now,  Lord,  on  every  waiting  heart . . .  204 
Now  may  the  God  of  peace  and  love  .     318 

Now  may  the  grace  of  Jesus 1164 

Now,  may  the  Lord,  our  Shepherd  . . .    139 

Now,  may  the  love  of  God 620 

Now,  our  risen  Lord  confessing 846 

Now,  Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  part. . . .  971 
Now,  Saviour,  strengthen  every  heart,  485 
Now,  that  the  daylight  fills  the  sky  . .      45 

Now,  the  day  is  over 944 

Now,  the  ^acious  Saviour  stands. . . .  955 
Now  to  Him  who  loved  us,  ^ave  us  . .    800 

Now  to  the  great,  eternal  King 637 

Now  to  the  Lord  that  makes  us  know,  217 
Now  unto  Him  who  by  his  power  ....        4 

Now  unto  Him  who  on  the  tree 290 

Now  unto  the  King  eternal 1312 

Now  unto  the  eternal  King 330 

Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night,  1479 
Now,  with  angels  round  the  throne  . .  1131 
Now,  with  creation's  morning  song  . .     116 
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O  all  that  pass  by,  to  Jesus  draw    . .  1467 

O  all  ye  lands,  exalt  his  fame 965 

O  all  ye  lands,  rejoice  in  God 472 

O  all  ye  lands,  in  God  rejoice 10 

O  all  ye  lands,  rejoice  and  sing 666 

O  all  ye  nations  of  the  earth,  rejoice . .  1058 
O  all  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord,  His .  316 
O  all  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord,  each    354 

O,  blessed  souls  are  they 540 

O  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of  the. . . .  1519 

O,  bow  thine  ear,  eternal  One 708 

O,  cease,  my  wandering  soul 1400 

O  Christ,  what  gracious  words 609 

O  Christ,  of  men  the  life  and  light  . . .    871 

O  Christ,  our  true  and  only  light 710 

O  Christ,  who  didst  for  sinners  weep.  29 
O  Christ,  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne,  604 
O  Christ,  who  hast  prepared  a  place . .      58 

O  come,  let  us  sing  to  the  Lord 1052 

O  come,  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord  ....        1 

O  come,  loud  anthems  let  us  sing 99 

O  come,  thou  radiant  Morning  Star  . .    224 

O,  could  I  find  from  day  to  day 651 

O,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth,  868 
O,  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly .  1342 

O,  disclose  thy  lovely  face 1367 

O,  do  not  let  the  word  depart 59 

O,  draw  me.  Saviour,  after  thee 275 

O  everlasting  light 586 

O  Father,  in  this  peaceful  hour 183 

O  Father,  who  rulest  the  wind  and. . .  1518 

O,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 490 

O,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 671 

O,  for  a  glance  of  heavenly  day 291 

O,  for  a  heart  to  praise  ,my  God 358 

O,  for  a  prayer  like  his  of  old 695 

O,  for  a  shout  of  sacred  joy 446 

O,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  ....  365 
O,  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a. . .  1488 

O,  for  the  robes  of  whiteness 1282 

O  Friend  divine,  when  from  our 1487 

O  glorious  day  of  heavenly  rest 458 

O  glorious  hope  of  heavenly  love  ....  8<J9 
O  God,  amid  earth's  sore  distress  ....    905 

O  God,  in  whom  we  live 1402 

O  God  of  good,  the  un fathomed  sea  . .    914 

O  God  of  life  and  light 605 

O  God  of  my  salvation,  hear 911 

O  God,  my  Saviour,  I  love  thee 169 

O  God,  my  strength  and  fortitude. . . .    427 

O  God,  my  inmost  soul  convert 891 

O  God,  our  everlasting  Rock 1143 

0  God,  to  us  show  mercy 1169 

O  God,  to  whom  our  fathers  praved  . .  '3\YI 
O  God,  we  praise  thee,  and  confess  . .    323 

O  God,  what  offering  shall  I  give 240 

O  grace  divine  I  the  Saviour  shed  ....  125 
O  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice     . .    765 

O  happy  is  the  man  who  hears 329 

O  happy  lands  O  happy  land 345 

O,  how  beautiful  their  feet 924 

O,  how  I  long  to  see  that  day 642 

O,  how  I  love  thy  holy  law 670 

O  Holy  Father,  'mid  the  calm 53 

O  Israel,  for  the  strife  prepare 103 

O  Jesus,  great  and  wondrous  King. .      294 
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O  Jesas,  my  Saviour,  to  thee  I  submit, 

O  Jesus,  source  of  calm  repose 

O  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. . . 
O  E^ng  of  kings,  we  wait  the  day  .... 

T)  Iamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain 

O  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh 

O  lost  one,  dejected,  and  far  from  thy, 
O  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  love  . 

O  Lord,  at  thy  command 

O  Lord,  in  weakness  and  in  fears 

O  Lord,  my  strength  and  righteousness 

O  Lord,  thy  servants  cry  to  thee 

O  Lord,  who  art  with  two  or  three  . . . 
O  Lord,  who  didst  from  heaven  come, 

O  Lord,  who  givest  all  increase 

O  Love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art . . . 

O  Love  divine,  whose  deep  abyss 

O  Love,  thou  bottomless  abyss 

O,  may  I  stand  before  the  Lamb 

O,  might  this  worthless  heart  of  mine, 

O,  my  offended  Lord 

O,  never  may  my  soul  forget 

O,  not  to  till  the  mouth  of  fame 

O,  not  with  silver,  gold,  or  gems 

O  North,  with  all  thy  vales  of  green  . 

O  Paradise,  thy  banished  bloom 

O,  praise  the  Lord,  'tis  sweet  to  raise. 
O,  praise  the  Lord  with  one  consent . . 
O,  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  . . 
O,  praise  ye  the  Lord  with  heart  and  . 

O  prodigal,  why  wilt  thou  roam 

O,  quickly  come,  dread  Judge  of  all . . 

O,  restless  as  the  troubled  wave 

O,  render  thanks  to  God  above 

O  Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  go 

O  Saviour,  cast  a  gracious  smile 

O  Saviour,  is  thy  promise  fled 

O  Saviour  of  sinners!  when  faint  and, 

O  Saviour,  welcome  to  my  heart 

O  shameful  cross!  on  thee  was  hung 
O,  show  me  not  my  Saviour  dying. . . . 
O  send  thy  light  and  truth  abroad. . . . 

O  sinner,  come  without  delay 

O  sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die 

O  Son  of  God,  with  glory  crowned. . . . 
O,  sorrow  not  for  saints  that  sleep. . . . 
O,  speed  thee.  Christian,  on  thy  way. 

O,  spurn  not  the  fallen,  though 

O,  sweetly  through  the  gloomy  years. 

O  strong  and  everlasting  love 

O  that  every  soul  might  know  Him. . . 

O  that  I  knew  the  secret  place 

O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my 

O  the  amazing  change 

O  the  amazing  pomp 

O  the  blessed  promise  given 

O  the  immense,  the  amazing  height . . 

O  thou  God  of  my  salvation 

O  Thou  in  whom  we  live  and  move  . . 
O  Thou  in  whose  presence  my  soul  . . 

O  thou,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 

O  Thou  til  at  hearest  the  prayer  of . . . . 

O  thou,  the  One  supreme 

O  Thou  who  art  by  all  adored 
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O  Thou  who  earnest  from  above 107 

^  Thou  who  didst  with  mourners  . 196 

O  Thou  who  for  our  fallen  race 1157 

O  Thou  who  hast  our  sorrows  borne. .     8fl6 

O  Thou  whom  we  adore 594 

O  Thou  whom  we  have  scorned  and.  .  1098 
O  Thou  whose  compassionate  care. . . .  10.37 

O  Thou  whose  filmed  and  failing  eye.  400 

O  Thou  whose  mercy,  never  failing  . .  l(Ki3 

O  thought  full  of  sweetness  to  those. .  1499 

O,  turn  to  the  stronghold,  ye 1496 

O,  turn  ye,  O,  turn  ye,  for  why  will . .  1491 

O  wanderer,  burdened  with  sorrow. . .  1523 

O  wanderer,  where  art  thou  ?  the  ....  1494  • 

O  watch  and  pray  and  fight 1397 

O  wearied  watcher,  worn  with  duty. .  733 

O,  what  a  costly  sacrifice 970 

O,  what  hath  Jesus  bought  for  me  . . .  421 
O,  what  is  our  hope,  and  our  joy, and,  1443 

O,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now.  431 

O,  who  is  like  the  Mighty  One 1404 

O,  why  wilt  thou  so  long  delay 135 

O  Word  everlasting,  witnin  me  abide,  1525 

O  word  of  peace  to  souls  oppressed. . .  957 

O,  worn  with  griefs  and  pains  and  ...  197 

O,  worship  the  King,  all  glorious 1460 

O,  ye  saints  whose  eyes  are  heavy. . . .  949 

O  ye  who  feel  for  others*  woes 1240 

O  Zion ,  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave,  1496 

O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking  .  816 

O'er  whelmed  in  depths  of  woe 567 

Oft  as  the  precious  seed  is  sown 624 

Oft  we,  alas,  forget  the  love 119 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand  ...  634 

On  those  who  have  in  darkness 678 

On  the  high  cliffs  of  Jordan  with 1607 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing. ...  815 

On  the  north  and  the  east,  on  the  ....  1446 

On  Zion's  Mount,  the  Lord  of  Hosts. .  635 

Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day. .  347 

Once  more,  O  Lord,  thy  sign  snail  be.  462 

Once  more  we  come  before  our  God  . .  631 

Once  more  we  press  the  hand  and  part,  1261 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 608 

One  there  is,  above  all  others 1321 

One  thing  have  I  desired  of  thee 918 

Open  wide  the  gates  of  beauty 1076 

Our  Captain  leads  us  on 1272 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done 548 

Our  eyes  would  gaze  on  Him  who  bled,  438 

Our  Father,  God,  to  thee 618 

Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  (L.M.). . .  2W 

Our  Father,  God,  who  art  in  (CM.)  . .  348 
Our  Father's  God,  to  thee  we  rai.se  ...       8 

Our  friendship  sanctify  and  ^uide ....  915 

Our  God,  how  firm  his  promise 466 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past 311 

Our  Heavenly  Father,  hear 624 

Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God  ....  418 

Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead 80 

Our  Saviour  and  King,  thy  praises  we,  1414 

Our  Saviour  shall  descend  again 1195 

Our  sins  on  Christ  were  laid 718 

Our  willing  feet  shall  stand 589 

Over  Kedron  Jesus  treadeth 790 


INDEX  OP  FIRST  LINES  OF  HYMNS. 


637 


BTMN 

Peace,  earth's  last  battle  has  been . .    214 

Peace,  peace,  I  leave  with  you 1186 

Peace,  to  thee,  O  favored  one 1370 

Peace,  troubled  soul,  whose  plaintive .    692 

People  of  the  living  God 1060 

Perishing  splendors  pass  away 1368 

Pilgrims  and  strangers  od  the  earth  . .    743 
Pi Igrlms  and  strangers  and  sojourners,    749 

Pity,  Lord,  the  child  of  clay 1366 

Poor  weary  wanderer,  far  from  peace.  1192 

Praise,  everlasting  praise  be  paid 117 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings. .        3 
Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven. .    818 

Praise  the  God  of  all  creation  .' 855 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  ye  his  servants. . . .  1330 

Praise  the  Lord  with  exultation 1287 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore  him,    821 

Praise  to  God  on  high  be  j^iven 1067 

Praise  to  Him  by  whose  kind  favor. . .  1333 
Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee. . .    249 

Praise  ye  the  King  of  kings 1268 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  all  ye  nations  and,  1390 
Praise  ye  the  Lord,  let  heart  and  voice,  1152 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  our  God 574 

Prayer  is  appointed  to  convey 153 

Prepare  a  new  song,  Jehovah  to 1462 

Prepare  us.  Lord,  to  view  thy  cross. . .  325 
Prisoirers  of  hope,  lift  up  your  heads.  175 
Proclaim,  saith  Christ,  my  wondrous .    399 

Proclaim  the  lofty  praise 12()9 

Prostrate  with  eyes  of  faith  I  see 916 

QujBT,  Lord,  my  froward  heart 1305 

Raise  the  psalm,  let  earth  adoring  . .  822 

Raise  your  triumphant  songs 532 

Redeemer,  whither  should  I  llee 281 

Refrain  thy  voice,  O  weeping  one  ....  657 

Repice,  all  ye  believers 1167 

Rejoice  around  the  tomb 1356 

Rejoice  around  the  tomb  where  Jesus,  1416 

Rejoice,  my  soul,  in  God  thy  friend- . .  770 

Rejoice,  O  weary  soul 608 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King 1011 

Remember  me,  my  God 1084 

Rest  in  peace,  thy  woes  are  past 931 

Rest  in  the  Lord,  and  wait  for  him  . . .  1200 

Return,  O  God  of  love,  return 479 

Revive  thy  work,  O  Lord. 642 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty 261 

Righteous  God,  whose  vengeful  vials.  1257 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings  .  986 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me 1124 

Rock  of  my  strength,  to  thee  my  soul,  1470 

Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  deep 1148 

Roll  on,  old  year,  thy  scenes  are 1474 

Roll  thy  burden  on  the  Lord 1119 

Round  the  Lord,  in  glory  seated 848 

Ruler  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell  688 

Safe  home,  safe  home,  in  port 1004 

Safely  through  another  week  .• 1062 

Salem's  bright  King  of  wondrous 877 

Salvation,  oh  the  joyful  sound 1407 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  . .  1458 
Saviour,  bless  us  as  we  part 932 
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Saviour,  bless  thy  word  to  all 1123 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing.    832 

Saviour  divine,  thy  heart  of  love 146 

Saviour,  I  thy  wonl  believe 984 

Saviour-King,  in  hallowed  union 849 

Saviour,  like  a  shephenl  lead  us 826 

Saviour  of  men,  thy  searching  eye  . . .  216 
Saviour  of  sinners.  Lamb  of  God  ....    207 

Saviour,  our  parting  ble.ss 627 

Saviour,  scorned,  and  scourged,  and. .  1298 
Saviour,  scourged,  and  crowned  with.  974 
Saviour,  the  sorrows  thou  hast  known,    138 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love 1229 

Saviour,  we  seek  the  watery  tomb. . . .    357 

Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  thee 1365 

Saviour,  who  for  me  hast  suffered. . . .  1359 

Saviour,  whom  our  hearts  adore 983 

Say,  sinner,  hath  a  voice  within 53 

See,  above  time's  clouds  and  shadows,  1303 

See  at  last  the  signs  portending 1430 

See,  He  comes;  He  won  the  day 922 

See,  how  the  patient  Jesus  stands ....  172 
See,  oh,  see  what  love  the  Father  ....    868 

See  on  hi|2[h  the  myriad  stars 926 

Set  thy  wmdows  open 939 

Shall  I  for*  fear  of  feeble  man  ...  ....    215 

Shall  man,  O  God  of  light  and  life  . . .,  221 
Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river  (a&.). .'  1324 

Sh^ll  we  meet  beyond  the  river 1325 

Shepherd  of  the  scattered  flock 1361 

Shepherds,  reioice,  lift  up  your  eyes  .  1340 
Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly. . . .  1386 
Show  pity.  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive  ....  89 
Shrinking  from  the  cold  hand  of  death,    158 

Silent,  like  men  in  solemn  haste 257 

Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever 740 

Sing  of  the  grace  Christ  waits  to  give,    206 

Sing,  sing,  and  pray,  eternity  is 1477 

Sing  to  the  Lord  the  children's  hymn .  518 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  the  Rock  of  our  ....  1476 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice. ...  24 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  who  came  to  earth  .  462 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands. . . .  676 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  grace ....    205 

Sing  we  the  song  to  angels  given 6 

Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory 823 

Sing,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Ixtrd 445 

Sinner,  art  thou  still  secure 1122 

Sinners,  obey  the  gospel  word 173 

Sinners,  the  call  obey 13^)9 

Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard 372 

Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die 1117 

Smitten,  stricken,  bruised, and  gory. .    834 

So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 4i 

Soft  be  the  turf  on  thy  dear  breast  . . .     195 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise 561 

Soldiers  of  the  cross,  arise 1369 

Son  of  God,  earth's  storms  are ^ .    842 

Son  of  God,  to  thee  I  cry 1363 

Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise  ....      77 

Soon  o'er  the  hilltops  of  eternal 1481 

Soon  our  conflicts  will  be  done 74<> 

Soon  shall  we  see  the  glorious 1232 

Soon  the  great  harvest  day  shall  ....  1054 
Soon  will  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  . .  425 
Soon  will  the  sleeping  martyrs  rise. . .    252 


588 


INDEX   OF   FIRST   LINES   OF  HYMNS. 


HTMN 

Soul  of  mine,  there  comes  a  day 1249 

Sound,  sound  the  truth  ahroad 1184 

Sow  in  the  raorn  thy  seed 537 

Speed  the  rescue,  souls  are  dying  ....    857 

Spirit  divine,  who  from  aliove 498 

Star  of  the  promised  morning,  rise  . . .    64^ 
Stars  of  the  morning,  how  jorous  ye  .  1384 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord 527 

**  Stand  up  for  Jesus,"  tho'  his  foes  . .  1490 
Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  ....    186 

Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus 1161 

Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay 73 

Steal  away  from  eartnly  care 751 

Strangers  aud  pilgrims  here 266 

Stricken,  smitten,  and  afflicted 867 

Strong  to  redeem  is  the  Lord  who 1448 

Suffering  Saviour,  Lamb  of  God 929 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King,      92 

Sweet  meditation  on  the  Lord 170 

Sweet  rivers  of  redeeming^  love 403 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing  .    831 

Sweetly  glides  the  shining  river 1327 

Sweetly  the  holy  hymn 645 

Sun  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear. . .  1626 
Sun  of  our  souls,  'mid  shadows  and  . .    735 

Surrounded  by  a  host  of  foes . . .  .* 262 

Surely,  at  the  appointed  time 722 

Take  away  the  children 1056 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour 1331 

Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days  . . .'    337 

Tell  me  no  more  of  earthly  toys 822 

That  awful  day  is  drawing  near  892 

That  awful  day  will  surely  come 319 

That  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day  61 

That  doleful  night  before  His  death . .  404 

That  fearful  day,  that  day  of  dread ...  18 

That  glorious  day  is  drawing  nigh. . .  492 

That  great  day  of  wrath  and  terror . . .  866 

That  solemn  hour  will  come  for  me  . .  378 

The  angel  comes,  he  comes  to  reap. . .  611 

The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high,  112 

The  Church  is  built  upon  a  rock 656 

The  Church  in  her  militant  state 1039 

The  Church  is  in  the  wilderness 1204 

The  Comforter  has  come 578 

The  clouds  at  length  are  breaking —  1162 

The  day  approacheth,  O  my  soul 326 

The  day  is  past  and  gone,  great  God  1081 

The  day  is  past  and  gone,  the  evening,  1086 

The  day  of  life  is  dawning 1165 

The  days  and  years  are  passing 1166 

The  desert  like  the  rose  shall  bloom. .  659 

The  earth  and  all  her  fulness  owns. . .  187 

The  gloom  that  hung  o'er  Calvary's. .  641 

The  glorious  day  is  drawing  nigh  ....  492 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise  1264 

The  God  of  glory  walks  his  round. . . .  254 

The  God  of  harvest,  praise 1187 

The  God  of  love,  the  God  of  peace  ...  407 

The  God  of  peace,  who  from  the  dead,  122 

The  grace  wnich  is  in  Christ  revealed,  105 

The  happy  morn  is  come 1008 

The  head  that  once  was  crowned 478 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord.  56 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  here  ., 633 


The  King  of  heaven  his  table  spreads 
The  Kins  of  love  my  Shepherd  is  . . . 
The  last  loud  trumpet's  wondrous. . . 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  then  I 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns    

The  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his , 

The  Lord  forsaketh  not  his  own 

The  Lord  into  his  garden  comes 

The  Lord,  our  God,  is  clothed  with  . . 

The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light 

The  Lord,  the  God  of  glory,  reigns. . . . 
The  Lord  who  once  on  Calvary  bled  . 
The  Lord  will  come,  the  earth  shall . . 
The  morning  flowers  display  their  . . . 

The  music  of  my  heart  is  gone 

The  night  is  wearing  fast  away 

The  people  that  in  darkness  lay 

The  people  still  go  forth  to  meet 

The  pleasures  of  earth  I  have  seen. . 

The  praying  spirit  breathe 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined. 
The  Saviour  bids  us  watch  and  pray  . 
The  Saviour  comes  to  seek  the  u>st. . . 
The  Saviour  wept  beside  the  tomb  . . . 
The  sower  goes  forth  the  seed  to  sow. 

The  Spirit  in  our  hearts 

The  thirsty  are  called  to  their  Lord  . . 

The  time  is  short  ere  all  that  live '. 

The  time  is  short,  make  haste,  the  . . . 
The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam  — 
The  whole  creation  groans  and  waits. 
The  whole  creation  now  is  sighing  . .. 

The  world  is  grown  old,  and  her 

The  world  is  very  evil 

Thee,  Jesus,  thee,  the  sinner's  Friend, 

There  are  angels  ever  near  us 

There  is  a  better  land,  they  say 

There  is  a  calm  and  pesuiefnl  river  . . 
There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  . 

There  is  a  land  of  life  and  song 

There  is  a  land  mine  eye  hath  seen. . . 

There  is  a  King  of  glory 

There  is  a  little  lonely  fold 

There  is  a  pure  and  peaceful  wave  . . . 
There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when  . . 
There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest  .... 
There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified. 

There  is  no  pain  that  I  can  bear 

There  remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people. 

There  will  be  no  sin,  nor  pain 

There's  a  city  that  looks  o'er  the  .... 
There's  a  li^ht  that  is  shining  in  .... 
There's  a  wideness  in  God's  n^ercy. . . 
These  are  the  words  that  David  said  . 

They  rest  not  day  nor  night 

Think,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man. .. 
Thine  oath  and  promise,  mighty  God, 

This  God  is  the  God  we  adore 

This  is  the  day  of  light 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting 

Thirsting  soul,  oy  Jacob's  well 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God. . .... 

Thou  art  the  way,  to  thee  alone 

Thou  blessed  Son  of  God 

Thou  bridle  of  spirits  untamed 

Thou  city  of  foundntiona 
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Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb  . . .    489 
Thou  God  of  power,  thou  God  of  love,    873 

Thou  great  Instructor,  lest  I  stray 13 

Thou,  Holy  Spirit,  art 543 

Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead 572 

Thou  knowest,  Lord,  the  weariness  . .  1483 
Thou  Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain . .  519 
Thou  Lamb  of  God,  thou  Prince  of. . .  124 
Thou,  Lord,  hast  blessed  my  going  .    .     376 

Thou  man  of  griefs,  remember  me 71 

Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart 161 

Thou  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  me,  In      880 

Thou  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  me 38 

Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  and  mine  . .  1041 
Thou  soft-flowing  Kedron,  by  thy  ....  1493 
Thou  strong  and  loving  Son  of  man. .  121 
Thou  suffering,  bleeding,  dying  Lamb,  781 
Thou  who  at  Cana's  marriage  feast. . .  1153 
Thou  who  didst  wear  the  thorny  crown,  1055 
Thou  who  dost  with  thy  people  meet .  885 
Thou  who  from  Olive's  brow  did  rise,  889 
Thou  who  our  Advocate  appearing . .    1035 

Thou  who  our  sins  hast  borne 719 

Thou  whom  my  soul  admires  above  . .    273 

Thou  whose  almighty  word 1179 

Thou  whose  eyes  Tike  flames  of  fire  . .  1110 

Thou  with  many  burdens  weary 1358 

Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on.  1497 
Though  I  speak  with  various  tongues.  1115 
Though  love  may  weep  with  breaking,  155 
Though  my  flesh  and  heart  may  fail . .    927 

Though  nature's  strength  decay 1265 

Though  the  ages  slowly  elide 1247 

Though  the  night  hangs  dark  and  the,  501 
Though  troubles  assail,  and  dangers      1466 

Through  all^the  changing  scenes  of 1346 

Through  many  weary  years  of  pain  . .    503 

Through  midnight  gloom  from 242 

Throughout  the  hours  of  darkness  dim,  293 
Thus  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on  ... .      46 

Thus  saith  the  Church's  Head 1174 

Thy  faithfulness,  Lord,  each  moment,  1477 
Thy  Father's  house,  thiue  own  bright,  237 
Thy  kingdom  come,  from  year  to  year,  687 
Thy  kingdom  come,  thus  day  by  day      769 

Thy  loving-kindness.  Lord,  I  sing 308 

Thy  name.  Almighty  God 566 

Thy  triumphs,  Redeemer  of  men,  we  1498 
Thy  ways,  O  Lord,  with  wise  design . .  106 
Time's  sun  is  fast  setting,  its  twilight,  1513 

Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 108 

Tis  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  . . .    434 

Tis  God,  the  Spirit,  leads 613 

Tis  midnight,  and  on  Olive's  brow. . .     '300 

To  bless  thy  chosen  race 588 

To  Calvary,  Lord,  in  spirit  now 381 

To  celebrate  thy  praise,  O  Lord 664 

To  God,  the  only  wise 576 

To  Him  that  loved  the  souls  of  men . .    448 

To  Him  who  died  upon  the  tree 1215 

To  Him  who  hears  I  whisper  all 686 

To  Him  who  in  his  precious  blood 402 

To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope 1(H3 

To  leave  my  dear  friends  and  with. . .  1508 

To  Mount  Sion,  Lord,  admit  me 739 

To  thee,  O  God,  in  thankful  song —      340 


HTMN 

To  the  far-off  regions 942 

To  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes 987 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large 1103 

To  whom,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  go 426 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls 1418 

Tossed  by  the  furious  tempest 976 

Trembling  before  thine  awful  throne  .  1149 
Triumphant,  Christ  ascends  on  high . .    474 

Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head 767 

"  Trust  ye  in  the  Lord  forever  " 1077 

Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground,  374 
'Twas  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night,     72 

Under  thy  wings,  my  God 1217 

Unto  thee,  our  Saviour 992 

Unveil  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb 1428 

Upward,  I  lift  mine  eyes 1001 

V  AiN  are  all  terrestrial  pleasures  ....  1069 
Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu 982 

lAr  AKE,  harp  of  Zion,  wake  again 457 

Wake  the  song  of  jubilee. . .   1101 

Walk  in  the  light;  so  shalt  thou  know,    352 

Wash  me,  O  Lamb  of  God 1219 

Watched  by  the  world's  malignant. .  .*  182 
Watchman,  tell  me,  does  the  morning,    808 

Watchman  tell  us  of  the  night    1105 

Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  heirs  of  hope. . .  1527 

We  are  going  to  see  the  bleeding 1244 

We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling 1301 

We  are  sowing  in  our  sadness 1323 

We  bless  the  Lamb  of  God 1087 

We  bless  thee.  Lord,  for  this  our  food,  1530 

We  give  this  body  to  the  dust 154 

We  have  met  in  glad  communion 1073 

We  know  th  at  allthings  work  for  good ,  487 
We  know  the  grace  of  Him  who  died,    144 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  Thee 575 

We  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  Thee,  776 
We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest. .  1047 

We  praise  and  magnify  thy  name 906 

We  pray  for  those  who  do  not  j>i:ay. . .  142 
We  saw  Thee  not  when  thou  didst. . . .  689 
We  seek  a  dwelling  bright  and  fair. . .  1196 
We  sing  His  love  who  once  was  slain . .  176 
We  soon  shall  hear  the  midnight  cry. .  890 
We  shall  go  home  in  the  morning  ....    747 

We  shall  sleep,  but  not  forever 791 

We  thank  thee.  Lord,  for  daily  bread,  1532 
We  wait  for  thee.  All-glorious  One  . .  1201 
We  wander  not  in  Eden's  garden. . : . .  1032 
Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God. . .  246 
Weary  of  watching,  worn,  and  full  of.  1482 

Weary  head  and  weary  heart 1246 

Weary  pilgrim,  why  this  sadness? 12i>4 

Weary  sinner,  keep  thine  eyes 1360 

Weary  souls,  who  wander  wide 1364 

Weep  for  the  fallen,  in  death  lying  low,  1.382 

Welcome,  delightful  morn 1018 

Welcome,  happy  morning 943 

Welcome  from  beneath  tne  wave 920 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest 52i) 

What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus 1291 

What  could  your  Redeemer  do 1118 

What  father,  when  bis  children  plead,    335 
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What  heayenly  music  do  I  hear    653 

What  is  the  chaff,  the  word  of  man . .      317 

What  shall  I  render  to  my.  God 377 

What  sound  is  this  salutes  my  ear  .  .  886 
What  though  on  stormy  seas  we  sail. .  1403 
What  tho'  tlie  tears  are  in  our  eyes. . .    680 

What  though  a  darkened  way 1216 

What  though  the  arm  of  conquering. .  314 
What  though  the  bonds  of  Ijove  divine,    210 

What  though  the  way  be  rough 1220 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh 233 

What  though  with  griefs  our  path  be. .  1150 
What,  my  soul,  should  bow  thee  down,  919 
What  various  hindrances  we  meet  . . .  149 
Whate'er  God  doth  is  rightly  done  ...  723 
When  a  few  swiftly  fleetmg  years ....  36 
When,  as  returns  tnis  solemn  day  ....  773 
When  bending  o'er  the  brink  of  life  . .  408 
When  earth's  foundations  first  were . .  433 
When  God  descends  with  men  to  dwell,  167 
When  God  revealed  his  gracious  name,  1344 

When,  His  salvation  bringing 1160 

When  I  am  weary,  and  'tis  often  now,    741 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 409 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God. . . .  790 
When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross ...  50 
When  my  last  hour  is  close  at  hand ...  721 
When  power  divine,  in  mortal  form  . .    200 

When  quiet  in  my  house  I  sit 231 

When  shall  I  see  the  day 1270 

When  shall  thy  lovely  face  be  seen. . .    161 

When  shall  we  all  meet  again 1396 

When  signs  and  wonders  there  shall. .  430 
When  strangers  stand  and  hear  me . . .  270 
When  silent  steal  across  my  soul .....  714 
W  hen  swift  as  on  the  lightning's  wing,    199 

When  the  harvest  is  past  and  the 1446 

When  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice      312 

When  the  nations  toss  and  roar 1136 

When  the  pilgrims  and  the  strangers  .    797 

When  the  wear^,  seeking  rest 752 

When  this  passing  world  is  done 1394 

When  torn  is  the  oosom  with  sorrow  .  1502 
When  waves  of  trouble  round  me  swel  1 ,  441 
When  wild  confusion  wrecks  the  air. .  432 
When  we  pass  through  yonder  river. .  1074 

Where  the  mourner  weeping 9.'i5 

Where  two  or  three  with  faithful  heart,  162 
Where  two  or  three  with  sweet  accord,  83 
While  nature  was  sinking  in  stillness,  1506 
While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light. .  284 
While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks,    471 

While  to  several  paths  dividing 812 

Who  hath  a  right  like  us  to  sing 1203 

Who  shall  theXord's  elect  condemn.        27 

Who  are  these  arrayed  in  white 727 

Who  are  these  in  dazzling  brightness.  1070 
Who  are  these  like  stars  appearing  . . .  1075 

Who  hath  sorrow,  who  hath  woe 956 

Who  in  the  Lord  confide 1267 

Who  trusts  in  God,  a  strong  abode 1351 

Who  will  give  the  dove's  bright 8(>4 

Whom  have  I,  Lord,  in  heaven  but.  ••  1091 


Why  on  the  bending  willows  hung ...  1 144 

Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead    .  .  1206 

Why  should  we  shrink  with  doubt  and,  699 

Why  sleep  ye,  mv  brethren?  Come  .  .  14i>2 

Why  that  look  of  sadness 941 

Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares. . .  25 

Will  you  flee  to  Christ  for  refuge  ....  950 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh. .  65 

With  glory  clad,  with  strength  arrayed,  304 

With  heavenly  weapons  I  have  fought,  391 

With  jasper,  gold,  and  gems  aflame  . .  123 

With  Jesus  in  our  midst 556 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 366 

With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 662 

With  one  consent  let  all  the  earth ....  7 

With  one  consent  we  join  to  bless  ....  917 

With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud,  440 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around 60 

With  thankful  hearts  we  meet. 150 

With  the  mouth  our  Lord  confessing. .  806 

Within  the  garden's  whispering  shade,  299 

Woe  to  the  men  on  earth  who  dwell. .  483 

Work,  for  the  day  is  coming 1284 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 1283 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway .  91 

Would  Jesus  have  the  sinner  die 244 

IE  angels,  put  the  sickle  in 910 

Ye  boundless  realms  of  joy 1017 

Ye  Christian  heralds,  go  proclaim  ....  298 
Ye  neighbors  and  friends,  to  Jesus. . . .  1469 
Ye  saints,  awake  from  sinful  sloth. . . .  1345 

Ye  saints  who  here  in  patience 1168 

Ye  servants  of  God,  acknowledge  him,  1465 

Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master 1459 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord,  To  all, the  . .    617 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord,  In  Jesus' 1016 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  Lord  Most  High  ...  638 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  risen  Lord,  your  . . .  969 
Ye  soldiers  of  the  risen  Lord,  march  .  1243 

Ye  sons  of  men,  with  jov  record 759 

Ye  souls  bereft,  be  comforted 508 

Ye  souls  in  patience  seeking 780 

Ye  souls  that  sigh  in  sore  distress  ....  1211 
Ye  that  delight  to  serve  the  Lord  ....    903 

Ye  that  in  his  courts  are  found 1065 

Ye  that  pass  by,  behold  the  man 698 

Ye  towering  halls  of  lordly  pride 177 

Ye  trembling  captives,  hear 560 

Ye  tribes  of  Adam,  join 1010 

Ye  virgin  souls,  arise 1009 

Ye  weary  sinners,  come 650 

Ye  who  in  folly  have  wandered  away,  1387 

Ye  who  know  your  sins  forgiven 1254 

Ye  whose  harps,  untuned  so  long 1099 

Ye  youth  whose  hearts  with  pleasure,  1262 

Yes,  for  me  the  Saviour  careth 805 

Yes,  it  is  well ;  though  shades 1486 

Yet  there  is  room,  the  feast  is  spread.    164 
Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints 684 

ZiON|  the  desolate  ;  ruined,  forsaken,  1454 
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A  Little  While.  11, 10.  515 
Abraliam.  6,8,4,or  S.M.434 
Adoration.  8.11.  371 

Adios.  7,  61.  480 

Advent.  6,4.  398 

Aithlone.  c. P.M.  294 
Akauthos.  7,6.  248 

All  Saints  New.  I..M.  212 
All  toGhrist  I  Owe.  6.  468 
Amazing  Grace. c.m.d.  128 
Ambrose.  L.  M.  28 

America.  8.  M.  176 

America.  6,  4.  400 

Amsterdam.  7,6,  p.m.  332 
Angel  Guards.  8,11,7.  314 
Angel's  Song.  c.M.D.  132 
Angel's  Song.  8,7.  280 
Angel  Watchei  s.  12,8.  502 
Anvern.  l.  M.  244 

Ariel,  c.  P.M.  284 

Arlington.  C.  M.  104 

Arnion.  c.  M.  D.  154 

Art  Thou  Weary  ?  8,5. 469 
Assurance.  8,  7.  430 

Asthenia.  8,  7,  P.  M.  240 
Athens,  c.  M.  d.  140 

Autumn.  8,  7.  256 

Avon.  c.  M.  463 

Balerma.  c.  M.  92 

Ballstown.  L.  M.  61.  72 
Baltimore.  L.  P.  M.  298 
Beautiful   City  of  Gold. 

12, 9.  601 

Begone,  Unbelief. 

10,  11.  508 

Bells  of  Joy.  6,  5,  7.  308 
Belmont.  8,  7.  274 

Bethany.  6,  4.  417 

Biblos.  c.  M.  D.  200 

Blessed  Promise.  8,  7.  474 
Boston,  c.  M.  D.  136 

Boprlston.  8.  M.  160 

Bndgewater.  L.  M.  24 
Bright  Angels  Open 

the  Door.  7,  6,  p.m.  317 
Bristol.  L.  M.  493 

Buckfield.  L.  M.  61.  76 
Burial  Hymn.  l.  m.  40 
Bumham.  h.  m.  343 

By  and  By.  7. 3,  P.  M.  313 

O 


Oome  Unto  Me.  p.  m.  320 
Come,  ve  Disconsolate. 

11, 10,  P.  m.  505 

Communion.  L.  M.  374 
Compassion.  "L.  m.  52 
Complaint,  l.  m.,  (51.  58 
Concord,  s.  m.  174 

Confidence.  7,  6,  p.m.  302 
Consolation.  8,  7.  271 
Consummalion.  9,  8.  349 
Contrast.  8.  352 

Cornhill.  8.  M.  370 

Coronation,  c.  M.  100 
Crescent.  L.  M.,  61.  208 
Crimson  Robe.  c.  M.  148 
Cumberland,  c.m.d.    204 


Grafton,  c.  M.  D. 
Greentield.  L.  P.  M. 
Greenville.  8,  7. 
Guidance,  l.  M.  61. 


Danish  Hymn.  8,  7, 

P.M. 

Dawning,  c.  M.  D. 
Day  Dawn.  9.  8. 
Day  Spring.  11,  8. 
Decision.  8,  7. 
Dedication  Chant.L. 
Delight.  H.  M. 
Dennis.  S.  M. 
Derby.  L.  M. 
Dies  Irae.  8. 
Doomsday.  8.  M. 
Dornance.  8,  7. 
Duane  Street.  L.  M, 
Duke  Street.  L.  M. 
Dunbar.  S.  M. 
Dundee,  c.  M. 


226 
147 
490 
496 
275 
M.216 
339 
162 

48 

494 

219 

460 

.    242 

20 
172 

90 


Edora.  c.  M.  D.  124 

Evening  Hymn.  S.  M.  373 
Exhortation.  L.  M.  44 
Exhortation,  c.  M.  188 
Expectotion.  8,  7.  452 
Expostulation.  11.        516 

DP 

Farewell  Hymn.  8,  7 

Iambic  412 

Federal  Street.  L.  M.  16 
Festival.  L.  M.  42 

Finland.  7,  5,  4.  327 

Flee  asaBird.  8,7,p.m.475 
Freedom,  c.  M.  144 

French.  CM.  90 


130 

300 

258 

64 


Halleligah.  7,  8,  p.m.  326 

Hallowell.  <;.  M.  202 

Hamburg,  l.  m.  6 

Harbor.  7,  81.  492 

Harp,  Awake.  8,  7.  278 

Harp.  7,  81.  376 

Harvest.  12,  8.  503 

Harwell.  8,  7.  366 

Hebron.  L.  M.  10 

Hendon.  7.  377 

Hespera.  8,  7.  269 
Holy,  Holy.  8,  7,  P.M.  230 

Hoinebound.  8,  11.  354 

Homeland,  c.  M.  D.  138 

Homeless.  6,  10.  449 

Homeward.  L.  M.  61.  78 

Hope.  c.  L.  M.  252 

Horton.  7.  381 

Hosauna.  L.  M.  60 

Huntington.  L.  m.  d.  68 

Hursley.  L.  M.  527 


I  am  Knocking.  8,  7, 

p.  M.  448 

I  Shail  Rest.  6,  7.  233 
IWiUCome.  7,3.  315 
I  Will  FollowThee8,7.  268 
I'm  the  Child  of  a 

King.  10  or  11.  522 
In  the  Morning.  7,  4.  234 
Ingathering,  8,  7.  359 
Intercession.  6,  5.  306 
It  is  Done.  P.  M.  223 

Italian  Hymn.  6,  4.     399 


Jacob's  Well.  7,  81.  363 
Jasper.  L.  M.  32 

Jerusalem,  c.  M.  D.  462 
Jesus,  Pity  Me.  6,  5.  335 
Jordan's  Stream.  8, 7.  270 
Jubilee.  6,5,  7.  489 

Jubilee.  H.  M.  338 

Judgment,  l.  m.  218 

Judgment  Hymn.  8,7.  220 


a- 


Calvary.  8,  6,  p.  M. 
Calvinus.  10,  6. 
Canaan.  8,  7.  Iambic. 
Carolina.  7,  8,  P.  M. 
Catlin.  7.  6. 
Charity.  11. 
China.  CM. 
Civitas  Dei.  7,  81. 
Clarion.  6,  4. 
Cleansing  Fountain. 

c  M.  D. 
Clement's  Hymn.  8 
Come,  Let  Us  Anew. 

10,5,  11. 
Come  to  the  Ark.  CM. 


241  Ganges,  c.  p.  m. 

227  Garden  Hymn. 

406  c  P.  M. 

368  Garment.  8,  6,  P.  M. 

440  Geard.  11. 

523  George  Street.  7,  81. 

108  Gently  Lord.  8,  7. 

362  Gethsemane.  11. 

418  Goblet.  7. 

Going  Home.  L.  m. 
195  Golden.  7,6. 
356  Golden  Hill.  s.  m. 

Golden  Sheavtis.  8,  7. 
488   Goshen.  11*. 
151  Go  thy  way:  6,  5. 


336  Kent  C.M.D.  112 

Kentucky,  s.  M.  164 

288  King  of  Glory.  7,  8.  222 
328                      T 
624                      ■*-• 

224  Laban.  8.  M.  166 

454  La  Plata,  c.  M.  D.  198 

621  Lampros.  7,  6.  442 

319  Lenox,  h.m.  344 

87  Liberty,  c  M.  144 

486  Lischer.  H.  M.  346 

182  Little  Grave.  L.M.  210 

456  Living  Water  7,  6.  329 

5:26  Lofty  Praise.  6,  8,  4, 

310          or  8.  M.  436 

541 


Look  and  Live.  12,  9.  498 
Love  Divine,  c.  M.  d.  142 
Loving  Kindness.  L.  M.  86 
Lynley.  8.  m.  180 

Lyons.  10, 11.  607 

Macedon.  L.M.  61.  66 
Mai tl and.  c  m.  «  106 
Majesty,  c.  M.  D.  120 

Mai'low.  C.  M.  94 

Matin.  L.  M.  30 

Martyn.  7,  81.  225 

Martyrdom.  C.  M.  403 
Mear.  cm.  88 

Meditation.  11,  8.  499 
Meinon.  10.  5U6 

Meribah.  C  P.  M.  292 

Migdol.  L.  M.  388 

Miles  Lane,  c  M.  101 

Misericordia.  L.  m.  34 
Missionary  Chant. L.M.  84 
Missionary  Hymu7,  6.  249 
Montgomery,  c  M.  D.  12Q 
Morgenland.  8,  7,  10, 

P.  M.  235 

Morning  Glow,  7,  6  396 
Morning  Star.  7,  u.  378 
Mount  Sion.  8.  M.  D.  178 
My  Jesus  I  Love  Thee. 

11.  520 

IT 

Naomi.  CM.  110 

Nashville.  L.  p.  M.  296 
Nearer,  0  God,  to 

Thee.  6,  4.  416 

Nettleton.  8,  7.  276 
New  Jerusalem. 

C  M.  D.  134 
North  Providence. 

C  M.  D.  464 

North  Salem,  c  M.  118 

o 

Old  Hundred.  L.  M.  2 

Old,  Old  Story.  7,6.  438 

Olivet.  6,  4.  4G2 

Olmutz.  8.  M  170 

Omega,  c.  M.  D.  152 

On  the  Cross.  8,  6.  420 

Ortonville.  c.  M.  98 
O  Sinner,  Come.  8,  7, 

Iambic.  403 

Over  There.  8,  7.  423 


Palace.  7,  61.  365 

Paradise.  L.  m.  392 

Parting  Hand.  l.  m.  432 

Passion.  8,  7.  282 

Pathos.  L.M.             •  38 

Perry ville.  cm.  194 

Peterboro.  cm.  96 

Pharos.  7,  5  426 

Pilgrimage.  11,  10.  510 
Pilgrim's  Hymn.  !<•  m. 

61.  46 

Pisgah.  c  M.  114 
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Pleyerg  Hymn.  7.  382 

Polemot.  8,  7.  450 

Portent  7,  6,  P.  M.  330 
Portuguese  Hyiuu.  11. 525 

Prayer.  L.  M.  60 

Prodiffal.  o.  m.  160 

Providence.  10, 11.  509 

Psalmos.  0.  it,  d.  201 


Badiaoce.  8,  7.  264 

Rainbow.  O.K.  122 

Redemption.  10.  478 

Refuge.  CM.  149 

Reliance.  8,  7,  4.  266 
Remember  Me.  8.  m.  372 

Repose.  7,  6,  p.  m.  491 

Requiesoat.  9,  8.  350 

Rescue.  8,  7.  279 

Rest.  L.M.  214 

Resurrection.  11,8.  497 

Retirement.  7,  5.  238 

Reunion.  7,  6,  p.  m.  304 
Rex  Sanctorum. 

_     11, 10.  229 
^Rex  Amorib.  8,  7. 

Iambic.  466 

Rhondda,  8,  7.  272 

Rockingham,  l.  m.  8 

RoclcofAges.  7,61.  384 
Roll  on,  Dark  Ages  of 

Time.  10,  7.  236 

Rosefteld.  7,61.  386 

Russia.  L.  M.  56 


Sanctuary.  8,  7.  369 

Say,  Brother,  Shall 

WeMeet?8, 7.     458 
Scepter,  o.  m.  116 

Security.  11,  8,  9,  12.  500 
Sessions,  l.  m.  26 

Shadow.  11, 10.  514 

Shadow  of  the  Rock. 
„     7, 3.  239 

Shall  We  Meet?  8,  7.  457 
Shelter.  8,  7.  273 

Shepherd.  8,  7.  444 

Shawmut.  8.  m.  168 

Shining  Land.  L.  u.  d.  74 
Shilling  Shore.  8,  7. 

Iambic,  404 

Shirland.  8.  M.  187 

SlcUian  Hymn.  8,  7.    267 
Sing,  Sing  and  Pray. 
„.    11,10.  612 

Sing  to  the  Lord.  L.  M.  54 
Solemn  Inquiry. 
^      c.  P.  M.  293 

Southland.  8.  7.  281 

Southport.  c.  M.  196 

Sower.  9,  7.  358 

Stauros.  L.  M.  36 

Stephanos.  8,  6,  p.  m.  192 
St.  Thomas.  8.  m.  158 
Supplication,  cm.  250 
Sunshine.  L.  M.  70 

Sweet  Home.  11.         519 


Tallis'  Evening 

Hymn.  l.  h.  528 

Talmar.  8,  7.  460 

Temptation,  l.m.  61.    62 
There  is  a  King  of 

Glory.  7,  6,  8, 10.  312 
Thusla.  7,  61.  470 

Thy  Kingdom  Gome. 

10, 4.  361 

To-day.  6,  4.  489 

Transit.  8,  6,  or  7,  5.  472 
Treasure.  8,  7,  P.  M.  429 
Triumph.  10.  476 

Triumph  Song.  6,  5.  334 
Trumpeter,  c  m.  322 
Trust  Song.  8.7,  p.m.  321 
Turn  to-day.  8,6.  422 
Turner,  c.  m.  186 

'Twill  All  be  Over 

Soon.8,  6,  orL.  M.  206 
Tyota.  L.  M.  246 


Sabbath.  7,6L  364 

Safe  Home.  h.  m.        340 


Take  Away  the  Chil- 
dren. 6,  5,  9.  360 
Tal-y-Bont  8,  7.  272 
Teknoi.  7,81.  380 


Under  Thy  Wings.6,4. 414 

Union  Hymn.  8.  355 

Uxbridge.  l.m.  14 

Valley  Dim.  cm.  146 

Varina.  c.  m.  d.  484 
Venite  Exultemus 

Domino.  1 

Victor.  9,  6.  228 

Victory,  cm.  189 

Vigilante,  cm.  157 

Vox  Clemantis.  9,  8.  348 

Waiting  King.  cm.  324 


Ware.  l.  m.  82 

Ward.  L.M.  12 

Warwick,  cm.  205 

Watchfulnesii.s.  M.  I>  482 
We  Shall  Sleep.  8,  7.  254 
Weary  Land.  o.M.  156 
Webb.  7,  6.  394 

Wedge  wood.  10,  6.  232 
Wells.  L.  M.  18 

Wellesley.  11  518 

Welton.  L.  M.  -  4 

Wesley,  11.  604 

What  a  Friend.     8,  7. 446 
What  Sound  is  Thia? 
^,  CP.M.  290 

What  Shall  it  Profit  ? 

7,  8,  10.  318 

When  the  Angels 

Come.  P.M.  316 

Wilderness.  8,  7.  410 

Will  You  Go?  8,  6.       424 
Willows.  L.  M.  390 

Wilmot.  8,  7.  445 

Wiloughby.  c  P.  m.    286 
Windham,  l.  m.  22 

Wings  of  the 

Morning.  10,  9.     237 
Winter,  cm.  190 

Winthrop.  H.  m.  342 

Woodland,  cm.  102 

Woodstock.  CM.         191 
Woodworth.  l.m.  80 

Worthy  is  theLamb7,5  473 


Zerah.  0.  m.  485 

Zion.  8,  7,  4.  262 

Zion's  Olory.  8,  7.       260 


643 
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L.  M. 

All  Saints  New.  L.M.  212 
Ambrose.  L.M.  28 

Anvern.  L.M.  244 

Ballstowu.  L.  M.  61.  72 
Bridgewater.  L.  M.  24 
Bristol.  L.  M.  493 

Buckfield.  L.  M.  61.  76 
Burial  Hymn.  L.  ai.  40 
Communion.  L.  M.  374 
Compassion,  l.u.  .  52 
Complaint.  L.  M.,  61.  68 
Crescent.  L.  M.,  61.  208 
Dedication  Chant.L.M.216 
Derby,  l.m.  48 

Duke  Street,  l.  m.  20 
Exhortation,  l.  m.  44 
Federal  Street.  L.  M.  16 
Festival.  L.M.  42 

Goinj;  Home.  L.  M.  87 
Guidance.  L.M.  61.  64 
Hamburg.  L.  M.  6 

Hebron.  L.  M.  10 

Homeward.  L.  M.  61.  78 
Hosanna.  L.  M.  60 

Hursley.  L.  M.  627 

Jasper,  l.m.  32 

Judgment,  h.  m.  218 

Little  Grave,  l.m.  210 
Loving  Kuiduess.  l.  m.  86 
Macedon.  l.m.  61.  66 
Matin.  L.  M.  30 

Migdol.  L.  M.  388 

Misericord ia.  L.  M.  34 
Missionary  Chant. L.M.  84 
Old  Hundred.  L.  m.  2 
Paradise,  l.  m.  392 

Pilgrim's  Hymn.  61.  46 
Prayer.  L.  M.  50 

Rest.  L.  M.  214 

Rockingham,  l.  m.  8 

Russia.  L.  M.  66 

Sessions.  L.  M.  26 

Sing  to  the  Lord.  L.  M.  54 
Stauros.  l.  m.  36 

Sunshine.  L.  M.  70 

Tallis  Evening  Hymn.  528 
Temptation.  L.  M.  61.  62 
'Twill  All  be  Over  206 
Tyota.  L.M.  246 

Uxbridge.  L.M.  14 

Ward.  L.M.  12 

Ware.  L.M.  82 

Wells.  i:..M.  18 

Welton.  ihM.  4 

Willows.  L.  M.  390 

Windham.  L.M.  22 

Woodworth.  l.  M.         80 

L.  M.  D. 

Duane  Street.  L.  M.  242 
Huntington.  L.  M.  n.  68 
Parting  Hand.  L.  M.  432 
Pathos.  L.M.  38 

Shining  Land.  r..  m.  d.  74 


Arlington,  c.  M. 
Avon.  c.  M. 
Balerma.  c.  m. 
China,  c.  m. 
Come  to  the  Ark  cm 
Coronation,  c.  M. 
Crimson  Robe.  c.  M. 
Dundee,  c.  M. 
Exhortation,  c.  M. 
Freedom,  c.  M. 
Hallowell.  c.  M. 
Maitland.  0.  m. 
Mario w.  c.  M. 
Martyrdom,  c.  M. 
Mear.  c.  M. 
Miles  Lane.  c.  m. 
Naomi,  c.  M. 
North  Salem,  c.  M. 
Ortonville.  c.  M. 
Perryville.  c.  M. 
Peterboro.  c.  m. 
Pisgah.  c.  M. 
Prodigal,  c.  M. 
Rainbow,  c.  m.  61. 
Refuge,  c.  M. 
Sceptre,  c.  M. 
Southport.  c.  M. 
Supplication,  cm. 
Trumpeter,  o.  m. 
Turner,  c.  M. 
Valley  Dim.  c,  M. 
Victory.  C.  M. 
Vigilante,  c.  M. 
Waiting  King.  c.  M. 
Warwick.  CM. 
Weary  Land,  c  M. 
Winter,  c  M. 
Woodland.  CM. 
Woodstock.  CM. 
Zerah.  C.  M« 

C.  M.  D. 

Amazing  Grace.G.M.D. 
AngePs  Song.  CM.D. 
Arnion.  c  M.  d. 
Athens,  c  M.  d. 
Biblos.  G.  M.  D. 
Boston.  CM.D. 
Cleansing  Fountain. 
Cumberland.  c.M.D. 
Dawning,  cm.  d. 
Edom.  c  M.  D 
Grafton,  c  M.  D. 
Homeland,  c  M.  D. 
Jerusalem,  c  M.  D, 
Kent,  c  M.  B. 
La  Plata,  c  m.  r. 
Love  Divine,  c.  M.  D. 
M%)esty.  c  M.  D. 
Montgomery,  c.  M.  D. 
New  Jerusalem. 
North  Providence. 
Omega,  c  M.  d. 
Psalmos.  c  M.  D. 
Varina.  c  M.  D. 


S.  M. 


104 
463 

92 

108 

.151 

100 

148 

90 
188 
144 
202 
106 

94 
463 

88 
101 
110 
118 

98 
194 

96 
114 
150 
122 
149 
116 
196 
250 
322 
186 
146 
189 
157 
324 
205 
156 
190 
102 
191 
485 


Abraham,  s.  M. 

434 

America.  8.  M. 

176 

Adoration.  s.M. 

371 

Boylston.  8.  M. 

160 

Concord.  8.  M. 

174 

Cornhill.  S.M. 

370 

Dennis.  8.  M. 

162 

Doomsday.  8.  M.  219 

Dunbar.  8.  M.  D.  172 

Evening  Hymn.  s.  m.  373 

Golden  Hill.  8.  m.  182 

Kentucky.  8.  m.  164 

Laban.  8.  M.  166 

Lofty  Praise.  s.M.  436 

Lynley.  8.  M.  180 

Mount  Sion.  8.  m.  d.  178 

Olmutz.  8.  M  170 

Remember  Me.  s.  M.  372 

Shawmut.  8.  u.  168 

Shirland.  s.  m.  184 

St.  Thomas,  s.  m.  158 

Watchfulness,  s.  M.  d  482 

C.  p.  M. 

Aithlone.  cp.m.  294 

Ariel,  c  P.  M.  284 

Ganges,  c  p.  m.  336 
Garden  Hymn.c  P.  M.  288 

Meribah.  C  P.  M.  292 

Solemn  Inquiry.  2U3 

What  Sound  is  This?  290 

Wiloughby.  o.  r.  :m.  286 

L.  P.  M. 

Baltimore.  L.  P.  M.  298 

GreenfleUl.  L.  P.  M.  300 

Nashville.  L.  P.  M.  296 


C.  L.  M. 

Hope.  c.  L.  M.  252 

128  H.  M. 

132  Bumham.  h.m.  343 

154  Delight.  H.M.  339 

140  Jubilee.  H.  M.  338 

200  Lenox,  h.m.  344 
136  Lischer.  H.  M.  346 
195  Safe  Home.  H.  M.  340 
204  Winthrop.  h.m.  342 
147 

124  6s  &  4s. 

130 

^3g  Advent.  6,4.  398 

AQ2  America.  6,  4.  400 

^lo  Italian  Hymn.  6,  4.  399 

JJg  Olivet.  6,4.  402 

J20     6s&4s  Peculiar. 

126  Bethany.  6,  4.  417 

134   Clarion.  6,  4.  418 

4(>4  Fade,  fade  each  419 
162  Nearer,  O  God,  to 

201  Thee.  6, 4.  416 
484  Under  Thy  Wings.6,4.  414 
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6s  &  58. 

Bells  of  Joy.  6,  5,  7.  308 

Go  thy  way.  6,  5.  310 

Intercession.  6,  6.  306 

6s,  88  &  4s. 

Abraham.  434 

Lofty  Praise.  436 

7s. 

Adios.  7,  61.  480 

Palace.  7,  61.  365 

Rock  of  Ages.  7,61.  384 

Rosefield.  7,61.  386 

Sabbath.  7,61.  364 

Thusia.  7.  61.  470 

Ci vitas  Dei.  7,  81.  362 

George  Street.  7,  81.  224 

Goblet.  7.  319 

Harbor.  7,  81.  492 

Harp.  7,  81.  376 

Hendon.  7.  377 

Horton.  7.  381 

Jacob's  Well.  7,  81.  363 

Martyn.  7,  81.  225 

Morning  Star.  81.  378 

Plevel'sHvmn.  7.  382 

Teknoi.  7,81.  380 

73  &  6s. 

Akanthos.  7,6.  248 

Catlin.  7.  6.  440 

Golden.  7,6.  486 
Missionary  Hytnn7.  6.  249 

Morning  Glow.  7,  (5  396 

01d,01dStory.  7,  6.  484 

Webb.  7,  6.  393 

7s&6s  Peculiar. 

Confidence.  7,  6,  P.M.  302 

Reunion.  7,  6,  P.  M.  304 

7s&6s  Irregular. 

Amsterdam.  7, 6,  p.m.  332 

Portent.  7,  6,  L.  m.  330 

8s. 

Contrast.  8.  352 

Clement's  Hymn.  8  356 

Homebound.  8,  11.  354 

Union  Hymn.  8.  355 

8s  &  6s. 

On  the  Cross.  8,  6.  420 

Turn  to-day.  8.6.  422 

Will  You  Go?  8,6.  424 

8s&7s. 

Angel's  Song.     8,7.  280 

Assurance.  8,  7.  430 

Autumn.  8,  7.  256 

Belmont.  8,  7.  274 
Blessed  Promise.  8,  7.  474 

Consolation.  8,  7.  271 

Decision.  8,7.  276 

Expectation.  8,  7.  452 


MSTBICAL  INDEX   OF  T^N£3. 


Gently  Lord.  8,  7.  454 
Golden  Sheayen.  8,  7. 406 

Oreeuville.  8,  7.  208 

Harp,  Awake.  8,  7.  278 

Hespera.  8.7.  269 

I  Will  Follow  Thee.  268 

Jordan's  Stream.  270 

Nettleton.  8,7.  276 

Over  There.  8,  7.  428 

Paanion.  8,  7.  282 

Polemoa.  8,  7.  400 

Radiance.  8,  7.  264 

Rescue.  8,  7.  270 

Rhondda,  8,  7.  272 
Say,  Brother,  Shall 

WeMe«t?8, 7.  408 

Shall  We  Meet?  8,7.  407 

Shelter.  8,  7.  273 

Shepherd.  8.  7.  444 

Sicilian  Hymn.  8,  7.  264 

Southland.  8.  7.  281 

Talmar.  8,  7.  460 

Tal-y-Bont.  8,7.  272 

We  Shall  81et>p.  8,  7.  204 
What  a  Friend.     8,  7. 446 

Wilraot.  8,  7.  440 

Ziou'aG4oiy.  8,  7.  260 

8s  &  78,  Iambic. 

Oanaan.  8,7.  406 

Farewell  Hymn.  8, 7.  412 
O  Sinner,  Gome.  8,  T.  408 
Rex  Amorib.  8.  7.  466 
Shining  Shore.  8,  7.  404 
Wilderness.  8,  7.  410 

8s  &  7s,  Peculiar. 

Asthenia.  8,  7,  P.  m.  240 
Carolina.  7,  8,  P.  M.  368 
Harwell.  8,  7.  866 


I  am  Knocking.  8,  7,  448 
Sanctuary.  8,  7.  368 

8t  7s  &  4t. 


lis  &  St. 


Relianoe.  8,  7, 4. 
Sicilian  Hymn 
Ziou.  8,  7, 4. 

9t  &  St. 

Consummation.  9,  8. 
Day  Dawn.  9.  8. 
Hequiescat.  9,  8. 
Vox  Clamantia.  9,  8. 

lOs. 

Meinon.  10. 
Redemption.  10. 
Triumph.  10. 

IOt&  lit. 


Begone,  Unbelief.  008 

Lyons.  10, 11.  007 

Providence.  10, 11.  809 

Ms. 

Expostulation.  11.  016 

Charity.  11.  023 

Geard.  11.  024 

Goshen.  11.  026 

Oethsemane.  11.  021 
I'm  the  Child  of  a 

King.  10  or  11  026 
My  Jesus  I  LoveThee.020 
Portuguese  Hymn.  11. 020 

Sweet  Home.  11.  019 

Wellesley.  11.  018 

Wesley.  11.  004 


Day  Spring.  11,  8.        496 
Meditation.  11,  8.         499 
Resurrection.  11,8.     497 
206  Security.  11,  8,  9, 12.  000 

^  llt&IOt. 

A  Little  While.  11, 10.  015 

Pilgrimage.  11,  10.       010 

Rex  Sanctorum.  229 

349  Sing,  Sing  and  Pray.  012 

4^0  Shadow.  11, 10.  014 

300 

^»      I2t  &  St  or  9t. 

Angel  Watchers.  12,8.  002 
KIM  Beautiful  City.  12,  9. 001 
^  Harvest.  12,  8.  003 

*^^     Peculiar  Metret. 

All  toChrist  I  Owe.  6.  468 
Angel  Guards.  8,11,7.  314 
Art  Thou  Weary  ?  8,0. 469 
Bright  Angels.  7,  6,  317 
By  and  By.  7, 3,  p.  X.  313 
Calvary.  8,  6,  p.  M.  241 
Calvinus.  10,  6.  227 

Come,  Let  Um  Anew.  488 
Come  Unto  Me.  P.  M.  320 
Come,  ve  Disconsolate. 

11. 10,  P.  M.  000 

Danish  Hymn.  8,  7,  262 
Dies  Irie.  8.  494 

Finland.  7,  0, 4.  327 

Flee  as  a  Bird.  8,7,P.M.470 
Garment.  8,  6,  p.  M.  328 
Halleh^ah.  7,  8,  P.M.  326 
Holy,  Holy.  8,  7,  P.M.  230 
Homeless.  6, 10.  449 


Ingathering,  8,  7.  359 

In  the  MominsL  7, 4.  234 
I  Shall  Rest.  6,  7.  23;: 
It  is  Done.  P.M.  22: 

I  Will  Come.  7,  3.  31) 
Jesus,  Pity  Me.  6,  6.  335 
Jubilee.  6, 0,  7.  489 

Judgment  Hymn.  8,7.  220 
King  of  Glory.  7,  8.  ^tn 
Lampros.  7.  6.  442 

Living  Water  7,  6.  329 
Look  and  Live.  12,  9.  498 
Morgeuland.  8,  7,  10,  2;V> 
Pliaros.  7,  O  426 

Repose.  7,  6,  P.  M.        491 
Retirement.  7,  0.  238 

Roll  on,  Dark  Ages  of 

Time.  10,7.  236 

Shadow  of  the  Rock.  239 
Sower.  9,  7.  358 

Stephanos.  8,  6,  P.  m.  192 
Take  Away  tlie  Chil- 
dren. 6.  0,  9.  360 
There  is  a  Kin^  of 

Glory.  7,  G,  8, 10.  312 
Thy  Kingdom  Come.  361 
To-day.  6,  4.  489 

Transit.  8,  6,  or  7,  5.  472 
Treasure.  8,  7,  P.  M.  429 
Triumph  Song.  6,  5.  334 
Trust  Song.  8.7,  P.M.  321 
Venite  Exultemus.  1 

Victor.  9,  6.  228 

Wedgewood.  10,  6.  232 
What  Shall  it  Profit? 

7,  8,  10.  318 

When  the  Angels 

Come.  P.M.  316 

Wings  of  the 

Morning.  10,9.      237 
Worthythe  Lamb  7,5  473 
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